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INTRODUCTION.

Early in the year 1836 Charles Dickens, who was just

beginning to be known as the author of the Sketches hy

Boz and of some contributions to the Monthly Magazine^

and who had also written for the Library of Fiction of Messrs.

Chapman and Hall, then newly started in business, was applied

to by that firm to wi’ite for them a monthly serial—the

nature of the proposed work was not very exactly defined

—which was to serve as a vehicle for some plartes to be

executed by a popular and humorous artist of that day^

named Seymour.

As Mr. Seymour’s humour found its most congenial

themes in the difficulties and disasters attendant upon the

unskilful efforts of cockney sportsmen, it was at first proposed

—either by Mr. Seymour himself, or by Mr. Hall, who con-

ducted the preliminary negotiations with Charles Dickens at

the young author’s rooms in Fumival’s Tnn—that the new
serial should describe the proceedings of a “ Nimrod Club,"

the mkadventures of whose members by flood and field would
naturally afford the artist fitting opportunities for the display

of his peculiar talents.

To this, however, Charles Dickens objected that he was
no great sportsman, except in regard of all kinds of loco-

motion "
;
that he should prefer greater liberty in the choice

of scenes and characters than the limitation of the story to

sporting incidents would admit of
;
and that—and this is a

point which we dhall have tO' bear in mind, in considering

by and by a not unimportant matter connected with the

history of the Pickwick Papers—“ it would be infinitely better

for the plates to arise* naturally out of the text.’’
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Messrs. Chapman and Hall agreeing readily to the modi^ca-

tion of the original plan which was suggested by these objec-

tions, Charles Dickens, as he himself puts it, “ thought of

Mr. Pickwick,” and set to work, inventing Mr. Winkle for

Mr. Seymour’s special benefit, and^ it was from the proof

sheets of the first number that Mr. Seymour drew the picture

of the Club, and that portrait of Mr. Pickwick himself which

Charles Dickens describes as having “ made him a reality.”

It is to be noted, however, on the authority of Mr. Chap-

man, that Mr. Seymour’s first sketch was of a long, thin man,

and that the Mr. Pickwick who is so well known to the

world was taken from Mr. Chapman’s description of a friend

of his, who lived at Richmond.
“ The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club ” started

on their journey of twenty numbers on the 31st of March,

1836, with twenty-four pages of letterpress and four illustra-

tions. This arrangement did not altogether commend itself

to those engaged in the production of the work, and the

question of some alteration was being discussed among them
when the death of Mr. Seymour, by his own hand, effectually

settled the point.

The second number came out with three illustrations only

instead of four, the number of plates in the succeeding parts

being reduced to two, and the pages of letterpress being

increased to thirty-two.

A facsimile of the front page of the original (green)

wrapper is given on page xxxiv. /

The following address to the public was issued with the

second number

:

Before this number reaches the hands of our readers, they will

have become acquainted with the melancholy death of Mr. Seymour,

under circumstances of a very distressing nature. Some time must
elapse, before the void which the deceased gentleman has left in

his profession can be filled up ; the blank his death has occasioned

in the society, which his amiabje nature won, and his talents

adorned, we can hardly hope to sec supplied.

We do not allude to this distressing event, in the vain hope of

adding, by any eulogium of ours, to the respect? in which the late

Mr. Seymour’s memory is held by all who ever knew him.

Some apology is due to our readers for the appearance of the

present number with only three plates. Wuen we state that they
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cofcprifie Mr. Seymour’s last efforts, and that on one of them in

panicular, (the embellishment to the Stroller’s Tale) he was engaged

up^ a late hour of the night preceding his death, we feel confident

thift the excuse will be deemed a sufficient one.

Arrangements are in progress which will enable us to present

the ensuing lumbers of th« Pickwick Papers on an improved plan,

which we trust will give entire satisfaction to our numerous
readers.

April 27, 1836.

The third number contained another address from the

publishers, referring to the arrangements which had been
previously described as being in progress, together with a

postscript from the Editor — the Author was originally

described as the Editor—which ran as follows

:

ADDRESS FROM THE PUBLISHERS.

We announced in our last, that the ensuing numbers of the

Pickwick Papers would appear in an improved form
;
and we now

l)eg to call the attention of our readers to the fulfilment of our

promise. •

Acting upon a suggestion which has been made to them from

various influential quarters, the Publishers have determined to in-

crease the quantity of letter-press in every monthly part, and to

diminish the number of plates. It will be seen that the present

number contains eight additional pages of closely printed matter,

and two engravings by Mr. Buss—a gentleman already well known
to the Pubhc, as a very Humorous and Talented artist.

The alteration in tjie Plan of the work entails upon the

Publishers a considerable expense, which nothing but a large

circulation would justify them in incurring. They are happy to

have it in their Power to state that the rapid sale of the two first

numbers, and the daily increasing demand for this periodical,

enables them to acknowledge the Patronage of the Public, in the

way which they hope will be deemed most acceptable.

May 30^A, 1836.

POSTSCRIPT FROM THE EDITOR.
•

Always anxious to amuse our readers by every means in

our power, we beg to present them with the following verbatim

copy of a letter actually addressed and sent by an anonymouf



XZll INTRODUCTION.

correspondent to the Editor of the Pickwick Papers, a jl&rt

night since. Our correspondent’s notions of Punctuation are

peculiar to himself, and we have not ventured to intei'/ere

with them.

“Sir t

In times when the great . and the good are . largely associat-

ing for . the amelioration of the Animal Kingdom, it seems re-

markable . that any writer should . counteract their . intentions .

by . such careless paragraphs as . thi' one . I . enclose !

if it is carelessness . only . it may be corrected if it is . bad taste .

I am afraid it . will be more difficult . but perhaps you could . in

another paper
.
point out, to the obtuse, like myself, the wit or

humour, of depicting . the noblest of animals faint, weary, and

over driven,

(‘When the knees quiver and the pulses beat ')

subjected to a . Brute
;
only to be tolerated because he at least is

ignorantj of . the creature and his Creator . to whom he is re-

sponsible . and whose .
‘ admirable frolic and fun ’ consists in

giving . his brutal history of his horses in bad« English ! !

”

And then follows an extract from a newspaper, containing

the Cabman’s description of his Horse, from page 6 of our

first number.

This is evidently a very pleasant person— a fellow of

infinite fancy. We shall be happy to receive other communi-

cations from the same source—and on the same terms : that

is to say, post paid.

t

Some difliculty was experienced in finding a competent

successor to Mr. Seymour
;
the efforts* of Mr. Buss, who was

first engaged to take the lamented artist’s place, not meeting

with approval
;
but, with tne fourth number of Pickwick^

that connection of Mr. Hablot Browne with Charles Dickens’s

books, which was to last so long and so pleasantly, began, and

it was speedily agreed on all hands that “ Phiz’s ” illustrations

were perfectly satisfactory and happy adjuncts to “Boz’s”

writings.
*

Several alterations were made after the publiwition of the

earliest edition of Pickwick in Mr. Brownt’s plates—in all

cases greatly for the better. Thus it will be observed, on

comparing some of the original numbers with subsequent

re-issues of the same edition, that thb faces in the plate
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two donkeys, while the l.-ittcr impression has but one
;
and

that Master liardell, when kicking Mr. Pickwick, was first

drawn with his head down, and was subsecpiently represented

with it raised. •

The two illustrations by Mr. Buss which were published

in Pickwick are renroduced here. They represent the
“ Cricket Match ” ana The Fat Boy watching Mr. Tupman
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I

etched by Mr. Buss, “The Bevicw at Chatham,” which was

not published, is also given here.

It is noteworthy that, at about this Vime, Mr. Thackeray,

<



INTRODUCTION. XXV

wh4 was then seeking employment as an artist, called at

Charles Dickenses rooms in Furnival’s Inn to oftcr him two or

thr^ drawings, whictli the }'oung author, as JMr. 'J'hackcray

himself told Mr. Forster, “ strange to say, did not find

suitable.”
^

A later llustrator of Ticlcwich in the author’s time was
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others not so well known to fame. Of these illustr;itionslhe

tea-party at the “ Spaniards,” by Crowquill
;
and Mr. Pick-

wick after his ice accident, from a series published by Sh^rp

;

are given here, as specimens remarkable mainly for tfieir

oddity.
^

Considerable annoyance was caused to Charles Dickens,

some 3^cars after the first jmbliuition of FirJcivick, liy a

preposterous claim which w^as made by the Avidow of Mr.

THE TEA TARTY AT “THE SPANIARDS.’

Seymour, and subsequently embodied l)y her in a noAV very

scarce pamplilet, that Fickwick was oiiginated solely liy

her husband, who, but foi a cold—which the lady desci’ibed

with a circumstantinlity worthy of the famous double letter

from Northamptonshire in the School for Scandal—would
himself have written, as Avell as embellfshed,” the book.

The absurdity of the suggestion is obvious on the face of it,

if only from the very slight and short acquaintance which

existed betAveen autlioj* and artist; bul, as Charles Dickens
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it desirable to take pains to disprove tbc statement,

it n|ay be well to include in this brief sketch of the histojy of

JHcJfvick the categorical denial of Mi‘s. Seymour’s assertion

which ap[)eared in a letter written l)y Charhis Dickens to

the Athnuvnm^ in 1 8GGy, on a revival of the calumny by
Mr. Seymoui’s son.

“(TADsuirj. Pl\cj:,
“ Mtn ch 1 S06 .

“As the aiithoi’ of the ‘ jPiek\vi'‘k P:i])eTs^ (and of om*, or (wo

(Ah(;r books), 1 send you a few facts, and no coniinenls, luiving

MR. riCKWICK AND SAM AFTER THE TCE ACCIDENT.

reference to a letter signed ‘ R. Seymour,’ which in }our editorial

discretion you published last week.

“Mr. Seymour the artist never originated, suggested, or in any

way had to do wdlh, save as illustrator of wdiat 1 devised, an

incident, a cliaracter (except the sporting tastes of Mr. AVinkle),

a name, a phrasej^ or a W'ord, to be fouml in the ‘ Pickwick

Papers.'

“I never siiw Mr. Seymour’s handw’riling, I believe, in my
I'-fe. «

“ I never even saw Mr. Seymour but once in my life, and that
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was within eight-and-forty hours of his untimely death. iTwo

persons, both still living, were present on that short occasion. •

“ Mr. Seymour died when only the first twenty-four printed

pages of the ‘ Pickwick Papers ’ were published
;

I think blfore

the next three or four pages were completely written
;

I am sure

before one subsequent line of the book* was invented.*’

(Here follows the account of the interview with Mr. Hall,

which has already been describee^) .

“In July, 1849, some incoherent assertions made by the widow
of Mr. Seymour, in the course of certain endeavours of hers to

raise money, induced me to address a letter ^o Mr. Edward
Chapman, then the only surviving business-partner in the original

firm of Chapman & Hall, who first published the ‘ Pickwick Papers,*

requesting him to inform me in writing whether the foregoing

statement was correct.

“ In Mr. Chapman’s confirmatory answer, immediately written,

he reminded me that I had given Mr. Seymour more credit than

was his due. * As this letter is to be historical,*^'he wrote, *
I may

as well c4Am what little belongs to me in the matter, and that is,

.the figure of Pickwick, Seymour’s first sketch,* made from the

proof of my first chapter, * was of a long, thin man. Tlie present

immortal one he made from my description of a friend of mine at

Richmond.*

“Charles Dickens.”

Furthermore, Charles Dickens addressed to me, a few days

after the date of this communication, another letter, for the

publication of which the present appears a, fitting time. It

ran thus :

“6, SouTHTviCK Place, Hyde Park, W.J

**fy’ednesdaij, Fourth Aprils 186(J.

“ My dear Charley,

“ There has been going on for years an attempt on the part

of Seymoui‘*8 widow to extort money from me by representing that

he had some inexplicable and ;ll-used part in the invention of

Pickwick ! ! ! I have disregarded it until now, except that I took

the precaution some years ago, to leave among my few papers

Edward Chapman’s testimony to the gross fald*ehood and absurdity

of the idea.

“ But, last week, I wrote a letter to the AthencpMm about it, in

consequence of Seymour’s son reviving t&e monstrosity. I stated
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in tbat letter that I had never so much as seen Seymour but once

in my life, and that was some eight-and-forty hours before hia

deatn.

I stated also that two persons still living were present at that

short interview. Those were your Uncle Frederick, and your

mother. I w sh you woultl ask your mother to write to you, for

my preservation among the aforesaid few papers, a note giving you

her remembrance of that evening— of Frederick’s afterwards

knocking at our door before we were up, to tell us that it was in

the papers that Seymour had shot himself, and of his perfect

knowledge that the poor little man and I looked upon each other

for the first and last time that night in Furnival’s Inn.

“ It seems suj^erfiuous precaution, but I take it for the sake

of our descendants long after you.

Ever affectionately,

“C. D.”

The few papers alluded to were destroyed before Charles

Dickens’s death, with the exception of Mr. Edward Chapman’s

confirmatory account of the description of the origin of Pick-

wick which was given in the preface to the first cher^p edition,

and this appears in detail in Mr. Forster’s life. But I an>

enabled to state that my mother and my uncle—both since

tlead—confirmed the latter part of the above quoted letter in

every particular. The publication of this correspondence

“seems a superfluous precaution” indeed, bTlt it is perhaps

well that it should not be omitted.

With the tenth number, the half-way house in Mr. Pick-

wick’s career, appeared another address :

• •

• ADDRSBB.

Ten months have now elapsed since the appearance of the first

number of the Pickwick Papers. At the close of the year, and the

conclusion of half his task, their Author may perhaps, without any

unwarrantable intrusion on the notice of the Public, venture to say

a few words for himself.
,

He has long been desirous to embrace the first opportunity of

announcing that it is his intention to adhere to his original pledge

of confining this \^rk to twenty numbers. He has every tempta-

tion to exceed the limits he first assigned to himself, that brilliant

success, an enormous and increasing sale, the kindest notice, and

the most extensive popularity, can bold out They are, one and all.
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Bad temptations to an Author, but he has determined to rpist

them
;

firstly, because he wishes to keep the strictest faith witH hia

readers
;

.and, secondly, because he is most anxious that wheni’the

Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club form a complete work,

the book may not have to contend against the heavy disadvantage

of being prolonged beyond his original ^)lan.

For ten months longer, then, if the Author be permitted to retain

his health and spirits, the Pickwick Papers will be issued in their

present fonn, and will then be completed. By whal fresh adve^itures

they may be succeeded is no matter Ar present consideration. The
Author merely hints that he has strong reason to believe that a

great variety of other documents still lie hidden in the repository

from which these were taken, and that they may/5ne day see the

light.

With this short speech Mr. Pickwick’s Stage-Manager makes hia

most grateful bow, adding, on behalf of himself and publishers,

what the late eminent Mr. John Richardson, of Ilorsemonger Lane,

Southwark, and the Yellow Caravan with the Brass Knocker,

always said on behalf of himself and company, at the close of every

performance— «

** Ladies and Gentlemen, for these marks of your favour, we
)?eg to return you our sincere thanks

;
and allow us to inform you,

that we shall keep perpetually going on beginning again, regularly,

until the end of the fair.”

December^ 1836.

One more address, unhappily, was rendered necessary by
the suspension, a little later, of the publication of Pickwick

for two months. A heavy domestic affliction—the* terribly

sudden death of his sister-in-law, Ma^ Hogarth, to whom he

was tenderly attached—weighed so heavily on Charles Dickens

that it was impossible for h^m to continue his work for some

weeks, and number fifteen contained the following explana-

tion of the enforced delay in its publication

;

t
address.

186, Strand,

June 80, 1887.

The Author is desirous to take the opportunity afforded him by

his resumption of this work, to state once again what he thought

had been stated sufficiently emphatically before, namely, that its

publication was interrupted by a severe c^omestic affliction of no

ordinary kind ;
that this was the sole cause of the non-appearance
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of present number in the usual course ; and that henceforth

it will continue to be published w'ith its accustomed regularity.

llowever superfluous this second notice may appear to many,

it is* rendered necessary by various idle speculations and absurdities

which have been industriously propagated during the past month •.

which have r« ached the Alithor^s ears from many quarters, and

have pained him exceedingly. By one set of intimate acquaintances,

especially well informed, he has been killed outright
;
by another,

driver^ mad
; by a third, imprisoned for debt ; by a fourth, sent

per steamer to the United Sta^s
;
by a fifth, rendered incapable o(

any mental exertion for evermore—by all, in short, represented as

doing anything but seeking in a few w’eeks^ retirement the restora-

tion of that cheerfulness and peace of wliich a sad bereavement had

temporarily deprived him.

NOTICE TO CORRESPONDENTS.

We receive every month an immense number of com*

munications purporting to be “suggestions” for the Pickwdck

Papers. We have no doubt that they are forwarded with the

kindest intentions*
;
but as it is wholly out of our power to make

use of any such hints, and as we really have no time* to peruse

anonymous letters, we hope the writers will henceforth spartf

themselves a great deal of unnecessary and useless trouble.

•

The months which saw the issue of the successive numbers

of Pvckwkk were eventful ones indeed in Charles Dickenses

life. They saw the rise of his fame and fortunes, his ruari iage,

the birth of his first child, and his first great grief
,
and they

left the \iitherto scjircely known young man already popular

and famous. A’ad, as fwi example of the hard work by which

that fjyne and popularity were to be maintained and consoli-

dated, it is to be noted that while Charles Dickens was writing

the later numbers of Pickwick he was also editing Bentley*s

Miscellany^ and hard at work on the monthly parts of Oliver

Twist.

The Sketches hy Boz wore much more talked about

than the first two or thr^e numbers of Pickwick^ Mr.

Forster tells us, and indeed only four hundred copies of the

first number of tt^^ latter were prepared, to start with, by the

binder. But the freshness, the originality, the good humour,

the high spirits, and the keen observation which marked

every page of the ne^V book soon had their effect upon the
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public, and the appearance of Sam Weller in the fifth nuclei
completed the conquest. The circulation of the succeecing

parts increased enormously from month to month, and av the

fifteenth number the sale had reached forty thousand.

Pickwick^ by this time, had become the rage. Every
class

;
as Mr. Forster puts it, “ the high eqii^illy with the low

;

”

was attracted by it. “Judges on the bench and boys in the

street, gravity and folly, the young and the old, those who
were entering life and those who tvere quitting it,^ alike Yound

it to be irresistible.” Parodies and piracies innumerable

testified to its wonderful popularity
; tradesmen used Mr.

Pickwick’s name as an advertisement for th§ir goods—the

cigar known as the “ Penny Pickwick ” survives to this day.

Industrious, if not very scrupulous, dramatists seized upon

the book long before it was finished—as they afterwards did

on other works of Charles Dickens—and “ The Pickwick Club,”

a “ burletta ” in three acts, was produced at the City of London
Theatre in April, 1837, while “Sam Weller, or the Pickwick-

ians,” a farcical comedy, appeared at the Strrfnd in the follov.r-

ing July.* Mary Kussell Mitford, writing to recommend a

friend in Ireland to “ borrow the Pickwick Papers,” said, “Sir

Benjamin Brodie takes it to read in his carriage between

patient and patient ; and Lord Denman studies Pickwick on

the bench while the jury are deliberating.” Thomas Carlyle

told Mr. Forster an anecdote of a solemn clergyman who had

been administering ghostly consolation to a sick person, and

who, as he left the room, “ heard the sick person ejaculate,

‘Well, thank God, Pickwick will be out in ten days, any-

way !

’ ” Father Faber w'as said to have asked for the book

on his death-bed. There was no end to the extraordinary

interest which it excited, or to the stories, real and apocryphal,

to which its success gave rise.

It has been said tliat Charles Dickens objected to a portion

of the original plan of the Pickwick Papers on the ground that

“ he was no great sportsnnm, except in regard of all kinds of

locomotion.” As there is no reason to believe that there w^as

any material difference between the method of j)laying cricket

then and that which obtains in our own tines, the description

of the match between Dingley Dell and All-Muggleton rather

confirms the modest diffidence which shrank at first from the

sporting part of the scheme. It is certain that neither in
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182\7 nor in 1836, any more than in 1886, was a particular

bowjfcr told off to bowl against a particular batsman, as ]Mr.

Luffley was “ pitched to bowl against the redoubtable Dumkins,

and Mr. Struggles was selccte<l to do the same kind office for

the hitherto unconquered^ Fodder ”
;
nor were both umpires

stationed belind the wickets, an awkward situation for the

one at the batsman’s end, anyway
;
nor was it at all surprising

that, when All-Muggieton had scored fifty-four, the score of

the Dlngley Dellers, who ha5l not yet had an opportunity of

batting, should have still presented a blank
;

nor, linally, is it

at all likely that “at an early period of the winning game”
Pingley Dell wouhl Jiave given in, and “allowed the superior

prowess of All-Muggleton.” These mistakes have been

pointed out by captious critics before now, but are really of

but little importance, and are only referred to now because

exception has been taken to them already. But Pickwich

must not be taken as seriously as a Greek j)lav, or criticised

as if it were a solemn history in which strict accuracy is

essential,
•

Another odd Fic^kwickian slip is to be noticed, tl\is time in

connection with the topograph}^ of the city of Bath. When*
Mr. Winkle had his embarrassing experience with Mrs. Dewier
and the sedan chair in Royal Crescent, it is recorded that he

afterwards “ tore round the Crescent, hotly pursued by Dowler
and the watchman;” that “he kept ahead;” aiiTl that “the door

wais open as he came round the second time.” I^nfortunately

it is noh possible to tear “ round ” Royal Crescent. When
you get to one end of it you have perforce to turn and retrace

your steps, a piUceediiTg wdiich WH)uld not have suited Mr.

WinkD’s book at all, as it w^ould have landed him in the very

arms of the infuriated Dowder. The fact is tliat in wu’iting

this description Charles Dickens confounded Royal Crescent

with the Circus, wliich is close at hand, and in wdiich the

scene could easily enough have been enacted
;
and that, prob-

ably by some oversight, the mistake w\as never afterwards

rectified.
*

As to the immediate pecuniary results of the book to its

Author Mr. Foster says: “The original understanding

respecting it Mr. Chapman thus describes hir me :
‘ There

was no agreement about Pickwick except a verbal one. Each
number was to consist, of a sheet and a half, for wdiich we
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were to pay fifteen guineas
;
and we paid him for the first

two numbers at once, as he required the money to go amP get

married with. We were also to pay more according ter the

sale, and I think Pickwick altogether cost us three thousand

pounds.’ ” Mr. Forster, however, e^stimates the amount, from

his recollection of the circumstances, at five hundred pounds

less than this. Part of the consideraLiori for the agreement

for Nicholas Nickicby was that the copyright in Pickwick should

revert to its Author after a periotl of five years.
*

Charles Dickens’s own account of the original offer is thus

given in a letter to his future wife, undated but obviously

written at this time : “They (Chapman and Ijall) have made
me an offer of fourteen pounds a month, to write aTid edit a

new ]mbIication they contemplate, entirely by myself, to be

published monthly, and each number to contain four woodcuts.

I am to make my estimate and calculation, and to give them
a decisive answer on Friday morning. The work will be no

joke, but the emolument is too tempting to resist.”

How many editions Pickwick has gone through, and how
many millions of copies of the l)Ook have been sold during

the last fifty years it would be impossible to calculate. To
this day it remains the most popular of its Author’s works,

and enjoys a sale Avhioh would be large for a very ])opular and
successful new book, while original copies in good condition

are favourite objects of competition among book-collectors.

The considerable sum of £28 was given at Messrs. Sotheby’s

rooms, by Mr. Frederick Burgess, in December 18S6, for a

})erfect set of the original number.s, and the price was not

held by ex])erts to be at all too high*. On 'the other hand,

a penny edition was sold abr it the streets of ]iOndon,«during

the summer of 1886, by hundreds of thousands.

There seems, indeed, little probability that Pickvick will

be forgotten, or become unintelligible (as a sliort-sighted

critic once prophesied would speedily be the case)—yet awhile

at all events.

• CHARLES DICKENS
THE YOUNGER.
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DEDICATION TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION.

TO

MR. SERJEANT TALFOURD, M.P.,

ETC. ETO.

My Dear Sir, ,

If I had not enjoyed the happiness of yonr private

friendship, I should still have dedicated this work to you,

as a slight and most inadequate acknowledgment of the

inestimable services you are rendering to the literature of

your country, and of the lasting benefits you will confer upon
the authors of this and succeeding generations* by securing to

them and their descendants a permanent interest in the copy-

right of their works.

Many a fevered head and palsied hand will gather new
vigour in the hoilr of siikness and distress from your excel-

lent exertions
;
many a widowed mother and orphan child,

who would otherwise reap nothing from the fame of departed

genius but its too frequent legacy of poverty and suffering,

will bear, in their altered condition, higher testimony to the

value of your labours than the most lavish encomiums from lip

or pen could ever afford.

Beside such tributes, any avowal of feeling from me, on

the question to which you have devoted the combined advan-

tages of your eloquence, character, and genius, would be

powerless indeed. Nevertheless, in thus publicly expressing

my deep and grateful sense of your efforts in behalf of English

literature and of those who devote themselves to the most
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precarious of all pursuits, I do but imperfect justice to my
own strong feelings on the subject, if I do no service to iou.

These few sentences would have comprised all I should

have had to say, if I had only known you in your public

character. On the score of private feeling, let me add one
word more.

Accept the dedication of this book, my dear Sir, as a mark
of my warmest regard and esteem— as a memorial of the

most gratifying friendship I have^ver contracted, and ol some
of the pleasantest hours I have ever spent—as a token of my
fervent admiration of every fine quality of your head and
heart—as an assurance of the truth and sincerjty with which
I shall ever be,

My dear Sir,

Most faithfully and sincerely yours,

CHARLES DICKENS.

48 DoUGiiTT Stbeet,

S^pUmher {^7, 1687.



PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION.

The author’s object in this work, was to place before the

reader a constant succession of characters and incidents
;
to

paint them in as vivid colours as he could command
;
and to

render them, at the same time, life-like and amusing.

Deferring to the judgment of others in the outset of the

undertaking, he adopted the machinery of the club, which
was suggested as that best adapted to his purpose : but,

finding that it tended rather to his embarrassment than

otherwise, he gradually abandoned it, considering it -a matter

of very little importance to the work whether strictly ' epic

justice were awarded to the club, or not.

• The publication of the book in monthly numbers, con-

taining only thirty-two pages in each, rendered it an object

of paramount importance that, while the difi(Jrent incidents

were linked together by a chain of interest strong enough to

prevent their appearing unconnected or impossible, the

general design should be so simple as to sustain no injury

from this detached and desultory form of publication,

extending over no fewer than twenty months. In short, it

was necessary—or it appeared so to the author—that every

number should be, to a certain extent, complete in itself, and

yet that the whole twenty numbers when collected, should

form one tolerably harmonious whole, each leading to the

other by a gentle and not unnatural progress of adventure.

It is obvious that in a w6rk published with a view to

such considerations, no artfully interwoven or ingeniously

complicated plot c^n with reason be expected. The author

ventures to express a hope that he has successfully sur-

mounted the difficulties of his undertaking. And if it be

objected to the Pickwitk Papers, that they are a mere series
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of adventures, in which the scenes are ever changing, and the

characters come and go like the men and women we encopmter

in the real world, he can only content himself with the

reflection, that they claim to be nothing else, and that the

same objection has been made to.^the works of some of the

greatest novelists in the English language.

The following pages have been written from time to time,

almost as the periodical occasion arose Having been
written for the most part in thrf^society of a very dear young
friend who is now no more, they are connected in the author’s

mind at once with the happiest period of his life, and with

its saddest and most severe affliction.

It is due to the gentleman, whose designs accompany the

letter-press, to state that the interval has been so short

between the production of each number in manuscript and
its appearance in print, that the greater portion of the

Illustrations have been executed by the artist from the

author’s mere verbal description of what he intended to

write.
*

The almost unexampled kindness and favour with which
these papers have been received by the public will be a

never-failing source of gratifying and pleasant recollection

while their author lives. lie trusts that, throughout this

book, no incident or expression occurs which could call a

blush into the most delicate cheek, or wound the feelings of

the most sensitive person. If any of his imperfect descrip-

tions, while they afford amusement in the perus;'!, should

induce only one reader to think better of his fellow-men, and
to look upon the brighter and more kindly side of human
nature, he would indeed be oroud and happy to hav3 led to

such a result
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THE PICKWICK CLUB.

CHAPTER I.

THE PICKWI0KIAN8.

The first ray of light which illumines the gloom, and converts into

a dazzling brilliancy that obscurity in which the earlier history of

the public career of the immortd Pickwick would appear to be

involved, is derived from the perusal of the following entry in the

Transactions of the Pickwick Club, which the editor of these papers

feels the highest pleasure in laying before his readers, as a proof of

the careful attention, indefatigable assiduity, and aiice discrimina-

tion, with which his search among the multifarious documents

confided to him has been conducted.

“May l2, 1827. Joseph Smiggers, Esq., P.V.P. M.P.C.* pre-

siding. The following resolutions unanimously agreed to.

“ That this Association has heard read, with feelings of unmingled

satisfaction, and unqualified approval, the paper communicated by
Samuel Pickwick, Esq., Q.O. M.P.C.f entitled “Speculations on the

Source of the Hampstead Ponds, with Some Observations on the

Theory of Tittlebats;” and that this Association does hereby

return its warmest thanks to the said Samuel Pickwick, Esq.,

G.O. M.P.O. for the same.
“ That while this Association is deeply sensible of the advantages

which must accrue to the cause of science, from the production to

which they have jus^ adverted, no less than from the unwearied

researches of Samuel Pickwicl^ Esq., G.O. M.P.O. in Hornsey,

* Perpetual Vice President—Member Pickwick Club.—

E

d.

f Oenerol Chairman—Member Pickwick Club.—

E

d.

B4
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Highgate, Brixton, and Camberwell
;
they cannot but entertain a

lively sense of the inestimable benefits which must inevitably result

from carrying the speculations of that learned man into a wider

field, from extending his travels, and consequently enlarging his

sphere of observation
;

to the advancement of knowledge, and the

diffusion of learning.
** That with the view just mentioned, this Association has taken

into its serious consideration a proposal, emanating from the afore-

said Samuel Pickwick, Esq., G.C. M.P.O., and three other Pick-

wickians hereinafter named, for ‘forming a new branch of United

Pickwickians, under the title of The Corresponding Society of the

Pickwick Club.
“ That the said proposal has received the sanction and approval

of this Association.

“That the Corresponding Society of the Pickwick Club is

therefore hereby constituted; and that Samuel Pickwick, Esq,

G.C. M.P.C., Tracy Tupman, Esq., M.P.C., Augustus Snodgrass,

Esq., M.P.C., and Nathaniel Winkle, Esq., M.F.C., are hereby

nominated and appointed members of the same : and that they be

requested to forward, from time to time, autli^e.nticated accounts of

their journeys and investigations
;
of their observations of charactet

and maimers
;
and of the whole of their adventures, together with

all tales and papers, to which local scenery or associations may
give rise, to the Pickwick Club, stationed in London.

“ That this Association cordially recognises the principle of every

member of the Corresponding Society defraying his own travelling

expenses
;
and that it sees no objection whatever to the members

of the said society pursuing their inquiries for any length of time

they please, upon the same terms.
“ That the members of the aforesaid Corresponding Society, be,

and are, hereby informed, that their proposal Jio pay the postage of

their letters, and the carriage of their parcels, has been deliberated

upon, by this Association. T’ at this Association considers such

proposal worthy of the great minds from which it emanated
; and

that it hereby signifies its perfect acquiescence therein.”

A casual observer, adds the secretary, to whose notes we are

indebted for the following account—a casual observer might possibly

have remarked nothing extraor^nary in the bald head, and circular

spectacles, which were intently turned towards his (the secretary’s)

face, during the reading of the above resolutions. To those who
knew that the gigantic brain of Pickwickewas working beneath

that forehead, and that the beaming eyes of Pickwick were twink-

ling behind those glasses, the sight was indeed an interesting one.

There sat the man who h^ traced to thiir source the mighty ponds
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of Hampstead, and agitated the scientific world with his Theory of

Tittlebats, as calm and unmoved as the deep waters of the^one on

a frosty day, or as a solitary specimen of the other in the inmost

recesses of an earthen jar. And how much more interesting did

the spectacle become, when, starting into full life and animation,

as a simultaneous call for
** Pickwick **

burst from his followers, that

illustrious man slowly mounted into the Windsor chair, on which

he had been previously seated, and addressed the club himself had
founded. What a study for an artist did that exciting scene

present ! The eloquent Pickwick, with one hand gracefully con-

cealed behind his coat tails, and the other waving in air to assist

his glowing declamation : his elevated position revealing those

tighta and gaiters, which, had they clothed an ordinary man,

might have passed without observation, but which, when Pickwick

clothed them—if we may use the expression—inspired involuntary

awe and respect
; surrounded by the men who had volunteered to

share the perils of his travels, and who were destined to participate

in the glories of his discoveries. On his right hand, sat Mr. Tracy

Tupman; the too susceptible Tupman, who to the wisdom and

experience of maturer years superadded the erthusiasm and ardour

of a boy, in the most interesting'and pardonable of human weak-

nesses—love. Time and feeding had expanded that once romantic

form
;

the black silk waistcoat had become more and more de-

veloped
;
inch by inch had the gold watch-chain beneath it disap-

peared from within the range of Tupman*s vision
;
and graduaHy

had the capacious chin encroached upon the borders of the white

cravat, but the soul of Tupman had known no change—admiration

of the fair sex was still its ruling passion. On the left of his great

leader sat the poetic Snodgrass, and near him again the sporting

Winkle, the former poetically enveloped in a mysterious blue cloak

with a canine-skin collar, and the latt3r communicating additional

lustre to a new green shooting coat, plaid neckerchief, and closely-

fitted drabs.

Mr. Pickwick’s oration upon this occasion, together with the

debate thereon, is entered on the Transactions of the Club. Both
bear a strong affinity to the discussions of other celebrated bodies

;

and, as it is always interesting to trace a resemblance between the

proceedings of great men, we t|;ansfer the entry to these pages.

“Mr. Pickwick observed (says the Secretary) that fame was

dear to the heart of every man. Poetic fame was dear to the

heart of his friend Snodgrass, the fame ofi conquest was equally

dear to his friend Tupman
;
and the desire of earning fame, in the

sports of the field, the air, and the water, was uppermost in the

breast of his fnend Winkle. He (Mr. ^ckwick) would not deny,
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• that was influenced by human passions, and human feelings,

(cheerfl|—possibly by human weaknesses—(loud cries of “No ”)

;

but this he would say, that if ever the fire of self-importance broke

out in ^is bosom the desire to benefit the humap race in preference

eflectually quenched it. The praise of mankind was his Swing
;

philanthropy was 1 is insurance oflBce. (Vehement cheering.) He
had felt some pride—he acknowledged it freely; and let his

enemies make the most of it—he had felt some pride when he

presented his Tittlebatian Theory to the world
;

it might be cele-

brated or it might not. (A cry of “It is,” and great cheering.)

He would take the assertion of that honourable Pickwickian whose
voice he had just heard—it was celebrated

;
but if the fame of

that treatise were ^:o extend to the farthest confines of the known
world, the pride with which he should reflect on the authorship of

that production, would be as nothing compared with the pride

with which he looked around him, on this, the proudest moment
of his existence. (Cheers.) He was a humble individual. (No,

no.) Still he could not but feel that they had selected him for a

service of great honour, and of some danger. Travelling was in a

troubled state, and the minds of coachmen were unsettled. Let

them look abroad, and contemplate the scenes which were enacting

around them. Stage coaches were upsetting in all directions, horses

were bolting, boats were overturning, and boilers were bursting.

(Cheers—a voice “ No.”) No 1 (Cheers.) Let that honourable

Pickwickian who cried “No” so loudly come forward and deny it,

if he could. (Cheers.) Who was it that cried “Nol” ^(Enthusiastic

cheering.) Was it some vain and disappointed man—he would

not say haberdasher—(loud cheers)—who, jealous of the praise

which had* been—perhaps undeservedly—bestowed on his (Mr.

Pickwick’s) researches, and smarting under the censure which had

been heaped upon his own* feeble attempts at rivalry, now took

this vile and calumnious mode of
“ Mr. Blotton, (of Aldgate,) rose to order. Did the honourable

Pickwickian allude to him? (Cries of “Order,” “Chair,” “Yes,”
if II Q.Q (f L^ave off,” &c.)

“ Mr. Pickwick would not put up to be put down by clamour.

He kad alluded to the honourable gentleman. (Great excite-

ment.) •

“ Mr. Blotton would only say then, that he repelled the hon.

gent’s false and scurrilous accusation, with profound contempt.

(Great cheering.) OAie hon. gent, was a humbug. (Immense

confusion, and loud cries of “ chair ” and “ order.”)

“Mr. A. Snodgrass ^ose to order. He threw himself upon

the chair. (Hear.) He wished to know, whether this disgraceful
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contest between two members of that club, should be allowed to

continue. (Hear, hear.) f

“ The Chaikman was quite sure the hon. Pickwickian would

withdraw the expression he had just made use of.

‘*Mr. Blotton, with all possible respect for the chair, was
quite sure he would not.

“The Chairman felt it his imperative duty to demand of the

honourable gentleman, whether he had used the expression which

had just escaped him, in a common sense.

“ Mr. Blotton had no hesitation in saying, that he had not

—

he had used the word in its Pickwickian sense. (Hear, hear.)

He was bound to acknowledge, that, personally, he entertained the

highest regard and esteem for the honourable gentleman
;
he had

merely considered him a humbug in a Pickwickian point of view.

(Hear, hear.)

“ Mr. Pickwick felt much gratified by the fair, candid, and full

explanation of his honourable friend. He begged it to be at once

understood, that his own observations had been merely intended to

bear a Pickwickian construction. (Cheers.)
”

Here the entry terminates, as we have no loubt the debate did

also, after arriving at such a highly satisfactory, and intelligible

point. We have no official statement of the facts, which the reader

will find recorded in the next chapter, but they have been carefully

collated from letters and other MS. authorities, so unquestionably

genuine, as to justify their narration in a connected form.

CHAPTER II.

THE FIRST day’s JOURNEY, ANlf THE B*IRST EVENINQ*8

ADVENTURES
;
V TH THEIR CONSEQUENCES. '

That punctual servant of all work, the sun, had just risen, and

begun to strike a light on the morning of the thirteenth of May,
one thousand eight hundred and twenty-seven, when Mr. Samuel
Pickwick burst like another sun from his slumbers

;
threw open

his chamber window, and looked out upon the world beneath.

Goswell- street was at his feet, Goswell- street was on his right

hand—as far as the eye could reach, Goswell-street extended on

his left
;
and the opposite side of Goswell-stieet was over the way.

“ Such,” thought Mr. Pickwick, “ are the narrow views of those

philosophers who, content with examining the things that lie before

them, look not to the truths which are hidden beyond. As well



THE PIOKWIOK CLUB. 7

might I be content to gaze on Gosw^-street for ever, without one

effort »^o penetrate to the hidden countries which on every side

purround it.” And having given vent to this beautiful reflection,

Mr. Pickwick proceeded to put himself into his clothes; and his

clothes into his portmanteau. Great men are seldom over scrupulous

in the arrangemoit of their aftire; the operation of shaving, dress-

ing, and coffee-imbibing was soon performed : and, in another hour,

Mr. Pickwick, with his portmanteau in his hand, his telescope in

his grea,f-coat pocket, and his n(jte-book in his waistcoat, ready for

the reception of any discoveries worthy of being noted down, had
arrived at the coach stand in Saint Martin’s-le-Grand.

Cab !” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Here you are. Sir,” shouted a strange specimen of the human

race, in a sackcloth coat, and apron of the same, who with a brass

label and number round his neck, looked as if he were catalogued

in some collection of rarities. This was the waterman. “ Here

you are. Sir. Now, then, fust cab!” And the first cab having

been fetched from the public-house, where he had been smoking his

first pipe, Mr. Pickwick and his portmanteau were thrown into the

vehicle. •

** Golden Cross,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Only a bob’s vorth. Tommy,”—cried the driver, sulkily, for the

information of his friend the waterman, as the cab drove off.

“ How old is that horse, my friend ?
” inquired Mr. Pickwick,

rubbing his nose with the shilling he had reserved for the fare.

“ Forty-two,” replied the driver, eyeing him askant.
“ What !

” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, laying his hand upon his

note-book. The driver reiterated his former statement. Mr.

Pickwick Ipoked very hard at the man’s face, but his features were

immoveable, so he noted down the fact forthwith.

“ And how long do you keep him out at a time ? ” inquired Mr.

Pickwicl^ searching for further information.

“ Two or three veeks,” replied the man.
“ Weeks !

” said Mr. Pickwick in astonishment—and out came
the note-book again.

“ He lives at Pentonwil when he’s at home,” observed the driver,

coolly, “ but we seldom takes him home, on account of his veak-

nesB.” ,

“ On account of his weakness ;
” reiterated the perplexed Mr.

Pickwick.

“He always falls %iown, when he’s took out o’ the cab,” con-

tinued the driver, “but when he’s in it, we bears him up werry

tight, and takes him in ^erry short, so as he can’t werry well fall

down, and we’ve got a o’ precious large wheels on
;
so ven
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he does move, they run after him, and he must go on—he can't

help it." \

Mr. Pickwick entered every word of this statement in his note-

book, with the view of communicating it to the club, as a sifigulai

instance of the tenacity of life in hoises, under trying circum-

stances. The entry was scarcely completed when they reached the

Golden Cross. Down jumped the driver, and out got Mr. Pick-

wick. Mr. Tupman, Mr. Snodgrass, and Mr. Winkle, who had

been anxiously waiting the arr^al of their illustrious^ leader,

crowded to welcome him.
“ Here's your fare," said Mr. Pickwick, holding out the shilling

to the driver.

What was the learned man's astonishment^ when that un-

accountable person flung the money on the pavement, and requested

in figurative terms to be allowed the pleasure of fighting him (Mr.

Pickwick) for the amount

!

“You are mad," said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Or drunk,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ Or both," said Mr. Tupman.
“ Como on,” said the cab-driver, sparring away like clock-work.

“ Come on—all four on you.”
“ Here’s a lark !

” shouted half a dozen hackney coachmen.
“ Go to vork, Sam,”—and they crowded with great glee round the

party.

“ What’s the row, Sam ? " inquired one gentleman in black

calico sleeves.

“ Row !
” replied the cabman, “ What did he want my number

for?”
“ I didn't want your number," said the astonished Mr. Pick-

wick.

“ What did you take it for then ?
”’ inquired the cabman.

“ I didn’t take it,” said Mr. Pickwick, indignantly.
,

“ Would any body believe,” continued the cab-driver, appealing

to the crowd,—“ Would any body believe as an informer 'ud go

about in a man's cab, not only takin' down his number, but ev'ry

word he says into the bargain, (a light flashed upon Mr. Pickwick

—it was the note-book.)”
“ Did he though ? ” inquired^another cabman.

“Yes, did he,” replied the first
—“ and then arter aggerawatin’

me to assault him, gets three witnesses here to prove it. But I'll

give it him, if I've six months for it. ComcTon,” and the cabman
dashed his hat upon the ground, with a reckless disregard of his

own private property, and knocked Mr. Pickwick's spectacles off,

and followed up the attack with a blow^on Mr. Pickwick’s nose.
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and another on Mr. Pickwick’s chest, and a third in Mr. Snod-

grass’s eye, and a fourth, by way of variety, in Mr. Tii|»man’s

waistcoat, and then danced into the road, and then back again to

the pavement, and finally dashed the whole temporary supply of

breath out of Mr. Winkle’s body
;
and all in half a dozen seconds.

“ Where’s an officer ? ” said Mr. &iodgrass.
“ Put ’em under the pump,” suggested a hot-pieman.
“ You shall smart for this,” gasped Mr. Pickwick.
“ Informers,” shouted the crowd.

“Come on,” cried the cabman' who had been sparring* without

cessation the whole time.

The mob had hitherto been passive spectators of the scene, but

as the intelligence of the Pickwickians being informers was spread

among them, they began to canvass with considerable vivacity the

propriety of enforcing the heated pastry-vendor’s proposition : and

there is no saying what acts of personal aggression they might have

committed, had not the affray been unexpectedly terminated by the

interposition of a new comer.

“What’s the funi” said a rather tall thin young man, in a

green coat, emerging suddenly from the coach-yard.

“ Informers !
” shouted the crowd again.

“We' are not,” roared Mr. Pickwick, in a tone which, to any

dispassionate listener, carried conviction with it.

“Ain’t you, though,—ain’t you!” said the young man, ap-

pealing to Mr. Pickwick, and making his way through the crowd,

by the infallible process of elbowing the countenances of its com-

ponent members.

That learned man in a few hurried words explained the real

state of the case.

“ Come along, then,” said he of the green coat, lugging Mr,

Pickwick after him by main force, and talking the whole way.
“ Here, No. 924, take your fare, and take yourself off—respectable

gentleman,—know him well—none of your nonsense—this way.

Sir—where’s your friends 1—all a mistake, I see—never mind

—

accidents will happen—best regulated families—never say die

—

down upon your luck—pull him up—put that in his pipe—like the

flavour—damned rascala” And with a lengthened string of similar

broken sentences, delivered with extraordinary volubility, the

stranger led the way to the travellers’ waiting room, whither he

was closely followed by Mr. Pickwick and his disciples.

“Here, waiter,” shouted the stranger, rfnging the bell with

tremendous violence, “ glasses round,—brandy and water, hot and

strong, and sweet, and plenty,—eye damaged. Sir ? Waiter
;
raw

beef-steak for the gentleman’s eye,—ncrching like raw beef-steak
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for a bruise, Sir
;
cold lamp-post very good, but lamp-post incon-

venien^i?—damned odd standing in the open street half an hour,

with your eye against a lamp-post—eh,—very good—ha ! ha !

And l^e stranger, without stopping to take breath, swallowed at a

draught full half a pint of the reeking brandy and water, and flung

himself into a chai with as mtich ease as if nothing uncommon had

occurred.

While his three companions were busily engaged in proffering

their thanks to their new acquaintance, Mr. Pickwick had leisure

to examine his costume and app&rance.

lie was about the middle height, but the thinness of liis body,

and the length of his legs, gave him the appearance of being much
taller. The greeq coat had been a smart dress garment in the days

of swallow-tails, but had evidently in those times adorned a much
shorter man than the stranger, for the soiled and faded sleeves

scarcely reached to his wrists. It was buttoned closely up to his

chin, at the imminent hazard of splitting the back
;
and an old

stock, without a vestige of shirt collar, ornamented his neck. His

scanty black trousers displayed here and there those shiny patches

which bespeak long^service, and were strapped very tightly over a

pair of patched and mended shoes, as if to conceal the dirty white

stockings, which were nevertheless distinctly visible. His long

black hair escaped in negligent waves from beneath each side of

his old pinched up hat
;
and glimpses of his bare wrist might be

observed, between the tops of his gloves, and the cuffs of his coat

sleeves. His face was thin and haggard
;
but an indescribable air of

jaunty impudence and perfect self-possession pervaded the whole man.

Such was the individual, on whom Mr. Pickwick gazed through

his spectacles (which he had fortunately recovered), and to whom
he proceeded, when his friends had exhausted themselves, to return,

in chosen terms, hitv warmest thanks for his recent assistance.

“Never mind,” said the stranger, cutting the address very

short, “ said enough,—no more
;
smart chap that cabman—handled

his fives well
;
but if I ’d been your friend in the green jemmy

—

damn me—punch his head,
—

^cod I would,—pig’s whisper—pie-

man too,—no gammon.”
This coherent speech was interrupted by the entrance of the

Rochester coachman, to announce that “ The Commodore ” was on

the point of starting.

“ Commodore !
” said the stranger, starting up, “ my coach,

—

place booked,—one jutside—leave you to pay for the brandy and

water,—want change for a five,—bad silver—Brummagem buttons

—won’t do—no go—eh ? ” and he shook his head most knowingly.

Now it BO happened *that Mr. Pickwick and his three com-
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panions had resolved to make Rochester their first halting place

too
;
and having intimated to their new-found acquaintance that

they were journeying to the same city, they agreed to occupy the

seat at the back of the coach, where they could all sit together.

“Up with you,” said the stranger, assisting Mr. Pickwick on to

the roof with so much precipitatioii; as to impair the gravity of

that gentleman’s deportment very materially.

“ Any luggage. Sir 1 ” inquired the coachman.
“ Who—1 1 Brown paper parcel here, that’s all, other luggage

gone by water,—^packing-cases, nailed up—big as housc.s—heavy,

heavy, damned heavy,” replied the stranger, as he forced into his

pocket as much as he could of the brown paper parcel, which pre-

sented most suspicious indications of containing one shirt and a

handkerchief.
“ Heads, heads, take care of your heads,” cried the loquacious

stranger, as they came out under the low archway, which in those

days formed the entrance to the coach-yard. “ Terrible place

—

dangerous work— other day—five children—mother— tall lady,

eating sandwiches—forgot the arch—crash—knock—children look

round—mother’s head off—sandwich in her haij^d—no mouth to put

it in—head of a family off—shocking, shocking. Looking at White-

hall, Sif,—fine place—little window—somebody else’s head off

there, eh. Sir?—he didn’t keep a sharp look-out enough either

—eh, sir, eh ?
”

“ I was ruminating,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ on the strange muta-

bility of human affairs.”

“ Ah ! I see—in at the palace door one day, out at the window
the next. Philosopher, Sir?”

“ An observer of human nature. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah, so am I. Most people are when they’ve little to do and

less to get. Poet, Sir ?
” c f

“My friend Mr. Snodgrass has a strong poetic turn,” said Mr.

Pickwick.
“ So have I,” said the stranger. “ Epic poem,—ten thousand

lines—revolution of July—composed it on the spot—Mars by day,

Apollo by night,—bang the field-piece, twang the lyre.”

“You were present at that glorious scene. Sir?” said Mr.

Snodgrass.
^

“ Present ! think I was
;

fired a musket,—fired with an idea,

—rushed into wine shop—wrote it down—back again—whiz,

bang—another idea—wine shop again—peniand ink—back again

—cut and slash—noble time, Sir. Sportsman, Sir?” abruptly

turning to Mr. Winkle.
“ A little. Sir,” replied that gentlemak



TJIK .SAGACIOUS DOa.



14 POSTHUMOUS PAPEJEIS OP

“ Fine pursuit, Sir,—fine pursuit.—Dogs, sir ?
”

“Not just now,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ Ah ! you should keep dogs—fine animals—sagacious cre^^tures

—dog of my own once—Pointer—surprising instinct—out shoot-

ing one day—entering inclosure—whi'^tled—dog stopped—whistled

again—Ponto—no go : stock still—called him—Ponto, Ponto

—

wouldn^t move—dog transfixed—staring at a board—looked up, saw
an inscription— * Gamekeeper has orders to shoot all dogs found in

this inclosure*—wouldn’t pass it- -wonderful dog- -valuable dog

that—very.*'

“ Singular circumstance that,** said Mr. Pickwick. “ Will you

allow me to make a note of it ?
** *

“ Certainly, Sir, certainly—hundred more anecdotes of the same
animal.—Fine girl. Sir*’ (to Mr. Tracy Tupman, who had been

bestowing sundry anti-Pickwickian glances on a young lady by the

road side).

“ Very !
** said Mr. Tupman.

“ English girls not so fine as Spanish—noble creatures—jet hair

—black eyes—lovely fonns—sweet creatures—beautiful.**

“You have been in Spain, Sirl** said Mr. Tracy Tupman.
“ Lived there—ages.**

“ Many conquests, Sir ?
** inquired Mr. Tupman.

“ Conquests ! Thousands. Don Bolaro Fizzgig—Grandee

—

only daughter—Donna Christina—splendid creature—loved me to

distraction—jealous father— high - souled daughter— handsome
Englishman—Donna Christina in despair—prussic acid—stomach

pump in my portmanteau—operation performed— old Bolaro in

ecstacies—consent to our union—join hands and floods of tears

—

romantic story—very.**

“Is the lady in England now, Sir?** inquired Mr. Tupman,
on whom the description of her charms had produced a powerful

impression.

“ Dead, Sir—dead,** said the stranger, applying to his right eye

the briefremnant of a very old cambric handkerchief. “Never recov-

ered the stomach pump—undermined constitution—fell a victim.”

“ And her father ?
** inquired the poetic Snodgrass.

“ Remorse and misery,” replied the stranger. “Sudden disap-

pearance—talk of the whole city—search made everywhere—with-

out success—public fountain in the great square suddenly ceased

* Although we 6nd this circumstance recorded flls a “singular” one, in

Mr. Pickwick’s note-book, we cannot refrain from humbly expressing our

dissent from that learned authority. The stranger’s anecdote is not one

quarter so wonderful as some of Mr. Jesse’s “Gleanings.” Ponto sinks into

utter insignificance before the dogs whose actions he records,—

E

d.
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playingr^weeks elapsed—still a stoppage—workmen employed to

clean it—water drawn off—father-in-law discovered sticking head

fin t in the main pipe, with a full confession in his right boot

—

took fiim out, and the fountain played away again, as well as ever.”

“ Will you allow me to note tW little romance down, Sir ?
”

said Mr. Snodgrass, deeply affected.

“ Certainly, Sir, certainly,—fifty more if you like to hear *em

—strange life mine—rather curious history—not extraordinary,

but singular.” t

In this strain, with an occasional glass of ale, by way of paren-

thesis, when the coach changed horses, did the stranger proceed,

until they reached Rochester bridge, by which time the note-books,

both of Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Snodgrass, were completely filled

with selections from his adventures.
“ Magnificent ruin !

” said Mr. Augustus Snodgrass, with all

the poetic fervour that distinguished him, when they came in sight

of the fine old castle.

“ What a study for an antiquarian,” were the very words which

fell from Mr. Pickwick’s mouth, as he applied his telescope to

his eye. •

“ Ah ! fine place,” said the stranger, “ glorious pile—frowning

walls—tottering arches—dark nooks—crumbling staircases—Old
cathedral too—earthy smell—pilgrims’ feet worn away the old

8teps--»-Iittle Saxon doors—confessionals like money-takers’ boxes

at theatres—queer customers those monks— Popjes, and Lord

Treasurers, and all sorts of old fellows, with great red faces, and

broken noses, turning up every day—buff jerkins too—match-

locks—Sarcophagus—fine place—old legends too—strange stories

:

capital
;

” and the stranger continued to soliloquize until they

reached the Bull Inn, in the High street, where the coach stopped,

“ Do you remain'here. Sir 1 ” inquired Mr. Nathaniel Winkle.
“ Here—not I—but you’d better—good house—nice beds

—

Wright’s next house, dear—very dear—half-a-crown in the bill, if

you look at the waiter—charge you more if you dine at a friend’s

than they would ifyou dined in the coffee-room—rum fellows—very.”

Mr. Winkle turned to Mr. Pickwick, and murmured a few

words
;

a whisper passed from Mr. Pickwick to Mr. Snodgrass,

from Mr. Snodgrass to Mr. Tupvnan, and nods of assent were

exchanged. Mr. Pickwick addressed the stranger.

“You rendered us a very important service, this morning,

Sir,” said he
;
“ will ^ou allow us to offer a slight mark of our

gratitude by begging the favour of your company at dinner ?
”

“ Great pleasure—notpresume to dictate, but broiled fowl and

mushrooms—capital thing I What time 1
”
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“Let me see,” replied Mr. Pickwick, referring to h:: watch,

“ it is now nearly three. Shall we say five ?
”

“ Suit me excellently,” said the stranger, “ five precisely—till

then—care of yourselves
;
” and lifting the pinched up hat a few

inches from his head, and carelessly yepiacing it very much on one

side, the stranger, with half the brown paper parcel sticking out of hia

pocket, walked briskly up the yard, and turned into the high street.

“ Evidently a traveller in many countries, and a close observer

of men and things,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ I should like to see his poem,” said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ I should like to have seen that dog,” said Mr. Winkle.

Mr. Tupman said nothing
;
but he thought of Donna Christina,

the stomach pump, and the fountain
;
and his eyes filled with tears.

A private sitting-room having been engaged, bed -rooms in-

spected, and dinner ordered, the party walked out to view the city,

and adjoining neighbourhood.

We do not find, from a careful perusal of Mr. Pickwick’s notes

on the four towns, Stroud, Rochester, Chatham, and Brompton,

that his impressions of their appearance differ in any material point,

from those of other travellers who have gone ov^r the same ground.

His genqral description is easily abridged.

“ The principal productions of these towns,” says Mr. Pickwick,

“appear to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk, shrimps, ofiicers, and
dockyard men. The commodities chiefly exposed for sale in the

public streets, are marine stores, hard-bake, apples, flat-fish, and

oysters. The streets present a lively and animated appearance,

occasioned chiefly by the conviviality of the military. It is truly

delightful to a philanthropic mind, to see these gallant men,

staggering along under the influence of an overflow, both of animal,

and ardent spirits
;
more especially when we remember that the

following them about, and jesting with them,'affords a cheap and
innocent amusement for the boy population. Nothing (lidds Mr.
Pickwick) can exceed their good humour. It was but the day
before my anival, that one of them had been most grossly insulted

in the house of a publican. The bar-maid had positively refused

to draw him any more liquor
;
in return for which, he had (merely

in playfulness) drawn his bayonet, and wounded the girl in the

shoulder. And yet this fine fcAOW was the very first to go down
to the house next morning, and express his readiness to overlook

the matter, and forget what had occurred !

“The consiunption of tobacco in these fowns (continues Mr.
Pickwick) must be very great : and the smell which pervades the

streets must be exceedingly delicious to^those who are extremely

fond of smoking. A supei^cial traveUer might object to the dirt
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which jfc.their leading characteristic
;
but to those who view it as

an indication of traffic, and commercial prosperity, it is truly

gratifying.”

Phnctual to five o’clock, came the stranger, and shortly after-

wards the dinner. He had divested himself of his brown paper

parcel, but had irade no afteration in his attire; and w^iis, il

possible, more loquacious than ever.

“ What’s that 1 ” he inquired, as the waiter removed one of the

covers.
, ^

“Soles, Sir.”

“ Soles—ah !—capital fish—all come from London—stage-coach

proprietors get up political dinners—carriage of soles—dozens of

baskets—cunning fellows. Glass of wine. Sir?”

“AVith pleasure,” said Mr. Pickwick—and the stranger took

wine
;

first with him, and then with Mr. Snodgrass, and then with

Mr. Tupmau, and then with Mr. Winkle, and then with the whole

party together, almost as rapidly aa he talked.

“ Devil of a mess on the staircase, waiter,” said the stranger.

Forma going up—carpenters coming down—lamps, glasses, harps.

What’s going forwe^’d ?
”

“ Ball, Sir,” said the waiter.

“ Assembly—eh ?
”

“No, Sir, not Assembly, Sir. Ball for the benefit of a charity,

^ir.”

“ Many fine women in this town, do you know, Sir 1 ” inquired

Mr. Tupman, with great interest

“Splendid—capital. Kent, Sir—Every body knows Kent

—

apples, cherries, hops, and women. Glass of wine, Sir ?
”

“ Witt great pleasure,” replied Mr. Tupman. The stranger

filled, and emptied.
“ I should very'much Wke to go,” said Mr. Tupman, resuming

the subjf.ct of the ball, “ very much.”
“ Tickets at the bar. Sir,” interposed the waiter, “ half-a-guinea

each. Sir.”

Mr. Tupman again expressed an earnest wish to be present at

the festivity
;
but meeting with no response in the darkened eye

of Mr. Snodgrass, or the abstracted gaze of Mr. Pickwick, ho

applied himself with great inter€«;t to the port wine and dessert

which had just been placed on the table. The waiter withdrew,

and the party were left to eiyoy the cosy couple of hours succeed-

ing dinner. •

“Beg your pardon. Sir,” said the stranger, “Bottle stands

—

pass it round—way of the sun—through the button-hole—no heel-

taps,” and he emptied his glass, which he had filled about two
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minutes before
;
and poured out another, with the air of a*r;‘^.n who

was used to it.

The wine was passed, and a fresh supply ordered. The visitor

talked, the Pickwickians listened. Mr. Tuprnan felt every moment
more disposed for the balL Mr. Pjckwick's countenance glowed

with an expression of universal philanthropy
;
and Mr. Winkle,

and Mr. Snodgrass, fell fast asleep.

“ They’re beginning up stairs,” said the stranger— hear the

company—fiddles tuning—now th« harp—there they go.V The
various sounds which found their way down stairs, announced the

commencement of the first quadrille.

“ How I should like to go,” said Mr. Tuprnan, again.
** So should I,” said the stranger,—“ confounded luggage

—

heavy smacks—nothing to go in—odd, an’t it ?
”

Now general benevolence was one of the leading features of the

Pickwickian theory, and no one was more remarkable for the zealous

manner in which he observed so noble a principle, than Mr. Tracy

Tuprnan. The number of instances, recorded on the transactions

of the Society, in which that excellent man referred objects of

charity to the houses of other members for fcft-oflf garments, or

pecuniary relief, is almost incredible.
** I should be very happy to lend you a change of apparel for

the purpose,” said Mr. Tracy Tuprnan, “ but you are rather slim,

and I am—

”

** Rather fat—grown up Bacchus—cut the leaves—dismounted

from the tub, and adopted kersey, eh ?—not double distilled, but

double milled—ha ! ha !—pass the wine.”

Whether Mr. Tuprnan was somewhat indignant at the peremptory

tone in which he was desired to pass the wine which the stranger

passed so quickly away; or whether he felt very properly scandalized,

at an influential member of the Pickwiclc club being ignominiously

compared to a dismounted Bacch^’s, is a fact not yet completely

ascertained. He passed the wine, coughed twice, and looked at

the stranger for several seconds with a stern intensity
;
as that

individual, however, appeared
,
perfectly collected, and quite calm

under his searching glance, he gradually relaxed, and reverted to

the subject of the ball
“ I was about to observe, Sir,” he said, “ that though my

apparel would be too large, a suit ofmy friend Mr. Winkle’s would,

perhaps, fit you better.”

The stranger took Mr. Winkle’s measurfe with his eye; and

that feature glistened with satisfaction as he said
—“Just the

thing !
”

p.

Mr. Tuprnan looked round hiuL The wine which had exerted
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its sona^tferous influence over Mr. Snodgrass, and Mr. Winkle, had

stolen upon the senses of Mr. Pickwick. That gentleman had
gi-adually passed through the various stages which precede the

lethargy produced by dinner, and its consequences. He had under-

gone the ordinary transitions.from the height of conviviality, to the

depth of misery, aid from the depth of misery, to the height of

conviviality. Like a gas lamp in the street, with the wind in the

pipe, he had exhibited for a moment an unnatural brilliancy : then

sunk s§ low as to be scarcely dkcernible : after a short interval, he

had burst out again, to enlighten for a moment, then flickered with

an uncertain, staggering sort of light, and then gone out altogether.

His head was sunk upon his bosom
;
and perpetual snoring, with

a partial choke, Bccasionally, were the only audible indications of

the great man’s presence.

The temptation to be present at the ball, and to form his first

impressions of the beauty of the Kentish ladies, was strong upon
Mr. Tupman. The temptation to take the stranger with him, was
equally great. He was wholly unacquainted with the place, and
its inhabitants; and the stranger seemed to possess as great a

knowledge of both,^s if he had lived there from his infancy. Mr.

Winkle was asleep, and Mr. Tupman had had sufficient (experience

in such matters to know, that the moment he awoke, he would, •

in the ordinary course of nature, roll heavily to bed. He wiis

undecided- ** Fill your glass, and pass the wine,” said the inde-

fatigable visitor.

Mr. Tupman did as he was requested
;

and the additional

stimulus of the last glass settled his determination.

“Winkle’s bed-room is inside mine,” said Mr. Tupman; “1

couldn’t make him understand what I wanted, if I woke him now,

but I know he has a dress suit, in a carpet bag ;
and supposing you

wore it to the ball, and look it off when we returned, I could

replace it without troubling him at all about^the matter.”

“ Capital,” said the stranger, “ famous plan — damned odd

situation—fourteen coats in the packing cases, and obliged to wear

another man’s—very good notion, that—very.”

“We must purchase our tickets,” said Mr. Tupman.
“Not worth while splitting a guinea,” said the stranger, “ toss

who shall pay for both—I call ; *you spin—first time—woman

—

woman—bewitching woman,” and down came the sovereign, with

the Dragon (called by courtesy a woman) uppermost.

Mr. Tupman rang the bell, purchased the tickets, and ordered

chamber-candlesticks. In another quarter of an hour, the stranger

was completely arrayed ri a full suit of Mr. Nathaniel Winkle’s.

“ It’s a new coat,” said Mr. Tupman, as the stranger surveved
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himself with great complacency in a cheval glass. first

that’s been made with our club button/’—and he called his com-

panion’s attention to the large gilt button which displayed a, bust

of Mr. Pickwick in the centre, and the letters “ P. C.” on either

aide. ^
“ P. 0.” said the stranger,—“ Queer set out—old fellow’s like-

ness, and ‘ P. 0.’—What does P. 0. stand for— Peculiar Coat,

eh 1

"

Mr. Tupman, with rising indignation, and great importance,

explained the mystic device. t:

** Rather short in the waist, a’nt it 1 ” said the stranger, screwing

himself round, to catch a glimpse in the glass of the waist buttons

which were half way up his back. “Like a general postman’s

coat— queer coats those—made by contract—^o measuring

—

mysterious dispensations of Providence—all the short men get long

coats—all the long men short ones.” Running on in this way,

Mr. Tiipman’s new companion adjusted his dress, or rather the

dress of Mr. Winkle
;
and, accompanied by Mr. Tupman, ascended

the staircase leading to the ball room.

“What names. Sir?” said the man at the door. Mr. Tracy

Tupman was stepping forward to announce his own titles, when
the stranger prevented him.

“No names at all,”—and then he whispered Mr. Tupman,
“ Names wo’nt do—not known—very good names in their way,

but not great ones—capital names for a small party, but won’t

make an impression in public assemblies— tnco^, the thing

—

Gentlemen from London— distinguished foreigners— anything.”

The door was thrown open
;

and Mr. Tracy Tupman, and the

stranger, entered the ball room.

It was a long room, with crimson-covered benches; and wax
candles in glass chandeliers. The musicians were securely con-

fined in an elevated den, and quadrilles' were being systematically

got through by two or three set" of dancers. Two card-tables

were made up in the adjoining card-room, and two pair of old

ladies, and a corresponding number of stout gentlemen, were
executing whist therein.

The finale concluded, the dancers promenaded the room, and
Mr. Tupman and his companion stationed themselves in a comer,

to observe the company.
“ Charming women,” said Mr, Tupman.
“Wait a minute,” said the stranger, “fun presently—nobs not

come yet—que>er place—Dock-yard people tf upper rank don’t

know Dock-yard people of lower rank—Dock-yard people of lower

rank don’t know small gentry—small gentry don’t Imow trades-

people—Commissioner don’t loiow anybody.”
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** Whg'B that little boy with the light hair and pink eyes, in a

fancy (fresa 1 ” inquired Mr. Tupman.
“ Huflh, pray—pink eyes—fancy dress— little boy—nonsense

—

Ensign 97th.—Honourable Wilmot Snipe—great family—Snipes

—very.”

“ Sir Thomas Clubber, Lady Clubber, and the Miss Clubbers !

”

shouted the man at the door in a stentorian voice. A great

sensation was created throughout the room, by the entrance of a

tall gentleman in a blue coat a^d bright buttons, a large lady in

blue satin, and two young ladies on a similar scale, in fashionably-

made dresses of the same hue.

“Commissioner—head of the yard—great man—remarkably

great man,” whispered the stranger in Mr. Tupman^s ear, as the

charitable committee ushered Sir Thomas Clubber and family to the

top of the room. The Honourable Wilmot Snipe, and other dis-

tinguished gentlemen crowded to render homage to the Miss

Clubbers
;
and Sir Thomas Clubber stood bolt upright, and looked

majestically over his black neckerchief at the assembled company.
“ Mr. Smithie, Mrs. Smithie, and the Misses Smithie,” was the

next announcement.^

“What's Mr. Smithie 1" inquired Mr. Tracy Tupman.
“ Something in the yard,” replied the stranger. Mr! Smithie

bowed deferentially to Sir Thomas Clubber; and Sir Thomas
*

Clubber acknowledged i;he salute with conscious condescension.

Lady Clubber took a telescope view of Mrs. Smithie and family,

through her eye-glass, and Mrs. Smithie, stared in Jier turn, at

Mrs. Somebody else, whose husband was not in the dock-yard at

all.

“ Coloqcl Bulder, Mrs. Colonel Bulder, and Miss Bulder,” were

the next arrivals.

“ Head of the garrison^” said the stranger, in reply to Mr.

Tupman'^ inquiring look.

Miss Bulder was warmly welcomed by the Miss Clubbers
;
the

greeting between Mrs. Colonel Bulder, and Lady Clubber, was of

the most affectionate description
;
Colonel Bulder and Sir Thomas

Clubber exchanged snuff-boxes, and looked very much like a pair

of Alexander Selkirks ;
—“ Monarchs of all they surveyed.”

While the aristocracy of the pljice—the Bulders, and Clubbers,

and Snipes—were thus preserving their dignity at the upper end

of the room, the other classes of society were imitating their

example in other parte of it. The less aristocratic officers of the

97th devoted themselves to the families of the less important

functionaries from the dpek-yard. The solicitors’ wives, and the

wine merchant’s wife, headed another grade, (the brewer’s wifr
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visited the Bulders
;)

and Mrs. Tomlinson, the poBt-offi<^, keeper,

seemed by mutual consent to have been chosen the leadeV of the

trade party.

One of tlie most popular personages, in his own circle, prusent,

was a little fat man, with a ring of upright black hair round his

head, and an extensive bald plaid on the top of it—Doctor

Slammer, surgeon to the 97th. The Doctor took snuff with every

body, chatted with every body, laughed, danced, made jokes, played

whist, did everything, and was everywhere. To these ]pursuits,

multifarious as they were, the littfe Doctor added a more import

ant one than any—he was indefatigable in paying the most un-

remitting and devoted attention to a little old widow, whose rich

dress and profusion of ornament bespoke her ji most desirable

addition to a limited income.

Upon the doctor, and the widow, the eyes both of Mr. Tupman
and his companion had been fixed for some time, when the stranger

broke silence.

“ Lots of money—old girl—pompous doctor—not a bad idea

—

good fun,” were the intelligible sentences which issued from hk
lips. Mr. Tupman looked inquisitively in his ^ace.

“I’ll dance with the widow,” said the stranger.

“Who is she ? ” inquired Mr, Tupman.
“ Don’t know—never saw her in all my life—cut out the doctor

—here goes.” And the stranger forthwith crossed the room
; and,

leaning against a mantel-piece, commenced gazing with an air of

respectful and melancholy admiration on the fat countenance of the

little old lady. Mr. Tupman looked on, in mute astonishment.

The stranger progressed rapidly; the little doctor danced with

another lady—the widow dropped her fan
;
the strange^ picked it

up, and presented it,—a smile—a bow—a curtsey—a few words

of conversation. The stranger walked* boldly %up to, and returned

with, the master of the ceremonies
;
a little intro(iucto|;y panto-

mime
;
and the stranger and Mrt^. Budger took their places in a

quadrille.

The surprise of Mr. Tupman at this summary proceeding, great

as it was, was immeasurably exceeded by the astonishment of the

doctor. The stranger was young, and the widow was flattered.

The doctor’s attentions were rpheeded by the widow
;
and the

doctor’s indignation was wholly lost on his imperturbable rival

Doctor Slammer was paralyzed. He, Doctor Slammer of the

97th, to be extinguished in a moment, by t man whom nobody

had ever seen before, and whom nobody knew even now ! Doctor

Slammer—Doctor Slammer of the 97th rejected ! Impossible I

It could not be! Yes, it was; there tney were. What! intro-
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ducing his friend ! Could he believe his eyes ! He looked again,

and was under the painful necessity of admitting the veracity of

his optics; Mrs. Budger was dancing with Mr. Tracy Tupman;
thera was no mistaking the fact. There was the widow before

him, boimcing bodily, here and there, with unwonted vigour
;
and

Mr. Tracy Tupma i hopping^ about, with a face expressive of the

most intense solemnity, dancing (as a good many people do) as if

a quadrille were not a thing to be laughed at, but a severe trial to

the feelings, which it requires inflexible resolution to encounter.

Silently and patiently did t£e doctor bear all this, and all the

handings of neggs, and watching for glasses, and darting for

biscuits, and coquetting, that ensued
;

but, a few seconds after

the stranger had. disappeared to lead Mrs. Budger to her carriage,

he darted swiftly from the room with every particle of his hitherto-

bottled-up indignation effervescing, from all parts of his counte-

nance, in a perspiration of passion.

The stranger was returning, and Mr. Tupman was beside him.

He spoke in a low tone, and laughed. The little doctor thirsted

for his life. He was exulting. He had triumphed.
“ Sir ! said the doctor, in an awful voice, producing a card,

and retiring into an angle of the passage “ my name is Slammer,

Doctor Slammer, Sir—97th regiment—Chatham Barrkcks—my
card, Sir, my card.” He would have added more, but his indig-

*

nation choked him.

Ah !
” replied the stranger, coolly, “ Slammer—much obliged

—polite attention—not ill now. Slammer—but when I am

—

knock you up.”

“You—you’re a shuffler. Sir,” gasped the furious doctor, “a
poltroon—a coward—a liar—a—a—will nothing induce you to

give me your card. Sir.”

“Oh I I see,” said the .stranger, half aside, “ negus too strong

here—liberal landlord—very foolish—very—lemonade much better

—hot rooms—elderly gentlemen—suffer for it in the morning

—

cruel—cruel
;

” and he moved on a step or two.

“ You are stopping in this house. Sir,” said the indignant little

man; “you are intoxicated now. Sir; you shall hear from me in

the morning. Sir. I shall find you out. Sir; I shall find you out.”

“ Rather you found me out, than found me at home,” replied

the unmoved stranger.

Doctor Slammer looked unutterable ferocity, as he fixed his hat

on his head with anisindignant knock : and the stranger and Mr.

Tupman ascended to the bed-room of the latter to restore the

borrowed plumage to the unconscious Winkle.

That gentleman was fast asleep ; the restoration was soon
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made.
^
The stranger was extremely jocose.; and Mr. Tracy

Tupman, being quite bewildered with wine, negus, lights, and

ladies, thought the whole aflfair an exquisite joke. His new friend

depaited; and, after experiencing some slight diJBSculty in finding tlie

orifice in his night-cap, originally intended for the reception of his

head, and finally oi erturning Iiis candlestick in his struggles to put

it on, Mr. Tracy Tupman managed to get into bed, by a scries of

complicated evolutions, and shortly afterwards sank into repose.

Sevqn o’clock had hardly /leased striking on the following

morning, when Mr. Pickwick’s comprehensive mind was aroused

from the state of unconsciousness, in which slumber had plunged

it, by a loud knocking at his chamber door.

“Who’s there <2” said Mr. Pickwick, starting up in bed.

“Boots, sir.”

“ What do you want 1
”

“ Please, sir, can you tell me, which gentleman of your party

wears a bright blue dress coat, with a gilt button with r. c. on

iti”

“It’s been given out to brush,” thought Mr. Pickwick
;
and

the man has forgoften whom it belongs to— Mr. Winkle,” he

called out, “next room but two, on the right hand.”

“Thank’ee, sir,” said the Boots, and away he went.
“ What’s the matter ? ” cried Mr. Tupman, as a loud knocking

at his door roused him from his oblivious repose.

“ Can I speak to Mr. Winkle, sir ]
” replied the Boots from the

outside.

“ Winkle—Winkle,” shouted Mr. Tupman, calling into the inner

room.
“ Hallo !

” replied a faint voice from within the bed-clothes.

“ You’re wanted—some one at the door—” and having exerted

himself to articulate thus much, Mr. Tracy Tupman turned round

and fell fast asleep again.

“ Wanted !
” said Mr. Winkle, hastily jumping out of bed, and

putting on a few articles of clothing ;
“ wanted 1 at this distance

from town—who on earth can want me !

”

“ Gentleman in the cofiee room, sir,” replied the Boots, as Mr.

Winkle opened the door, and confronted him
;
“ gentleman says

he’ll not detain you a moment, sir but he can take no denial.”

“ Very odd !
” said Mr. Winkle

;
“ I’ll be down directly.”

He hurriedly wrapped himself in a travelling-shawl, and dressing-

gown, and proceeded^own stairs. An old woman and a couple of

waiters were" cleaning the coffee room, and an officer in undress

uniform was looking out ,of the window. He turned round as Mr
Winkle entered, and made a stiff inclination of the head. Having
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ordered the attendants to retire, and closed the door veryj^arefully,

he said, “Mr. Winkle, I presumed*
“ My name is Winkle, sir.”

“You will not be surprised, sir, when I inform you, that I have

called here this morning on behalf of my friend. Dr. Slammer, oi

the Ninety-seventh.”
*

“ Doctor Slammer !
” said Mr. Winkle.

“ Doctor Slammer. He begged me to express his opinion that

your conduct of last evening was of a description which no gentle-

man could endure : and (he added) which no one gentleman would
pursue towards another.”

Mr. Winklers astonishment was too real, and too evident, to

escape the observation of Doctor Slammer^s friend; he therefore pro-

ceeded.—“ My friend. Doctor Slammer, requested me to add, tliat

he is firmly persuaded you were intoxicated during a portion of

the evening, and possibly unconscious of the extent of the insult

you were ^ilty of. He commissioned me to say, that should this

be pleaded as an excuse for your behaviour, he will consent to

accept a written apology, to be penned by you, from my dictation.”

“A written apology !” repeated Mr. Winkle, in the most em-

phatic tone of amazement possible.

“Of ’'course you know the alternative,” replied the visitoi

coolly.

“ Were you entrusted with this message to mo, by name 1 ” ifr

quired Mr. Winkle, whose intellects were hopelessly confused hy

this extraordinary conversation.

“ I was not present myself,” replied the visitor, “ and in con-

sequence of your firm refusal to give your card to Doctor Slammer,

I was desired by that gentleman to identify the wearer of a very

uncommon coat—a bright blue dress coat, with a gilt button,

displaying a bust, and the letters ‘ p. ca^ ” •

Mr. -Winkle actually staggered with astonishment, as Jie heard

his own costume thus minuteiy described. Doctor Slammer’s

friend proceeded :

—

“ From the inquiries I made at the bar, just now, I was con-

vinced that the owner of the coat in question arrived here, with

three gentlemen, yesterday afternoon. I immediately sent up to

the gentleman who was described as appearing the head of the

party
;
and he, at once, referred me to you.”

If the principal tower of Rochester Castle had suddenly walked

from its foundation, and stationed itself op^.osite the coffee-room

window, Mr. Winkle’s surprise would have been as nothing, com-

pared with the profound astonishment with which he had heard

this address. His first impression was, that his coat had been
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atolen. / Will you allow me to detain you one moment ? ” said

he.

“ Certainly,” replied the unwelcome visitor.

Mr. Winkle ran hastily up-stairs, and with a trembling hand
opened the bag. There was

^
the coat in its usual place, but ex-

hibiting, on a close inspection, evident tokens of having been worn
on the preceding night.

“ It must be so,” said Mr. Winkle, letting the coat fall from

his hands. “ I took too much fvine after dinner, and have a very

vague recollection of walking about the streets, and smoking a

cigar, afterwards. The fact is, I was very drunk ;—I must have

changed my coat—gone somewhere—and insidted somebody—

I

have no doubt of it
;
and this message is the terrible consequence.”

Saying which, Mr. Winkle retraced his steps in the direction of

the coflee-room, with the gloomy and dreadful resolve of accepting

the challenge of the warlike Doctor Slammer, and abiding by the

worst consequences that might ensue.

To this determination Mr. Winkle was urged by a variety of

considerations
;
the first of which was, his reputation with the

club. He’ had always been looked up to as a high authority on

all matters of amusement and dexterity, whether offensive, de-

fensive, or inoffensive
;
and if, on this very first occasion of being

put to the test, he shrunk back from the trial, beneath his leader’s

eye, his name and standing were lost for ever. Besides, he re-

membered to havo heard it frequently surmised by ^he uninitiated

in such matters, that by an understood arrangement^ between the

seconds, the pistols were seldom loaded with ball
;
and, fiirther-

more, he reflected that if he applied to Mr. Snodgrass to act as his

second, and depicted the danger in glowing terms, that gentleman

might possibly communicate the intelligence to Mr. Pickwick, who
would certainly lose no ’’time in transmitting it to the local

authorities, and thus prevent the killing or maiming of his

follower.

Such were his thoughts when he returned to the coffee-room,

and intimated his intention of accepting the Doctor^s challenge.

“ Will you refer me to a friend, to arrange the time and place

of meeting ! ” said the officer.

“ Quite unnecessary,” replied Mr. Winkle
;

“ name them to me,

and I can procure the attendance of a friend, afterwards.”
“ Shall we say—sunset this evening 1

” inquired the officer, in

a careless tone.
®

Very good,” replied Mr. Winkle
;
thinking in his heart it was

very bad. •-

“You know Fort Pitti”
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“ Yea
; I saw it yesterday.”

“ If you win take the trouble to turn into the field which borders

the trench, take the foot-path to the left, when you arrive at an

angle of the fortification
;
and keep straight on ’till you see me

;
1

will precede you to a secluded place where the affair can be con-

ducted without fear of interruption.”

Fear of interruption !” thought Mr. Winkle.
“ Nothing more to arrange, I think,” said the officer.

“ I am not aware of anything np-ore,” replied Mr. Winkle.
“ Good morning.”

“Good morning:” and the officer whistled a lively air, as he

strode away.

That morning’s breakfast passed heavily off. *Mr. Tupman was
not in a condition to rise, after the unwonted dissipation of the

previous night
;
Mr. Snodgrass appeared to labour under a poetical

depression of spirits
;
and even Mr. Pickwick evinced an unusual

attachment to silence and soda water. Mr. Winkle eagerly watched

his opportunity. It was not long wanting. Mr. Snodgrass pro-

posed a visit to the castle, and as Mr. Winkle was the only other

member of the party disposed to walk, they went out together.

“ Snodgrass,” said Mr. Winkle, when they had turned out of

. the public street
;

“ Snodgrass, my dear fellow, can I rely upon

your secresy ?” As he said this, he most devoutly and earnestly

hoped be could not.

“ You can,” replied Mi. Snodgrass. “ Hear me swear—

”

“No, no;” interrupted Winkle, terrified at the idea of his

companion’s unconsciously pledging himself not to give informa-

tion
;

“ don’t swear, don’t swear
;

it ’s quite unnecessary.”

Mr. Snodgrass dropped the hand which he had, in ths spirit of

poesy, raised towards the clouds, as he made the above appeal, and
assumed an attitude of attentk n.

' '

“ I want your assistance, my dear fellow, in an affair of honour,'*

said Mr. Winkle.
“ You shall have it,” replied Mr. Snodgrass, clasping his friend’s

band.

“With a Doctor—Doctor Slammer, of the Ninety-seventh,”

said Mr. Winkle, wishing to make the matter appear as solemn as

possible
;
“ an affair with an ohicer, seconded by another officer, at

sunset this evening, in a lonely field beyond Fort Pitt.”

“ I will attend you,” said Mr. Snodgrass.

He was astonished, but by no means di^ayed. It is extra-

ordinary how cool any party but the principal can be in such cases

Mr. Winkle had forgotten this. He hai judged of his friend’s

feelings by his own.
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ThQ^consequences may be dreadful,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ I nope not,” said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ The Doctor, I believe, is a very good shot,” said Mr. Winkle.

‘*Mo8t of these militaiy men are,” observed Mr. Snodgrass,

calmly
;
“ but so are you, a*n’t you 1”

Mr. Winkle re died in tht afl&rmative
;
and perceiving that he

had not alarmed his companion suflBciently, changed his ground.
“ Snodgrass,” he said, in a voice tremulous with emotion, “ if I

fall, you will ^d in a packet \)^hich I shall place in your hands a

note for my— for my father.”

This atf^k was a failure also. Mr. Snodgrass was affected, but

he undertook the delivery of the note, as readily as if he had been

a Twopenny Postman.

“If I fall,” said Mr. Winkle, “or if the Doctor falls, you, my
dear friend, will be tried as an accessory before the fact. Shall I

involve my friend in transportation—possibly for life !”

Mr. Snodgrass winced a little at this, but his heroism was in-

vincible. “In the cause of friendship,” he fervently exclaimed,
“ I would brave all dangers.”

How Mr. Winl^le cursed his companion’s devoted friendship

internally, as they walked silently along, side by side, for some

minutes, each immersed in his own meditations ! The morning

was wearing away
;
he grew desperate.

“Snodgrass,” he said, stopping suddenly, “do not let me be

baulked in this matter—do not give information to the local

authorities—do not obtain the assistance of several peace ofi&cers,

to take either me or Doctor Slammer, of the Ninety -seventh

Regiment, at present quartered in Chatham Barracks, into custody,

and thus prevent this duel ;—I say, do no<.”

Mr. Snodgrass seized his friend’s hand warmly, as he enthusi-

astically replied, “Not for worlds !”

A thrill passed over Mr. Winkle’s frame, as the conviction, that

he had nothing to hope from his friend’s fears, and that he was
destined to become an animated target, rushed forcibly upon

him.

The state of the case having been formally explained to Mr.

Snodgrass, and a case of satisfaction pistols, with the satisfactory

accompaniments of powder, ball, and caps, having been hired from

a manufacturer in Rochester, the two friends returned to their inn

:

Mr. Winkle, to ruminate on the approaching struggle ; and Mr.

Snodgrass, to arrangaathe weapons of war, and put them into proper

order for immediate use.

It was a dull and hea.yy evening, when they again sallied forth

on their awkward errand Mr. Winkle was muffled up in a huge
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cloak to escape observation
;
and Mr. Snodgrass bore un^e^ his the

instruments of destruction.

“ Have you got everything?” said Mr. Winkle, in an agitated tone.
‘‘ Ev’ry thing,** replied Mr. Snodgrass

;
“ plenty of ammunition,

in case the shots don’t take effect. There’s a quarter of a poimd
of powder in the case, and I have got*».wo newspapers in my pocket,

for the loadings.”

These were instances of friendship, for which any man might

reasonably feel most grateful. The presumption is, that the

gratitude of Mr. Winkle was too^ powerful for utterance, as he

said nothing, but continued to walk on—rather slowly.

“ We are in excellent time,” said Mr. Snodgrass, as they climbed

the fence of the first field
;
“the sim is just gging down.” Mr.

Winkle looked up at the declining orb, and painfully thought of

the probability of his “ going down ” himself, before long.

“ There’s the officer,” exclaimed Mr. Winkle, after a few

minutes’ walking.

“Where?” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“There;—the gentleman in the blue cloak.” Mr. Snodgrass

looked in the direction indicated by the fore^nger- of his friend,

and observed a figure, muffled up, as he had described. The
officer evinced his consciousness of their presence by slightly

beckoning with his hand ; and the two friends followed him, at a

little distance, as he walked away.

The evening grew more dull every, moment, and a melancholy

wind Boimded through the deserted fields, like a distant giant,

whistling for his house-dog. The sadness of the scene imparted a

sombre tinge to the feelings of Mr. Winkle. He started as they

passed the angle of the trench—it looked like a colossal ^grave.

The officer turned suddenly from the path
;
and after climbing

a paling, and scaling a hedge, entered a recluded field. Two gentle-

men were waiting in it
;
one was a little fat man, with bl^ck hair ;

and the other—a portly personage i^ a braided surtout—was sitting

with perfect equanimity on a camp-stool.

“ The other party, and a surgeon, I suppose,” said Mr. Snod-

grass
;
“ take a drop of brandy.” Mr. Winkle seixed the wicker

bottle, which his friend proffered, and took a lengthened pull at

the exhilarating liquid.

“My friend, sir, Mr. Snodgrass,” said Mr. Winkle, as the

officer approached. Doctor Slammer’s friend bowed, and produced

a case similar to that which Mr. Snodgrass carried.

“We have nothing further to say, sir, I think,” he coldly re-

marked, as he opened the case
;
“ an apology has been resolutely

declined.”
*
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“ Nothing, sir,” said Mr. Snodgrass, who began to feel rather

oncomfortable himself.

“Will you step forward?” said the oflBcer.

“ Certainly,” replied Mr. Snodgrass. The ground was measured,

and preliminaries arranged.

“You will find ihese bettir than your own,” said the opposite

second, producing his pistols. “ You saw me load them. Do you

object to use them ?”

“ Cejtainly not,” replied Mr. gnodgrass. The offer relieved him
from considerable embarrassment

;
for his previous notions of load-

ing a pistol were rather vague and undefined.

“We may place our men, then, I think,” observed the ofiicer,

with as much indifference as if the principals were chess-men, and

the seconds players.

“ I think we may,” replied Mr. Snodgrass
;
who would have

assented to any proposition, because he knew nothing about the

matter. The officer crossed to Doctor Slammer, and Mr. Snodgrass

went up to Mr. Winkle.
“ It’s all ready,” he said, offering the pistol. “ Give me your

cloak.” ^
“ You have got the packet, my dear fellow,” said poor Winkle.
“ All right,” said Mr. Snodgrass. “ Be steady, and wing him.”

It occurred to Mr. Winkle that this advice was very like that

which by-standers invariably give to the smallest boy in a street

fight
;
namely, “Go in, and win :”—an admirable thing to recom-

mend, if you only know how to do it. lie took o^ his cloak,

however, in silence—it always took a long time to undo that cloak

—and accepted the pistol. The seconds retired, the gentleman on

the camp-sfool did the same, and the belligerents approached each

other.

Mr. Winkle was tilways S’emarkable for extreme humanity. It

is conjecti^ired that his unwillingness to hurt a fellow-creature in-

tentionally, was the cause of his shutting his eyes when he arrived

at the fatal spot
;
and that the circumstance of his eyes being closed,

prevented his observing the very extraordinary and unaccountable

demeanour of Doctor Slammer. That gentleman started, stared,

retreated, rubbed his eyes, stared again; and, finally, shouted “Stop,

stop !” •

“ What’s all this ?” said Doctor Slammer, as his friend and Mr.

Snodgrass came running up—“That’s not the man.”

“Not the man !” .idd Doctor Slammer’s second.

“ Not the man !” said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Not the man !” said^the gentleman with the camp-stool in hia

hand.
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"‘Certainly not,” replied the little doctor. “That!a..not the

person who insulted me last night.”

“Very extraordinary !” exclaimed the oflBcer.

“ Very,” said the gentleman with the camp-stool. “ The only

question is, whether the gentleman, being on the ground, must not

be considered, as a matter of form, to be the individual who in-

sulted our friend. Doctor Slammer, yesterday evening, whether he

is really that individual or not and having delivered this sug-

gestion, with a very sage and mjeterious air, the man with the

camp-stool took a large pinch of snuff, and looked profoundly round,

with the air of an authority in such matters.

Now Mr. Winkle had opened his eyes, and his ears too, when
he heard his adversary call out for a cessation of hostilities

;
and

perceiving by what he had afterwards said, that there was, beyond

all question, some mistake in the matter, he at once foresaw the

increase of reputation he should inevitably acquire, by concealing

the real motive of his coming out: he therefore stepped boldly

forward, and said

—

“ I am not the person. I know it”

“ Then, that,” said the man with the camp-stool, “ is an affront to

Doctor Slammer, and a sufficient reason for proceeding immediately.”
“ Pray be quiet, Payne,” said the Doctor’s second. “ Why did

you not communicate this fact to me, this morning, sir 1”

“To be sure—to be sure,” said the man with the camp-stool,

indignantly.

“ I entreat you to be quiet, Payne,” said the other. “ May J

repeat my question, sir ?”

“Because, sir,” replied Mr. Winkle, who had had time to

deliberate upon his answer—“ because, sir, you described an in-

toxicated and uiigcntlemanly person as wearing a coat, which I

have the honour, not only to wear, 'but to* have invented—the

proposed uniform, sir, of the Pickwick Club in London. The
honour of that uniform I feel boun ’ to maintain, and I therefore,

without inquiry, accepted the challenge which you offered me.”
“ My dear sir,” said the good-humoured little doctor, advancing

with extended hand, “ I honour your gallantry. Permit me to say,

sir, that 1 highly admire your conduct, and extremely regret having

caused you the inconvenience of this meeting, to no purpose.”
“ I beg you won’t mention it, sir,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ I shall feel proud of your acquaintance, sir,” said the little

doctor. #
“It will afford me the greatest pleasure to know you, sir,”

replied Mr. Winkle. Thereupon the Debtor and Mr. Winkle shook

hands, and then Mr. Winkle and Lieutenant Tappleton (the doctoPs
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second), and then Mr. Winkle and the man with ihe camp-stool,
* and, finally, Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass : the last named
gentleman in an ezcei s of admiration at the noble conduct of his

heroic friend.

“ I think we may adjourn,” said Lieutenant Tappleton.
“ Certainly,” added the Doftor.

" Unless,” interposed the man with the camp-stool, “unless Mr
Winkle feels himself aggrieved by the challenge

;
in which case, I

submit, he has a right to satisfacdon.”

Mr. tVinkle, with great selL denial, expressed himself quite

satisfied already.

“ Or possibly,” said the man with the camp-stool, “ the gentle

man^s second may. feel himself affronted with some observations

which fell from me at an early period of this meeting : if so, I

shall be happy to give him satisfaction immediately.”

Mr. Snodgrass hastily professed himself very much obliged

with the handsome offer of the gentleman who had spoken last,

which he was only induced to decline, by his entire contentment

with the whole proceedings. The two seconds adjusted the cases

and the whole party left the ground in a much more lively manner
than they had proccecTed to it.

“Do you remain long here?” inquired Doctor Slammer *of Mr.

Winkle, as they walked on most amicably together.

“ I think we shall leave here the day after to-morrow,” was the

reply.

“ I trust I shall have the pleasure of seeing you and your friend

at my rooms, and of spending a pleasant evening with you, after

this awkward mistake,” said the little doctor
;

“ are you disengaged

this evening^”

“We have some friends here,” replied Mr. Winkle, “and J

should not like to leave them to-night. Perhaps you and your

friend willJoin us at the Bull.”

“ With great pleasure,” said the little doctor
;
“ wiD ten o'clock

be too late to look in for half an hour?”

“Oh dear, no,” said Mr. Winkle. “I shall be most happy to

introduce you to my friends, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman.”
“ It will give me great pleasure, I am sure,” replied Doctor

Slammer, little suspecting who Mr. jTupman was.

“You will be sure to come?” said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Oh certainly.”

By this time they ]|ad reached the road. Cordial farewells

were exchanged, and the party separated. Doctor Slammer and
hia friends repaired to the ^arracks, and Mr. Winkle, accompanied

by his friend, Mr. Snodgrass, returned to their inn.

c
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CHAPTER III.

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE. THE STROLLER’S TALE A DISAGREEABLE

INTERRUPTION
;
AND AN UNPLEASANT RENCONTRE.

Mr. Pickwick had felt some apprehensions in consequence of

the unusual absence of his two friends, whicii their mysterious be-

haviour during the whole morning had by no means tended to

diminish. It was, therefore, with more than ordinary pleasure that

he rose to greet them when they again entered
;
and with more

than ordincary interest that he inquired wh^t had occurred to

detain them from his society. In reply to his questions on this

point, Mr. Snodgrass was about to offer an historical account of the

circumstances just now detailed, when he was suddenly checked,

by observing that there were present, not only Mr. Tupman and

their stage-coach companion of the preceding day, but another

stranger of equally singular appearance. It was a care-worn

looking man, whose sallow face, and deeply sunken eyes, were

rendered still more striking than nature had made them, by the

straight black hair which hung in matted disorder half way down
his face. His eyes we/e almost unnaturally bright and piercing

;

his cheek-bones were high and prominent
;
and his jaws were so

long and lank, that an observer would have supposed he was

drawing the flesh of his face in, for a moment, by some contraction

of the muscles, if his half-opened mouth and immoveable expression

had not announced that it was his ordinary appearance. Round
his neck he wore a green shawl, with the large ends straggling

over his chest, and making their appearance occasionally, beneath

the worn button-holes of his old wristcoat... His upper garment

was a long black surtout
;

and below it, he wore wide drab

trousers, and large boots, running rapidly to seed.

It was on this uncouth-looking person, that Mr. Winkle’s eye

rested, and it was towards him that Mr. Pickwick extended his

hand, when he said “ A friend of our friend’s here. We discovered

this morning that our friend was connected with the theatre in this

place, though he is not desirqus to have it generally known, and

this gentleman is a member of the same profession. He was about

to favour us with a little anecdote connected with it, when you

entered.”

“Lots of anecdote,” said the green-coated stranger of the

day before, advancing to Mr. Winkle and speaking in a low

coiitidential tone. “Rum fellow—does the heavy business—no
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victor—strange man—all sorts of miseries—dismalJemmy, we call

him on the circuit.” Mr. Winkle ami Mr. Snodgrass politely

welcomed the gentlemaa, elegantly designated as “ Dismal Jemmy;”
and calling for brandy and water, in imitation of the remainder of

the company, seated themselve|at the table.

“ Now, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, will you oblige us with pro-

ceeding with what you were going to relate ?
”

The dismal individual took a dirty roll of paper from his pocket,

and turnijig to Mr. Snodgrass, wig) had just taken out his note-

book, said in a hollow voice, perfectly in keeping with his outward

man—“ Are you the poet ?
”

“ I—I do a little in that way,” replied Mr. Snodgrass, rather

taken aback by tho abruptness of the question.

“ Ah
!
poetry makes life, what lights and music do the stage.

Strip the one of its false embellishments, and the other of its

illusions, and what is there real in either, to live or care for ?
”

“Very true, Sir,” replied Mr. Sno<lgrass.

“ To bo before the footlights,” continued the dismal man, “ is

like sitting at a grand, court show, and admiring the silken dresses

of the gaudy throng—jto be behind them, is to be the people who
make that finery, uncared for and unknown, and left to sink or

swim, to starve or live, as fortune wills it.”

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Snodgrass : for the sunken eye of the dis-

mal inan rested on him, and he felt it necessary to say something.

“Go on. Jemmy,” said the Spanish traveller, “like black-eyed

Susan—all in the Downs— no croaking—speak out—look lively.”

“ Will you make another glass before you begin, SirTSaid Mr.

Pickwick.

The disujal man took the hint, and having mixed a glass of

brandy and water, and slowly swallowed half of it, opened the roll

of paper and proceeded, partly to read and partly to relate, the

following incident, which we find recorded on the Transactions oi

the club, as “ The Stroller's Tale.”

THE STROLLER'S TALE.

“ There is nothing of the marvellous in what I am going to

relate,” said the dismal man
;
“ there is nothing even uncommon

in it. Want and sickn^'^s are too common in many stations of life,

to deserve more notice than is usually bestowed on the most
ordinary vicissitudes of hi^an nature. I have thrown these few

notes together, because the*subject of them was well known to me
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for many years. I traced his progress downwards, st^ep by step,

until at last he reached that excess of destitution from which ha

never rose again.
** The man of whom I speak was a low pantomime actor ; and,

like many people of his class, an habitual drunkard. In his

better days, before he had become enfeebled by dissipation and

emaciated by disease, he had been in the receipt of a good salary,

which, if he had been careful and prudent, he might have continued

to receive for some years—not myny
;
because these men ^either die

early, or, by unnaturally taxing their bodily energies, lose, pre-

maturely, those physical powers on which alone they can depend

for subsistence. His besetting sin gained so fast upon him, how-
ever, that it was found impossible to employ him in the situations

in which he really was useful to the theatre. The public-house

had a fascination for him which he could not resist. Neglected

disease and hopeless poverty were as certain to be his portion as

death itself, if he persevered in the same course
;

yet he dia

persevere, and the result may be guessed. He could obtain no

engagement, and he wanted bread.

“ Everybody who is at all acquainted with theatrical matters,

knows what a host of shabby, poverty-stricken men, hang about

the stage of a large establishment—not regularly engaged actors,

but ballet people, procession men, tumblers, and so forth, who are

taken on during the run of a pantomime, or an Easter piece, find

are then discharged, until the production of some heavy spectacle

occasions a new demand for their services. To this mode of life

the man was compelled to resort
;
and taking the chair every night,

at some low theatrical house, at once put him in possession of a

few more shillings weekly, and enabled him to gratify, his old pro-

pensity. Even this resource shortly failed him
;

his irregularities

were too great to admit of his earning the wretched pittance he

might thus have procured, and he was actually reduced to a state

bordering on starvation, only procuring a trifle occasionally by
borrowing it of some old companion, or by obtaining an appearance

at one or other of the commonest of the minor theatres
]
and when

he did earn anything, it was spent in the old way.
“ About this time, and when he had been existing for upwards

of a year no one knew how, T ^had a short engagement at one of

the theatres on the Surrey side of the water, and here I saw this

man, whom I had lost sight of for some time; for 1 had been

travelling in the provinces, and he had be n skulking in the lanes

and alleys of London. 1 was dressed to leave the house, and was
crossing the stage on my way out, when he tapped me on the

shoulder. Never shall I forget the repulsive sight that met my
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• eye when I* turned round. He was dressed for the pantomime, in

all the absurdity ( f a clown’s costume. The spectral figures in

the Dance of Death, the most frightful shapes that the ablest

painter ever portrayed on canvas, never presented an appearance

half so ghastly. His bloated body and shrunken legs— their

deformity enhanced a hundred fold by the fantastic dress—the

glassy eyes, contrasting fearfully with the thick white paint with

which the face was besmeared : the grotesquely-ornamented head,

trembling with paralysis, and th<s long skinny hands, rubbed with

white chalk—all gave him a hideous and unnatural appearance, of

which no description could convey an adequate idea, and which,

to this day, I shudder to think of. His voice was hollow and

tremulous, as he took me aside, and in broken words recounted a

long catalogue of sickness and privations, terminating, as usual,

with an urgent request for the loan of a trifling sum of money. I

put a few shillings in his hand, and, as I turned away, I heard

the roar of laughter which followed his first tumble on to the stage.

“ A few nights afterwards, a boy put a dirty scrap of paper in

my hand, on which were scrawled a few words in pencil, intimating

that the man was daigerously ill, and begging me, after the per-

formance, to see him at his lodgings in some street—I forget the

name of it now—at no great distance from the theatre. I promised

to comply, as soon as I could get away
;
and, after the curtain fhll,

sallied forth on my melancholy errand.

It was late, for I had been playing in the last piece
;
and, as

it was a benefit night, the performances had been protracted to an

unusual length. It was a dark cold night, with a chill damp wind,

which blew the rain heavily against the windows and house-fronts.

Pools of water had collected in the narrow and little-frequented

streets, and as many of the thinly-scattered oil-lamps had been

blown out by the violence fif the wind, the walk was not only a

comfortless, but most uncertain one. I had fortunately taken the

right course, however, and succeeded, after a little difiiculty, in

finding the house to which I had been directed—a coal shed, with

one story above it, in the back room of which lay the object of my
search.

A wretched-looking woman, the man’s wife, met me on the

stairs, and, telling me that he had jtist fallen into a kind of a doze,

led me softly in, and placed a chair for me at the bed-side. The
sick man was lying with his face turned towards the wall ;

and as

he took no heed of my presence, I had leisure to observe the place

in which I found myself.
“ He was lying on an otd bedstead, which turned up during the

day. The tattered remains of a checked curtain were drawn round
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the bed’s head, to exclude the wind, which however inade its way
into the comfortless room through the numerous chinks in the

door, and blew it to and fro every instant. There was a low cinder

fire in a rusty unfixdd grate
;
and an old three-cornered stained

table, with some medicine-bottles, » broken glass, and a few other

domestic articles, was drawn out before it. A little child was
sleeping on a temporary bed which had been made for it on the

floor, and the woman sat on a chair by its side. There were a

couple of shelves, with a few plar'jes and cups and saucers : and a

pair of stage shoes and a couple of foils hung beneath them. With
the exception of little heaps of rags and bundles which had been

carelessly thrown into the comers of the room, these were the only

things in the apartment. “

“ I had had time to note these little particulars, and to mark
the heavy breathing and feverish startings of the sick man, before

he was aware of my presence. In his restless attempts to procure

some easy resting-place for his head, he tossed his hand out of the

bed, and it fell on mine. He started up, and stared eagerly in my
face.

‘^‘Mr. Hutley, John,* said his wife; *Mr. Hutley, that you

sent for to-night, you know.’
“

‘ Ah !
’ said the invalid, passing his hand across his forehead

;

‘Hutley— Hutley— let me see.’ He seemed endeavouring to

collect his thoughts for a few seconds, and then grasping me tightly

by the wrist, said, ‘Don’t leave me—don’t leave me, old fellow.

She’ll murder me
;

I know she will.’

“ ‘ Has he been long so ? ’ said I, addressing his weeping wife.
“

‘ Since yesterday night,’ she replied. ‘ John, John, don’t you

know me ?
’

“ ‘ Don’t let her come near me,’ said the man, with a shudder,

as she stooped over him. ‘ Drive hef away I can’t bear her near

me.’ He stared wildly at her, with a look of deadly apprehension,

and then whispered in my ea^, ‘I beat her, Jem; I beat her

yesterday, and many times before. I have starved her, and the

boy too; and now I am weak and helpless, Jem, she’ll murder me
for it

;
I know she will. If you’d seen her cry, as I have, you’d

know it too. Keep her off.’ He relaxed his grasp, and sank back

exhausted on the pillow.

“ I knew but too well what all this meant If I could have

entertained any doubt of it, for an instant, one glance at the

woman’s pale face and wasted form would huVe sufllciently explained

the real state of the case. ‘You bad better stand aside,’ said I to

the poor creature. ‘ You can do him rno good. Perhaps he will

be calmer, if he does not see you.’ She retired out of the man’s
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%ight. He opened hiB eyes, after a few seconds, and looked anxiously

round.
“ ‘ Is she gone ?

* he eagerly inquired.
“ ‘Yes—yes,* said I

;
‘she shall not hurt you.*

“ ‘Til tell you what, Jem,* fgaid the man, in a low voice, ‘she

does hurt me. There’s something in her eyes wakes such a dread-

ful fear in my heart, that it drives me mad. All last night, her

large staring eyes and pale face were close to mine
; wherever I

turned, tlfey turned
;
and whenevtr I started up from my sleep,

she was at the bed-side looking at me.* He drew me closer to him,

as he said in a deep, alarmed whisper— ‘ Jem, she must be an evil

spirit—a devil ! Hush ! I know she is. If she had been a

woman, she would “have died long ago. No woman could have

borne what she has.’

“ I sickened at the thought of the long course of cruelty and
neglect which must have occurred to produce such an impression

on such a man. I could say nothing in reply
;

for who could offer

hope, or consolation, to the abject being before me ?

“ I sat there for upwards of two hours, during which time he

tossed a])out, murmuring exclamations of pain or impatience,

restlessly throwing his arms here and there, and turning constantly

from side to side. At length lie fell into that state of partial

unconsciousness, in which the mind wanders uneasily from scene to

scene, and from place to place, without the control of reason, but

still without being able to divest itself of an indescribable sense

of present suffering. Finding from his incoherent wanderings that

this was the case, and knowing that in all probability the fever would
not grow immediately worse, I left him, promising his miserable

wife that I Would repeat my visit next evening, and, if necessary,

sit up with the patieijt durii^ the night.

“ I kept my promise. The last four and twenty hours had

produced S, frightful alteration. The eyes, though deeply sunk and

heavy, shone with a lustre, frightful to behold. The lips were

parched, and cracked in many places : the dry hard skin glowed

with a burning heat, and there was an almost unearthly air of

wild anxiety in the man’s face, indicating even more strongly the

ravages of the disease. The fever was at its height.

“ I took the seat I had occupied* the night before, and there I

sat for hours, listening to sounds which must strike deep to the

heart of the most callous among human beings—the awful ravings

of a dying man. Fron?what I had heard of the medical attend-

ant’s opinion, I knew there was no hope for him ; I was sitting by

his death-bed. I saw theVasted limbs, which a few hours before,

had been distorted for the amusement of a boisterous gallery,
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writhing under the tortures of a burning fever—I heard“the clown^s

shrill laugh, blending with the low munnurings of the dying man.
“ It is a touching thing to hear the mind reverting to the ordi-

nary occupations and pursuits of health, when the body lies before

you weak and helpless
;

but whfn those occupations are of a

character the most strongly opposed to anything we associate with

grave or solemn ideas, the impression produced is infinitely more
powerful. The theatre, and the public ' house, were the chief

themes of the wretched man's ^wanderings. It was evening, he

fancied
;
he had a part to play that night

;
it was late, and he

must leave home instantly. Why did they hold him, and prevent

his going—he should lose the money—he must go. No ! they

would not let him. He hid his face in his burning hands, and
feebly bemoaned his own weakness, and the cruelty of his persecu-

tors. A short pause, and he shouted out a few doggerel rhymes

—

the last he had ever learnt. He rose in bed, drew up his withered

limbs, and rolled about in uncouth positions
;
he was acting—he

was at the theatre. A minute's silence, and he murmured the

burden of some roaring song. He had reached the old house at

last
;
how hot the room was. He had beon ill, very ill, but he

was well now, and happy. Fill up his glass. Who was that, that

dashed it from his lips? It was the same persecutor that had
followed him before. He fell back upon his pillow, and moaned
aloud. A short period of oblivion, and he was wandering through

a tedious maze of low arched rooms—so low, sometimes, that he

must creep upon his hands and knees to make his way along
;

it

was close and dark, and every way he turned, some obstacle im-

peded his progress. There were insects too, hideous crawling

things, with eyes that stared upon him, and filled the very air

around : glistening horribly amidst the thick darkness of the place.

The walls and ceiling were alive with* reptiles—the vault expanded

to an enormous size—frightful figures flitted to and fro^—and the

faces of men he knew, rendered hideous by gibing and mouthing,

peered out from among them
;
they were searing him with heated

irons, and binding his head with cords till the blood started
;
and

he struggled madly for life.

“ At the close of one of these paroxysms, when I had with great

difficulty held him down in his bed, he sank into what appeared

to be a slumber. Overpowered with watching and exertion, I had
closed my eyes for a few minutes, when I felt a violent clutch on my
shoulder. I awoke instantly. He had ra&ed himself up, so as to

seat himself in bed—a dreadful change had come over his face, but

consciousness had returned, for he evidently knew me. The child

who had been long since disturbed by his ravings, rose from its
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little bed, and ran towards its father, screaming with fright—the

mother hastily caught it in her arms, lest he should injure it in

the violence of his insanity : but, terrified by the alteration of his

features, stood transfixed by the bed-side. He grasped my shoulder

convulsively, and, striking his breast with the other hand, made a

desperate attempt to articulate. It was unavailing—he extended

his arm towards them, and made another violent effort. There

was a rattling noise in the throat— a glare of the eye—a short

stifled groan—and he fell back—dead 1

”

«p

It would afford us the highest gratification to be enabled to

record Mr. Pickwick’s opinion of the foregoing anecdote. We
have little doubt that we should have been enabled to present it

to our readers, but for a most unfortunate occurrence.

Mr. Pickwick had replaced on the table the glass which, during

the last few sentences of the tale, he had retained in his hand
;
and

had just made up his mind to speak—indeed, we have the authority

of Mr. Snodgrass’s note-book for stating, that he had actually

opened his mouth—when the waiter entered the room, and said

—

** Some gentlemen, Sir.”

It has been conjectured that Mr. Pickwihk was on the point of

delivering some remarks which would have enlightened the world,

if not the Thames, when he was thus interrupted : for he gazed

sternly on the waiter’s countenance, and then looked round on the

company generally, as if seeking for information relative to the new
comers.

“ Oh !
” said Mr. Winkle, rising, “ some friends of mine—show

them in. Very pleasant fellows,” added Mr. Winkle, after the

waiter had retired—“Officers of the 97th, whose acquaintance I

made rather oddly this morning. You will like thenf very much.”

Mr. Pickwick’s equanimity was at once restored. The waiter

returned, and ushered three gentlemen into the room.
“ Lieutenant Tappleton,” s^id Mr. Winkle, “ Lieutenant Tap-

pleton, Mr. Pickwick—Doctor Payne, Mr. Pickwick—Mr. Snod-

grass, you have seen before : my friend Mr. Tupman, Doctor Payne
—Doctor Slammer, Mr. Pickwick—Mr. Tupman, Doctor Slam

—

Here Mr. Winkle suddenly paused
;

for strong emotion was
visible on the countenance both of Mr. Tupman and the Doctor.

“I have met this gentleman before,” said the Doctor, with

marked emphasis.
“ Indeed !

” said Mr. Winkle.
“ And—and that person, too, if I aii not mistaken,” said the

Doctor, bestowing a scrutinizing glance on the green -coated

itranger.
**
I think I gave that pers6b a very pressing invitation



THE PICKWICK CLUB. iS

^
last night, ,which he thought proper to decline.” Saying which,

the Doctdr scowled magnanimously on the stranger, and whispered

his friend Lieutenant Tappleton.

‘You doii^t say so,” said that gentleman, at the conclusion ol

the whisper.
^

“I do, indeed,” replied Doctor Slammer.
“You are bound to kick him on the spot,” murmured the owmer

of the camp-stool, with great importance.
“ i)o,be quiet, Payne,” interposed the Lieutenant. “ Will you

allow me to ask you. Sir,” he said, addressing Mr. Pickwick, who
was considerably mystified by this very unpolite by-play—“ Will

you allow me to ask you, Sir, whether that person belongs to your

party ?
” •

“ No, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “ he is a guest of ours.”
“ He is a member of your club, or I am mistaken ? ” said the

Lieutenant, inquiringly.

“ Certainly not,” responded Mr. Pickwick.
“ And never wears your club-button ? ” said the Lieutenant.
“ No—never !

” replied the astonished Mr. Pickwick.

Lieutenant Tapplijton turned round to his friend Doctor Slam-
mer, with a scarcely perceptible shnig of the shoulder, as if implying

some doubt of the accuracy of his recollection. The little Doctor
looked wrathful, but confounded

;
and Mr. Payne gazed with a

ferocious aspect on the beaming countenance of the unconscious

Pickwick.
“ Sir,” said the Doctor, suddenly addressing Mr. Tqpman, in a

tone which made that gentleman start as perceptibly as if a pin

had been cunningly inserted in the calf of his leg—“you were at

the ball he^e, last night 1
”

Mr. Tupmaii gasped a faint affirmative
;
looking very hard at

Mr. Pickwick all the* while. •

“ ThaU person was your companion,” said the Doctor, pointing

to the still unmoved stranger.

Mr. Tupman admitted the fact.

“ Now, Sir,” said the Doctor to the stranger, “I ask you once

again, in the presence of these gentlemen, whether you choose to

give me your card, and to receive the treatment of a gentleman
;

or whether you impose upon me the necessity of personally chastis-

ing you on the spot ?
”

‘ Stay, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I really cannot allow this

matter to go any fuiiher without some explanation. Tupman,
recount the circumstances.”

Mr. Tupman, thus solefunly adjured, stated the case in a few

words
;
touched slightly on the borrowing of the coat

;
expatiated
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largely on its having been done after dinner
;

** wound up with a

little penitence on his own account
;
and left the stranger to clear

himself as he best could.

He was apparently about to proceed to do so, when Lieutenant

Tappleton, who had been eyeing Jjim with great curiosity, said

with considerable scorn—“Haven’t I seen you at the theatre,

Sir?”
“ Certainly,” replied the unabashed stranger.

“ He is a strolling actor,” said the Lieutenant, contemptuously :

turning to Dr. Slammer—“ He acts in the piece that the Officers

of the 52nd get up at the Rochester Theatre to-morrow night.

You cannot proceed in this affair, Slammer—impossible !

**

“ Quite !
” said the dignified Payne.

“ Sorry to have placed you in this disagreeable situation,” said

Lieutenant Tappleton, addressing Mr. Pickwick, “allow me to

suggest, that the best way of avoiding a recurrence of such scenes

in future, will be to be more select in the choice of your com-

panions. Good evening, Sir !
” and the Lieutenant bounced out

of the room.
“ And allow me to say, Sir,” said the irascible Doctor Payne,

“ that if I had been Tappleton, or if I had been Slammer, I would

have pulled your nose, Sir, and the nose of every man in this

company. I would, Sir,—every man. Payne is my name. Sir

—

Doctor Payne of the 43rd. Good evening. Sir.” Having concluded

this speech, and uttered the three last words in a loud key, he

stalked majestically after his friend, closely fobowed by Doctor

Slammer, who said nothing, but contented himself by withering

the company with a look.

Rising rage and extreme bewilderment had swelled the noble

breast of Mr. Pickwick, almost to the bursting of his waistcoat,

during the delivery of the above defiance. He stood transfixed to

the spot, gazing on vacancy. The closing of the door recalled him
to himself. He rushed forward ^ith fury in his looks, and fire in

his eye. His hand was upon the lock of the door
;

in another

instant it would have been on the throat of Doctor Payne of the

43rd, had not Mr. Snodgrass seized his revered leader by the coat

tail, and dragged him backwards.

“Restrain him,” cried Mr v Snodgrass, “Winkle, Tupman—he

must not peril his distinguished life in such a cause as this.”

“ Let me go,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Hold him tight," shouted Mr, SnodgiCss

;
and by the united

efforts of the whole company, Mr. Pickwick was forced into an arm
chair. c

“ Leave him alone,” said the green-coated stranger—“ brandy
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* and water-^jolly old gentJeman—lota of pluck—swallow this—
ah !—capital stuff.* Having previously tested the virtues of a

bumper, which had been mixed by the dismal man, the stranger

applied the glass to Mr. Pickwick’s mouth
;
and the remainder of

its contents rapidly disappeared.

There was a short pause
;
the brandy and water had done its

work
;
the amiable countenance of Mr. Pickwick was fast recover-

ing its customary expression.

“The^ are not worth your notice,” said the dismal man.

“You are right. Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “they are not. I

am ashamed to have been betrayed into this warmth of feeling.

Draw your chair up to the table. Sir.”

The dismal man*readily complied: a circle was again formed round

the table, and harmony once more prevailed. Some lingering irrita-

bility appeared to find a resting place in Mr. Winkle’s bosom,

occasioned possibly by the temporary abstraction of his coat

—

though it is scarcely reasonable to suppose, that so slight a circum-

stance can have excited even a passing feeling of anger in a Pick-

wickian breast. AVith this exception, their good humour was

completely restored
; ,

and the evening concluded with the con-

viviality with which it had begun.
,

CHAPTER IV.

A yiELD-DAY AND BIVOUAC MORE NEW FRIENDS
;
AND AN

INVITATION TO THE COUNTRY.
•

Many authors entertain, not only a foolish, but a really dishonest

objection, to acknowledge the sources from whence they derive

much valuable information. We have no such feeling. AVe are

merely endeavouring to discharge in an upright manner, the respon-

sible duties of our editorial functions
;
and whatever ambition we

might have felt under other circumstances, to lay claim to the

authorship of these adventures, a regard for truth forbids us to

do more, than claim the merit of their judicious arrangement,

and impartial narration. The Pickwick papers are our New
River Head

;
and we may be compared to the New River Com-

pany. The labours of others, have raised for us an immense
reservoir of importan t facts. We merely lay them on, and

communicate them, in k clear and gentle stream, through the

medium of these number^, to a world thirsting for Pickwickian

knowledge.
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Acting in this spirit, and resolutely proceeding on our deter-

mination to avow our obligations to the authorities we have con-

sulted, we frankly say, that to the note-book of Mr. Snodgrass

are we indebted for the particulars recorded in this, and the suc-

ceeding chapter— particulars, whkh, now that we have disbur-

dened our conscience, we shall proceed to detail without further

comment.

Tlie whole population of Rochester .fud the adjoining towns,

rose from their beds at an early iioiir of the following morning, in

a state of the utmost bustle and excitement. A grand review was
to take place upon the lines.. The manceuvres of half a dozen

regiments were to be insjMJcted by the eagle eye of the corama]\der-

in-chief
;
temporary fortifications had been erected, the citadel was

to be attacked and taken, and a mine was to be sprung.

]\Ir. Pickwick was, as our readers may have gathered from the

slight extract we gave from his descrij)tion of Chatham, an enthusi-

astic admirer of the army. Nothing could have been more de-

lightful to him—nothing could have harmonized so well with the

peculiar feeling of each of his companions—as this sight. Ac-

cordingly they were soon a-foot, and walking in the direction of

the scene of action, towards which crowds of people were already

pouring, from a variety of quarters.

The appearance of eveiything on the lines, denoted that the

approaching ceremony was one of the utmost grandeur and im-

portance. There were sentries posted to keep the ground for the

troops, and servants on the batteries keeping places for the ladies,

and sergeants running to and fro, with vellum covered books under

their arms, and Colonel Bulder, in full military uniform, on horse-

back, gallopping first to one place and then to another, and backing

his horse among the people, and prancing, and curvetting, and
shouting in a most alarming manner, and making himself very

hoarse in the voice, and very red in the face, without any assign-

able cause or reason whatever. Officers were running backwards
and forwards, first communicating with Colonel Bulder, and then

ordering the sergeants, and then running away altogether : and

even the very privates themselves looked from behind their glazed

stocks with an air of mysterious solemnity, which sufficiently

bespoke the special nature of t^ie occasion.

Mr. Pickwick and his three companions stationed themselves in

the front rank of the crowd, and patiently awaited the commence-
ment of the proceedings. The throng was increasing every

moment
;
and the efforts they were compelled to make, to retain

the position they had gained, sufficiently occupied their attention

during the two hours that ensued. At one time there was a
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• sudden pret&ure from behind; and then Mr. Pickwick was jerked

forward for several yards, with a degree of speed and elasticity

highly inconsistent with the general gravity of his demeanour
;

at

another moment there was a request to “keep back” from the

front, and then the butt end o^ a musket was either dropped upon

Mr. Pickwick’s toe, to remind him of the demand, or thrust into

his chest to ensure its being complied with. Then some facetious

gentlemen on the left, after pressing sideways in a body, and

squeezing Mr. Snodgrass into the very last extreme of human
torture, would request to know “ vere he vos a shovin’ to,” and

when Mr. Winkle had done expressing his excessive indignation at

witnessing this unprovoked assault, some person behind would

knock his hat overplus eyes, and beg the favour of his putting his

head in his pocket. These, and other practical witticisms, coupled

with the unaccountable absence of Mr. Tupraan (who had suddenly

disappeared, and was nowhere to be found), rendered their situa-

tion upon the whole rather more uncomfortable, than pleasing or

tlesirable.

At length that low roar of many voices ran through the crowd,

wliich usually announces the arrival of whatever they have been

waiting for. All eyes were turned in the direction of th^ sally-

port A few moments of eager expec^tation, and colours were seen

iluttering gaily in the air, arn\8 glistened brightly in the sun :

ookiinn after column poured on to the plain. The troops halted and

formed
;
the word of command rung through the line, there was a

general clash of muskets, as arms were presented
;
and the com-

nianderdn-chief, attended by Colonel Bulder and numerous officers,

cantered to the front. The military bands struck up altogether

:

the horses ^tood upon two legs each, cantered backwards, and

whisked their tails aJ?out in all directions : the dogs barked, the

mob screamed, the troops recovered, and nothing was to be seen

on cither ^?ide, as far as the eye could reach, but a long perspective

of red coats and white trousers, fixed and motionless.

Mr. Pickwick had been so fully occupied in falling about, and

disentangling himself, miraculously, from between the legs of

horses, that he had not enjoyed sufficient leisure to observe the

scene before him, until it assumed the appearance we have just

described. When he was at last Enabled to stand firmly on his

legs, his gratification and delight were unbounded.

“Can anything be finer, or more delightfull” he inquired of

Mr Winkle. ^
“ Nothing,” replied tflat gentleman, who had had a short man

standing on each of his fee%, for the quarter of an hour immediately

preceding.
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“ It is indeed a noble and a brilliant sight,” said Mr. Snodgrass,

in whose bosom a blaze of poetry was rapidly bursting forth, “ to

see the gallant defenders of their country, drawn up in brilliant

array before its peaceful citizens : their faces beaming—not with

warlike ferocity, but with civilized »^gentleness : their eyes flashing

—not with the rude fire of rapine or revenge, but with the soft

light of humanity and intelligence.”

Mr. Pickwick fully entered into the spirit of this eulogium, but

he could not exactly re-echo its terms
;

for the soft light <Af intelli-

gence burnt rather feebly in the eyes of the warriors, inasmuch as

the command “eyes front” had been given; and all the spectator

saw before him was several thousand pair of optics, staring straight

forward, wholly divested of any expression whatever.

“We are in a capital situation, now,” said Mr. Pickwick, look-

ing round him. The crowd had gradually dispersed from their

immediate vicinit}*^, and they were nearly alone.

“ Capital !
” echoed both Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle.

“ What are they doing now ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, adjusting

his spectacles.

“I—I—rather think,” said Mr. Winkle, /;changing colour—“I
rather think they^re going to fire.”

“ Nonsense,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily.

“ I—I—really think they are,” urged Mr. Snodgrass, somewhat
alarmed.

“ Impossible,” replied Mr. Pickwick. He had hardly uttered

the word, when the whole half dozen regiments levelled their

muskets as if they had but one common object, and that object

the Pickwickians ;
and burst forth with the most awful and tre-

mendous discharge that ever shook the earth to its centre, or an

elderly gentleman off his.

It was in thus trying situation, exposed to a galling fire of blank

cartridges, and harassed by the operations of the militafy, a fresh

body of whom had begun to fall in, on the opposite side, that Mr.

Pickwick displayed that perfect coolness and self-possession, which

are the indispensable accompaniments of a great mind. He seized

Mr. Winkle by the arm, and placing himself between that gentle-

man and Mr. Snodgrass, earnestly besought them to remember
that beyond the possibility o'*''being rendered deaf by the noise,-

there was no immediate danger to be apprehended from the

firing.

“ But—but—suppose some of the men<^'should happen to have

ball cartridges by mistake,” remonstrated Mr. Win^e, pallid at

the supposition be was himself conjuring^up. “ I heard something

whistle through the air just now—so sharp : close to my ear.”
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‘ We bad better throw ourselves on our faces, hadn’t we 1

said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ No, no—it’s over now,” said Mr- Pickwick. His lip might

quiver, and his cheek might blanch, but no expression of fear oi

concern escaped the lips of th^ immortal man.
Mr. Pickwick was right : the firing ceased

;
but he had scarcely

time to congratulate himself on the accuracy of his opinion, when
a quick movement was visible in the line : the hoarse shout of the

word of» command ran along itf and before either of the party

could form a guess at the meaning of this new manceiivre, the

whole of the half dozen regiments, with fixed bayonets, charged at

double quick time down upon the very spot on which Mr. Pickwick

and his friends were stationed.

Man is but mortal
;
and there is a point beyond which human

courage cannot extend. Mr. Pickwick gazed through his spectacles

for an instant on the advancing mass
;
and then fairly turned his

back and—we will not say lied; first, because it is an ignoble

term, and, secondly, because Mr. Pickwick’s figure was by no

moans adapted for that mode of retreat—he trotted away, at as

quick a rate as his legs would convey him
;

so quickly, indeed, that

he did not perceive ^e awkwardness of his situation, to .the full

extent, until too late.

The opposite troops, whose falling-in had perplexed Mr. Pickwick

a few seconds before, were drawn up to repel the mimic attack of the

sham besiegers of the citadel
;
and the consequence was, that Mr.

Pickwick and his two companions found themselves suddenly in-

closed between two lines of great length
;
the one advancing at a

rapid pace, and the other firmly waiting the collision in hostile array.

“ Hoi !
’• shouted the officers of the advancing line

—

“ Get out of the way,” cried the officers of the stationary one.

Where are we to go to T’ screamed the agitated Pickwickians.
“ Hoi-«-hoi—hoi,” was the only reply. There was a moment

of intense bewilderment, a heavy tramp of footsteps, a violent con-

cussion
;
a smothered laugh—the half dozen regiments were half a

thousand yards off, and the soles of Mr. Pickwick’s boots were

elevated in air.

Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle had each performed a com-

pulsory summerset with remarkable agility, when the first object

that met the eyes of the latter as he sat on the ground, staunching

with a yellow silk handkerchief the stream of life which issued

from his nose, was L%a venerated leader at some distance of,

running after his own haX which was gambolling playfully away in

perspective. ^

There are very few momenta in a man’s existence, when he
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» experiences so much ludicrous distress, or meets with so little

charitable commiscr; -tion, as when he is in pursuit of his own liat.

A vast deal of coolness, and a peculiar degree of judgnicnt, are

requisite in catching a hat. A man must not bo pre(;ipitato, or he

runs over it : he must not n7|sh into the of)positc cxtreinc, or he

loses it altogether. The bcwst way is, to keep gently up with the

object of pursuit, to be w^ary and cautious, to vvat{di your oppor-

tunity well, get gradually before it, then make a rapid dive, seize it

by the (M'own, and stick it tirmlyton your head : smiling jdeasantly

all the time, as if you thought it as good a joke as anybfxly else.

There was a fine gentle wdnd, and Mr. Pi(;kwick’s hat rolled

sportivTly before it. 'PJie wind jmfied, and Mr. Ih'ckwick puffed,

and the liat rolled* over and over as merrily as a lively porpoise in

a strong tide; and on it might have rolled, far Iw'yond Mr. Ifick-

wick’s reach, had not its course brnui providentially sto])ped, just

as that gentleman was on the point (»f resigning it to its fate.

Mr. J^iekwi(‘k, we say, was (tonqdetely exhausted, and about to

give up the chase, when the hat was blown with some violence

against the wheel of a carriage, which wiis drawn up in a line with

half-a-dozen other vdfic^es, on the s])ot to which his stei)s had been

diu'cted. Mr. rick\Nnck, ])erceiving his advantage, dai ted. briskly

forward, seemed his pioperty, planted it on his liead, and paus(‘(l

to take breath. He had not been stationary half a minute, when
he. heard his own name eagerly la'onounccd by a voice, which he

at orue recognised as iMr. Tuj)maii’s, and, looking upwards, he

beheld a sight which filled him with sur]>rise and ])leasqre.

In an o])en baroutdic, the horses of which had betm taken out,

the better to accommodate it to the crowded place, stood a strait

old gentleman, in a blue coat and bright buttons, cordcroy breeches

and top boots, two ^oung ladies in scarfs and fcathm's, a young
gentleman apparently enanfourerl of one of the young ladies in

scarfs aiwl feathers, a lady of doubtful age, probably tlie aunt of

the aforesaid, and ]\Ir. Tupman, as easy and uiicoueerned as if lie

liad belonged to the taniily from the first moments of liis infancy.

Fastened up behind the barouclie was a hamper of s])a cions

dimensions— one of those hampers wdiieli always aAvakens in a

contemplative mind, associations connected wdth cold fowls, tongue,

and bottles of wine— and on the Iwx sat a fat and red-faceil boy,

in a state of somnolency, whom no speculative observer could have

regarded for an instant without setting down as the ofiicial dis-

penser of the contents^ the before-mentioned hamper, when the

proper time for their coi]l|imption should arrive.

Mr, Pickwick had besHowed a hasty glance on these interesting

objects, when he was again greeted by his faithful disciple.
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“ Pickwick—Pickwick,** said Mr. Tupman
;

“ como up hera
Make haste.*’

“ Come along, Sir. Pray, come up,” said the stout gentleman.

“Joe !—damn that boy, he’s gone to sleep again.—Joe, let down
the steps.” The fat boy rolled slt^wly off the box, let down the

steps, and held the carriage door invitingly open. Mr. Snodgrass

and Mr. Winkle came up at the moment.
“Room for you all, gentlemen,” said the stout man. “Two

inside, and one out. Joe, make #room for one of these gentlemen

on the box. Now, Sir, come along;” and the stout gentleman

extended his arm, and pulled first Mr. Pickwick, and then Mr.

Snodgrass, into the barouche by main force. Mr. Winkle mounted
to the box, the fat boy waddled to the same perch, and fell fast

asleep instantly.

“ Well, gentlemen,” said the stout man, “ very glad to see you.

Know you very well, gentlemen, though you mayn’t remember me.

I spent some ev’nins at your club last winter—picked up my
friend Mr. Tupman here this morning, and very glad I was to see

him. Well, Sir, and how are youl You do look uncommon well,

to be sure.”

Mr. ..Pickwick acknowledged the compliment, and cordially

shook hands with the stout gentleman in the top boots.

“Well, and how are you, Sirl” said the stout gentleman, ad-

dressing Mr, Snodgrass with paternal anxiety. “Charming, ehl

Well, that’s right—that’s right. And how are you. Sir (to Mr.

Winkle) 'I Well, I am glad to hear you say you are well
;
very

glad I am, to be sure. My daughters, gentlemen—ray gals these

are ; and that’s my sister. Miss Rachael Wardle. She’s a Miss,

she is
;
and yet she an’t a Miss—eh, Sir—eh 1 ” And the stout

gentleman playfully inserted his elbow between the ribs of Mr.

Pickwick, and laughed very heartily.

“ Lor, brother 1 ” said Miss Wardle, with a deprecating smile.

“ True, true,” said the stout gentleman
;
“ no one can deny it.

Gentlemen, I beg your pardon ;
this is my friend Mr. Trundle.

And now you all know each other, let’s be comfortable and happy,

and see what’s going forward
;

that’s what I say.” So the stout

gentleman put on his spectacles, and Mr. Pickwick pulled out his

glass, and everybody stood up* in the carriage, and looked over

somebody else’s shoulder at the evolutions of the military.

Astounding evolutions they were, one rank firing over the

heads of another rank, and then running ai^ay
;
and then the other

rank firing over the heads of another ra^ak, and running away in

their turn
;
and then forming squares, v^ith officers in the centre

;

and then descending the trench on one side with scaling ladders,
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,
and ascending it on the other again by the same means

;
and

knocking down ban'cades of baskets, and behaving in the most

gallant manner possiole. Then there was such a ramming down
of the contents of enormous guns on the battery, with instruments

like magnified mops
;
such a JY'eparation before they were let off,

and such an awful noise when they did go, that the air resounded

with the screams of ladies. The young Miss Wardles were so

frightened, that Mr. Trundle was actually obliged to hold one of

them up,in the carriage, while M^. Snodgrass supported the other

;

and Mr. Wardle’s sister suffered under such a dreadful state of

nervous alarm, that Mr. Tupman found it indispensably necessary

to put his arm round her waist, to keep her up at all. Everybody

was excited, except the fat boy, and he slept as soundly as if tlie

roaring of cannon were his ordinary lullaby.

“Joe, Joe!” said the stout gentleman, when the citadel was

taken, and the besiegers and liesieged sat down to dinner. “ Damn
that boy, he's gone to sleep again. Be good enough to pinch him.

Sir—in the leg, if you please
;
nothing else wakes him—thank you.

Undo the hamper, Joe.”

The fat boy, who had been effectually roused by the compres-

sion of a portion of his leg, between the finger and thumb, of Mr.

Winkle, rolled oft’ the box once again, and proceeded to unf>ack the

hamper, with more expedition than could have been expected from

his^ previous inactivity.

“ Now, we must sit close,” said the stout gentleman. After a

great many jokes about squeezing the ladies’ sleeves, and a vast

quantity of blushing at sundry jocose proposals, that*the ladies

should sit in the gentlemen’s laps, the whole party were stowed

down in th^ barouche
;
and the stout gentleman proceeded to hand

the things from the fat boy (who had mounted up behind for the

purpose) into the carriage. •

“Now^ Joe, knives and forks.” The knives and forks were

handed in, and the ladies and gentlemen inside, and Mr. Winkle
on the box, were each furnished with those useful implements.

“Plates, Joe, plates.” A similar process employed in the dis-

tribution of the crockery.

“Now, Joe, the fowls. Damn that boy; he’s gone to sleep

again. Joe I Joe !” (Sundry taps® on the head with a stick, and

the fat boy, with some difficulty, roused from his lethargy). “Come,
hand in the eatables.”

There was something^ the sound of the last word, which roused

the unctuous boy. He^mped up ; and the leaden eyes, which

twinkled behind his mounminous cheeks, leered horribly upon the

food as he unpacked it from the basket.
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“Now, make haste,” said Mr. Wardle; for the fat boy was

hanging fondly over a capon, which he seemed wholly unable to

part with. The boy sighed deeply, and, bestowing an ardent gaze

upon its plumpness, unwillingly consigned it to his master.
“ That's right—look sharp. Nojjr the tongue—now the pigeon-

pie. Take care of that veal and ham—mind the lobsters—take

the salad out of the cloth—give me the dressing.” Such were the

hurried orders which issued from the lip*' of Mr. Wardle, as he

handed in the different articles ^./inscribed, and placed (Jishes in

everybody's hands, and on everybody's knees, in endless number.
“ Now, aint this capital inquired that jolly personage, when

the work of destruction had commenced.

“Capital!” said Mr. Winkle, who was carving a fowl on the

box.

“ Glass of wine
“ With the greatest pleasiu*e.”

“You'd better have a bottle to yourself, up there, had'nt you?”

“You’re very good.”

“Joe!”
“ Yes, Sir,” (He wasn’t asleep this time, having just succeeded

in abstracting a veal patty.) •

“Bottle of wine to the gentleman on the box. Glad to see

you, Sir.”

“Thankee.” Mr. Winkle emptied his glass, and placed the

bottle on the coach-box, by his side.

“Will you permit me to have the pleasure, Sir?” said Mr.

Trundle to Mr. Winkle.
“ With great pleasure,” replied Mr. Winkle to Mr. Trundle

;

and then the two gentlemen took wine, after which they took a

glass of wine round, ladies and all.

“ How dear Emily is flirting with the strfinge gentleman,”

whispered the spinster aunt, with true spinster-aunt-lik^ envy, to

her brother Mr. Wardle.

“Oh ! I don't know,” said the jolly old gentleman; “all very

natural, I dare say—nothing unusual. Mr. Pickwick, some wine,

Sir?” Mr. Pickwick, who had been deeply investigating the

interior of the pigeon -pie, readily assented.

“ Emily, my dear,” said the spinster aunt, with a patronising

air, “ don’t talk so loud, love.”

“ Lor, aunt !

”

“Aunt and the little old gentleman^^vant to have it all to

themselves, 1 think,” whispered Miss Is^vella Wardle to her sister

Emily. The young ladies laughed ver,^ heartily, and the old one

tried to look amiable, but couldn’t manage it.
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^

“Young girls have such spirits,” said Miss Wardle to Mr.
Tupman, with an air of gentle commiseration, as if animal spirits

were contraband, and their possession without a permit, a high

criiT e and misdemeanour.
“ Oh, they have,” replied ]\Jr. Tupman, not exactly making the

sort of reply that was expected from him. “ It’s quite delightful.”

“Hem !” said Miss Wardle, rather dubiously.

“Will you permit me?” said Mr. Tupman, in his blandest

manner, ^touching the enchanting Rachacrs wrist with one hand,

and gently elevating the bottle with the other. “ Will you
permit me ?”

“Oh, Sir !” Mr. Tupman looked most impressive; and Rachael

expressed her fear .that more guns were going off, in which case, of

course, she would have required support again.

“Do you think my dear nieces pretty?” whispered their affec-

tionate aunt to Mr. Tupman.
“ I should, if their aunt wasn’t here,” replied the ready Pick-

wickian, with a passionate glance.

“ Oh, you naughty man—but really, if their complexions were

a better, don’t you think they would be nice-looking girls

—

by candle-light ?” ^

“Yes; I think they would;” said Mr. Tupman, with an air of

indifference.

“ Oh, you quiz—I know what you were going to say.”

“What?” inquired Mr. Tupman, who had not precisely made
up his mind to say anything at all.

“You were going to say, that Isabella stoops—I kno*^ you were

—you men are such observers. Well, so she does
;

it can’t be

denied
;

aqd, certainly, if there is one thing more than another

that makes a girl look ugly, it is stooping. I often tell her, that

when she gets a Utile older, she’ll be quite frightful. Well, you

are a qui^ !”

Mr. Tupman had no objection to earning the reputation at so

cheap a rate : so he looked very knowing, and smiled mysteriously.

“ What a sarcastic smile,” said the admiring Rachael
;

“ I

declare I’m quite afraid of you.”
“ Afraid of me !”

“Oh, you can’t disguise any thi^jg from me—I know what that

smile means, very well.”

“What?” said Mr. Tupman, who had not the slightest notion

himself ^
“ You mean,” said Ifce amiable aunt, sinking her voice still

lower—“You mean, tha\you don’t think Isabella’s stooping is as

bad as Emily’s boldness. Well, she is bold ! You cannot thinh
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how wretched it makes me sometimes—I^m sure I cry About it foi
^

hours together—my dear brother is so good, and so unsuspicious,

that he never sees it
;

if he did, I*m quite certain it would break

his heart. I wish I could think it was only manner—I hope it

may be—” (here the affectionate relative heaved a deep sigh, and
shook her head despondingly).

“I'm sure aunt’s talking about us,” whispered Miss Emily
Wardle to her sister

—“I’m quite certain of it—she looks so

malicious.”
f, ,,

“Is she?” replied Isabella—“Hem! aunt, dear!”

“Yes, my dear love !”

“ I’m so afraid you’ll catch cold, aunt—have a silk handkerchief

to tie round your dear old head—you really should take care of

yourself—consider your age !”

However well deserved this piece of retaliation might have been,

it was as vindictive a one as could well have been resorted to.

There is no guessing in what form of reply the aunt’s indignation

would have vented itself, had not Mr. Wardle unconsciously

changed the subject, by calling emphatically for Joe.
“ Damn that boy,” said the old gentleman, “ he’s gone to sleep

again.”
“ Very extraordinary boy, that,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ does he

always sleep in this way?”
“ Sleep 1” said the old gentleman, “he’s always asleep. Goes on

errands fast asleep, and snores as he waits at table.”

“ How very odd !” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah! odd indeed,” returned the old gentleman; “I’m proud

of that boy—wouldn’t part with him on any account—damme, he’s

a natural curiosity! Here, Joe—Joe—take these things away, and

open another bottle—d’ye hear ?”

The fat boy rose, opened his eyes, > swallowed the huge piece of

pie he had been in the act of masticating when he last fell asleep,

and slowly obeyed his master’s o lers—gloating languidly over the

remains of the feast, as he removed the plates, and deposited them
in the hamper. The fresh bottle was produced, and speedily

emptied ; the hamper was made fast in its old place—the fat boy

once more mounted the box—the spectacles and pocket-glass were

again adjusted—and the evolutions of the military recommenced.

There was a great fizzing and banging of guns, and starting of

ladies—and then a mine was sprung, to the gratification of every

body—and when the mine had gone off, ^,e militaiy and the com-

pany followed its example, and went off ^ix)0.

“ Now, mind,” said the old gentlemqa, as he shook hands with

Mr. Pickwick at the conclusion of a conversation which had been
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• carried on tft intervals, during the conclusion of the proceedings

—

“ we shall see you al to-morrow.”

“Most certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
‘‘ You have got the address V*

“ Manor Farm, Dingley said Mr. Pickwick, consulting

his pocket-book.
“ That's it,” said the old gentleman. “ I don’t let you oflf,

mind, under a week
;
and undertake that you shall see everytliing

worth seeing. If you’ve come iown for a country life, come to

me, and I’ll give you plenty of it. Joe—damn that boy, he’s

gone to sleep again—Joe, help Tom put in the horses.”

The horses were put in—the driver mounted—the fat boy

clambered up by 'his side—farewells were exchanged—and the

carriage rattled off. As the Pickwickians turned round to take a

last glimpse of it, the setting sun cast a rich glow on the faces of

their entertainers, and fell upon the form of the fat boy. His

head was sunk upon his bosom
;
ana he slumbered again.

CHAPTER V.

k SHORT ONE—SHOWING, AMONG OTHER MATTERS, HOW MR.

PICKWICK UNDERTOOK TO DRIVE, AND MR. WINKLE TO

ride; AND HOW THEY BOTH DID IT.

Bright and pleasant was the sky, balmy the air, and beautiful

the appearance of every object around, as Mr. Pickwick leant

over the balustrades
.
of Rochester Bridge, contemplating nature,

and waiting for breakfast. ^ The scene was indeed one, which

might well have charmed a far less reflective mind, than that to

which it was presented.

On the left of the spectator lay the ruined wall, broken in many
places, and in some, overhanging the narrow beach below in rude

and heavy masses. Huge knots of sea-weed hung upon the jagged

and pointed stones, trembling in every breath of wind
;
and the

green ivy clung mournfully round thfe dark, and ruined battlements.

Behind it rose the ancient castle, its towers roofless, and its massive

walls crumbling away, but telling us proudly of its old might and

strength, as when, sevell^undred years ago, it rang with the clash

of arms, or resounded wiflk the noise of feasting and revelry. On
either side, the banks of tnb Medway, covered with corn-fields and

pastures, with here and there a windmill, or a distant church
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Btretched away as far as the eye could see, presenting la rich and
varied landscape, rendered more beautiful by the changing shadows
which passed swiftly across it, as the thin and half-formed clouds

skimmed away in the light of the morning sun. The river, reflect-

ing the clear blue of the sky, glistdned and sparkled as it flowed

noiselessly on
;
and the oars of the- fishermen dipped into the water

with a clear and liquid sound, as their heavy but picturesque boats

glided slowly down the stream.

Mr. Pickwick was roused front the agreeable reverie into which
he had been led by the objects before him, by a deep sigh, and a

touch on his shoulder. He turned round : and the dismal man was
at his side.

“ Contemplating the scene?” inquired the diSmal man.
“ I was,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ And congratulating yourself on being up so soon ?” Mr.

Pickwick nodded assent.

“ Ah
!

people need to rise early, to see the sun in all his

splendour, for his brightness seldom lasts the day through. The
morning of day and the morning of life are but too ranch alike.”

“ You speak truly. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwiok.
** How common the saying,” continued the dismal man, “

‘ The
morning’s too fine to last’ How well might it be applied to our

every-day existence. God I what would I forfeit to have the days

of my childhood restored, or to be able to forget them for ever !

.”

“You have seen much trouble. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, com-

passionately.

“ I have,” said the dismal man, hurriedly
;

“ I have. More
than those who see me now would believe possible.” He paused

for an instant, and then said, abruptly, •

“ Did it ever strike you, on such a morniqg as this, that drown-

ing would be happiness and peace?”
“ God bless me, no !” replied Mr. Pickwick, edging a little from

the balustrade, as the possibility oi the dismal man’s tipping him
over, by way of experiment, occurred to him rather forcibly.

“ / have thought so, often,” said the dismal man, without

noticing the action. “The calm, cool water seems to me to

murmur an invitation to repose and rest. A bound, a splash, a

brief struggle
;
there is an eddj for an instant, it gradually subsides

into a gentle ripple
;
the waters have closed above your head, and

the world has closed upon your miseries and misfortunes for ever.”

The sunken eye of the dismal man flaiMd brightly as he spoke,

but the momentary excitement quickly/subsided
;
and he turned

calmly away, as he said— ^

“There—enough of that. I wished to see you on another
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• subject You invited me to read that paper, the night before last,

and listened attenti ^ely while I did so.”

“ I did,” replied Mr. Pickwick
;

“ and I certainly thought ”

“I asked for no opinion,” said the dismal man, interrupting

him, “ and I want none. Y^u are travelling for amusement and

instruction. Suppose I forwarded you a curious manuscript

—

observe, not curious because wild or improbable, but curious as a

leaf from the romance of real life. Would you communicate it to

the club,- of which you have spokljn so frequently ?
”

‘‘ Certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick, y if you wished it
;
and it

would bo entered on their transactions.”

“ You shall have it,” replied the dismal man. “ Your address
;

”

and, Mr. Pickwick having communicated their probable route, the

dismal man carefully noted it down in a greasy pocket-book, and,

resisting Mr. Pickwick’s pressing invitation to breakfast, left that

gentleman at his inn, and walked slowly away.

Mr. Pickwick found that his three companions had risen, and

were waiting his arrival to commence breakfast, which was ready

laid in tempting display. They sat down to the meal
;
and broiled

ham, eggs, tea, cofTc^, and sundries, l)egan to disappear with a

rapidity which at once bore testimony to the excellence of the fare,

and the appetites of its consumers.

“Now, about Manor Farm,” said Mr. Pickwick. “How shall

we. go 1
”

“ We had better consult the waiter, perhaps,” said Mr. Tupman
;

and the waiter was summoned accordingly.

“ Dinglcy Dell, gentlemen— fifteen miles, gentlemen — cross

road—postchaise. Sir 1
”

“ Post-chaise won’t hold more than two,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ True, Sir—beg your pardon. Sir.—Very nice four-wheel chai.se,

Sir—seat for two behind—one in front for the gentleman that

drives—oh ! beg your pardon. Sir—that’ll only hold three.”

“ What’s to be done 1 ” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“ Perhaps one of the gentlemen like to ride. Sir,” suggested the

waiter, looking towards Mr. Winkle
;
“ very good saddle horses,

Sir—any of Mr. Wardle’s men coming to Rochester, bring ’em

back. Sir.”

“ The very thing,” said Mr. Pidkwick. “ Winkle, will you go

on horseback ?
”

Now Mr. Winkle did entertain considerable misgivings in the

very lowest recesses of>bis own heart, relative to his equestrian

skill; but, as he would^ot have them even suspected on any
account, he at once repliea with great hardihood, “ Certainly. I

should enjoy it, of all things.”
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Mr. Winkle had ruBhed upon his fate
;
there was no resource. <

** Let them be at the door by eleven,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Very well, Sir,” replied the waiter.

The waiter retired
;
the breakfast concluded

;
and the travellers

ascended to their respective bedimoms, to prepare a change of

clothing, to take with them on their approaching expedition.

Mr. Pickwick had made his preliminary arrangements, and was
looking over the coffee-room blinds at the passengers in the street,

when the waiter entered, and ^ announced that the chaise was
ready—an announcement which the vehicle itself confirmed, by
forthwith appearing before the coffee-room blinds aforesaid.

It was a curious little green box on four wheels, with a low

place like a wine bin for two behind, and an elevated perch for one

in front, drawn by an immense brown horse, displaying great

symmetry of bone. An hostler stood near it, holding by the bridle

another immense horse—apparently a near relative of the animal

in the chaise—ready saddled for Mr. Winkle.
“ Bless my soul !

” said Mr. Pickwick, as they stood upon the

pavement while the coats were being put in. “ Bless my soul

!

who’s to drive? I never thought of that.”

“ Oh ! you, of course,” said Mr. Tupman.
“ Of course,” said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ I !

” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.
“ Not the slightest fear. Sir,” interposed the hostler. “ Warrant

him quiet, Sir; a hinfant in arms might drive him.”
“ He don’t shy, does he ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Shy, Sir?—He wouldn’t shy if he was to meet a vaggin-load

of monkeys, with their tails burnt off.”

The last recommendation was indisputable. Mr. Tupman and

Mr. Snodgrass got into the bin
;

Mr. Pickwick ascended to his

perch, and deposited his feet on a floor-clothed shelf, erected

beneath it, for that purpose. ’

“Now, shiny Villiam,” said tlie hostler to the deputy hostler,

“give the gen’lm’n the ribbins.” “Shiny Villiam”—so called,

probably, from his sleek hair and oily countenance—placed the

reins in Mr. Pickwick’s left hand
;
and the upper hostler thrust a

whip into his right.

“ Woo," cried Mr. Pickwick, as the tall quadruped evinced a

decided inclination to back into the coffee-room window.
“ Wo—0,” echoed Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass, from the bin.

“Only his playfulness, gen’lm’n,” said the head hostler, en-

couragingly, “jist kitch hold on him^ Villiam.” The deputy

restrained the animal’s impetuosity, bjHx the principal ran to assist

Mr. Winkle in mounting.
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^
“ T’other side, Sir, if you please.”

“ Blowed if the g in’lm’n worn’t a gettin’ up on the wrong side,”

whispered a grinning post-boy, to the inexpressibly gratified waiter.

Mr. Winkle, thus instructed, climbed into his saddle, with

about as much difficulty as he would have experienced in getting

up the side of a first-rate man-of-war.
“ All right ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, with an inward presenti-

ment that it was all wrong.
“ All right,” replied Mr. Winkle faintly.

“ Let ’em go,” cried the hostler,—“ Hold him in. Sir
;
” and

away went the chaise, and the saddle horse, with Mr. Pickwick on

the box of the one, and Mr. Winkle on the back of the other, to

the delight and gratification of the whole inn yard.

“ What makes him go sideways ? ” said Mr. Snodgrass in the

bin, to Mr. Winkle in the saddle.

I can’t imagine,” replied Mr. Winkle. His horse was going

up the street in the most mysterious manner—side lirst, with his

head towards one side of the way, and his tail to the other.

Mr. Pickwick had no leisure to observe either this, or any

other particular, the whole of his faculties being concentrated in

the management of thi animal attached to the chaise, who displayed

various peculiarities, highly interesting to a by-stander, but by no

means equally amusing to any one seated behind him. Besides

constantly jerking his head up, in a very unpleasant and uncom-

fortable manner, and tugging at the reins to an extent which

rendered it a matter of great difficulty for Mr. Pickwick to hold

them, he had a singular propensity for darting suddenly every now
and then to the side of the road, then stopping short, and then

rushing forward for some minutes, at a speed which it was wholly

impossible to control

“What can he mean by i'his?" said Mr. Snodgrass, when the

horse had .executed this manoeuvre for the twentieth time.

“ I don’t know,” replied Mr. Tupman
;

“ it loois very like

shying, don’t it ? ” Mr. Snodgrass was about to reply, when he was

interrupted by a shout from Mr. Pickwick.
“ Woo,” said that gentleman, “ I have dropped my whip.”
“ Winkle,” cried Mr. Snodgrass, as the equestrian came trotting

up on the tall horse, with his hat wer his ears : and shaking all

over, as if he would shake to pieces, with the violence of the

exercise. “ Pick up the whip, there’s a good fellow.” Mr. Winkle

pulled at the bridle of tljs tall horse till he was black in the face

;

and having at length ^^ceeded in stopping him, dismounted,

handed the whip to Mr. Pmkwick, and grasping the reins, prepared

to remount.
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Now whether the tall horse, in the natural playfulness of his

disposition, was desirous of having a little innocent recreation with

Mr. Winkle, or whether it occurred to him that he could perform

the journey as much to his own satisfaction without a rider as with

one, are points upon which, of course, we can arrive at no definite

and distinct conclusion. By whatever motives the animal was
actuated, certain it is that Mr. Winkle had no sooner touched the

reins, than he slipped them over his head, and darted backwards
to their full length.

“ Poor fellow,” said Mr. Winkle, soothingly,—“ poor fellow

—

good old horse.” The “ poor fellow ” was proof against flattery

:

the more Mr. Winkle tried to get nearer him, the more he sidled

away
;
and, notwithstanding all kinds of coaxing and wheedling,

there were Mr. Winkle and the horse going round and round each

other for ten minutes, at the end of which time each was at precisely

the same distance from the other as when they first commenced

—

an unsatisfactory sort of thing under any circumstances, but

particularly so in a lonely road, where no assistance can be pro-

cured.

“What am I to do?” shouted Mr. Winkle, after the dodging

had been prolonged for a considerable time. “ What am I to do ?

I can’t get on him ?
”

“You had better lead him till we come to a turnpike,” replied

Mr. Pickwick from the chaise.

“ But ho won’t come,” roared Mr. Winkle. “ Do come, and

hold him.’

]\Ir. Pickwick was the very personation of kindness and

humanity : he threw the reins on the horse’s back, and having

descended from his seat, carefully drew the chaise into, the hedge,

lest anything should come along the road, and stepped back to the

assistance of his distressed companion, leaving Mr. Tupman and

Mr. Snodgrass in the vehicle.

The horse no sooner beheld I'r, Pickwick advancing towards

him, with the chaise whip in his hand, than he exchanged the

rotary motion in which he had previously indulged, for a retro-

grade movement of so very determined a character, that it at once

drew Mr. Winkle, who was still at the end of the bridle, at a

rather quicker rate than fast wr^king, in the direction from which

they had just come. Mr. Pickwick ran to his assistance, but the

faster Mr. Pickwick ran forward, the faster the horse ran back-

ward. There was a great scraping of fe^^ and kicking up of the

dust; and at last Mr. Winkle, his arms.'^ing nearly pulled out 6i

their sockets, fairly let go his hold. .he horse paused, stared,

shook his head, turned round, and quietly trotted home to Rochester,
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leaving Mr. Winkle and Mr. Pickwick gazing on eac^i other with

countenances of blank dismay. A rattling noise at a little distance*

attracted their attention. They looked up.

Bless my soul !
” exclaimed the agonized Mr. Pickwick,

“ there’s the other horse running 2^ay !

”

It was but too true. The animal was startled by the noise,

and the reins were on his back. The result may be guessed. He
tore off with the four-wheeled chaise behind him, and Mr. Tupman
and Mr. Snodgrass in the four-wheeled chaise. The heat was a

short one. Mr. Tupman threw himself into the hedge, Mr.

Snodgrass followed his example, the horse dashed the four-wheeled

chaise against a wooden bridge, separated the wheels from the

body, and the bin from the perch ; and finally(.stood stock still, to

gaze upon the ruin he had made.

The first care of the two unspilt friends was to extricate their

unfortunate companions from their bed of quickset— a process

which gave them the unspeakable satisfaction of discovering that

they had sustained no iiyury, beyond sundry rents in their garments,

and various lacerations from the brambles. The next thing to be

done was, to unharness the horse. This complicated process having

been effected, the party walked slowly for/ard, leading the horse

among them, and abandoning the chaise to its fate.

An hour’s walking brought the travellers to a little road-side

public house, with two elm-trees, a horse trough, and a sign-post,

in front
;
one or two deformed hay-ricks behind, a kitchen gaMen

at the side, and rotten sheds and mouldering out-houses, jumbled

in strange confusion, all about it. A red-headed man waa working

in the garden ; and to him Mr. Pickwick called lustily
—“ Hallo

there !

”

The red headed man raised his body, shaded his eyes with his

hand, and stared, long and coolly, at Mr. Fickwick and his com-

panions.

“ Hallo there !
” repeated Mr. Pickwick.

“ Hallo !
” was the red-headed man’s reply.

“ How far is it to Dingley Dell ?
”

“ Better er seven mile.”

“ Is it a good road 1
”

“No, t’ant.” Having uttf-red this brief reply, and apparently

satisfied himself with another scrutiny, the red-headed man resumed

his work.
“ We want to put this horse up here^^^said Mr. Pickwick

;
“I

suppose we can, can’t we 1” f
“Want to put that ere horse up,rdo eel” repeated the red-

headed man, leaning on his spade.
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. “Of cousse,” replied Mr. Pickwick, who had by this time

advanced, horse in hanc\ to the garden rails.

“ Missus ”—roared che man with the red head, emerging from

the gaiden, and looking very hard at the horse—“ Missus.”

A tall bony woman—straigl^ all the way down—in a coarse

blue pelisse, with the waist an inch or two below her arm-pits,

responded to the call.

“ Can we put this horse up here, my good woman 1 ” said Mr.

Tupman, advancing, and speakings in his most seductive tones.

The woman looked very hard at the whole party ; and the red-

headed man whispered something in her ear.

“No,” replied the woman, after a little consideration, “I^m
afeerd on it.” •

“Afraid!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, “what^s the woman
afraid of I

”

“It got us in trouble last time,” said the woman, turning

into the house
;
“I woant have nothin* to say to *un.’*

“ Most extraordinary thing I ever met with in my life,” said

the astonished Mr. Pickwick.
“ I—I—really believe,” whispered Mr. Winkle, as his friends

gathered round him, that they think we have come by this

horse in some dishonest manner.**
“ What 1

** exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, in a storm of indignatioa

Mr. .Winkle modestly repeated his suggestion.
“ Hallo, you fellow !

** said the angry Mr. Pickwick, “ do you
think we stole this horse ?

”

“ I*m sure ye did,** replied the red-headed man, with a grin

which agitated his countenance from one auricular organ to the

other. Saymg which, he turned into the house, and banged the

door after him.

“It*s like a dream,**—ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, “a hideous

dream. The idea of a man*s walking about, all day, with a dread-

ful horse that he can*t get rid of !
** The depressed Pickwickians

turned moodily away, with the tall quadruped, for which they all

felt the most unmitigated disgust, following slowly at their heels.

It waa late in the afternoon, when the four friends and their

four-footed companion, turned into the lane leading to Manor
Farm : and even when they were so near their place of destination,

the pleasure they would otherwise have experienced, was materially

damped as they reflected on the singularity of their appearance,

and the absurdity of the?.s situation. Tom clothes, lacerated faces,

dusty shoes, exhausted lo^s, and, above all, the horse. Oh, how
Mr. Pickwick cursed that^iorse ; he had eyed the noble animal

from time to time with looks expressive of hatred and revenge

;

D
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more than once he had calculated the probable amount of the

expense he would incur by cutting his throat
;
and now the tempta-

tion to destroy him, or to cast him loose upon the world, rushed

upon his mind with tenfold force. He was roused from a medita-

tion on these dire imaginings, hsr the sudden appearance of two
figures, at a turn of the lane. It was Mr. Wardle, and his faithful

attendant, the fat boy.

“ Why, where have you been ? ” said the hospitable old gentle-

man. “IVe been waiting fon.you all day. Well, you do look

tired. What ! Scratches ! Not hurt, I hope—eh 1 Well, I am
glad to bear that—very. So you’ve been spilt, eh ? Never mind.

Common accident in these parts. Joe—damn tliat boy, he’s asleep

again—Joe take that horse from the gentleman, and lead it into

the stable.”

The fat boy sauntered heavily behind them with the animal

and the old gentleman condoling with his guests in homely phrase,

on so much of the day’s adventures as they thought proper to

communicate, led the way to the kitchen.

“ We’ll have you put to rights here,” sa'd the old gentleman,
“ and then I’ll introduce you to the people in the parlour. Emma,
bring out the cherry brandy

;
now, Jane, a Needle and thread here

;

towels and water, Mary. Come, girls, bustle about.”

Three or four buxom girls speedily dispersed in search of the

different articles in requisition, while a couple of large-headed,

circular-visaged males rose from their seats in the chimney corner,

(for although it was a May evening, their attachment to the wood
fire appeared as cordial as if it were Christmas,) and dived into

some obscure recesses, from which they speedily produced a bottle

of blacking, and some half-dozen brushes.
** Bustle,” said the old gentleman again, but the admonition

was quite unnecessary, for one of the girls poured out the cherry

brandy, and another brought in the towels, and one cf the men
suddenly seizing Mr. Fickw.jk by the leg, at the imminent hazard

of throwing him off his balance, brushed away at his boot, till his

corns were red-hot
;
while the other shampoo’d Mr. Winkle with a

heavy clothes brush, indulging, during the operation, in that hiss-

ing sound, which hostlers are wont to produce, when engaged in

rubbing down a horse.

Mr. Snodgrass, having concluded his ablutions, took a survey

of the room, while standing with his back to the fire, sipping his

cherry brandy with heartfelt satisfactior- He describes it, as a

large apartment, with a red brick floorAnd a capacious chimney

;

the ceiling garnished with hams, sides oj bacon, and ropes of onions.

The walls were decorated with several hunting-whips, two or three
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J)ri(lleB, a saddle, and an old rusty blunderbuss, with an inscription

below it, intimj ting that it was “ Loaded ”—as it had been, on the

same authority, for half a century at least. An old eight>day

clock, of solemn and sedate demeanour, ticked gravely in one

corner ; and a silver watch, of ^qual antiquity, dangled from one

of the many hooks which ornamented the dresser.

“ Ready?” said the old gentleman inquiringly, when his guests

had been washed, mended, brushed, and brandied.

“ Quit^” replied Mr. Pickwick.#
“ Come along then,” and the party having traversed several

(lark passages, and being joined by Mr. Tupman, who had lingered

behind to snatch a kiss from Emma, for which he had been duly

rewarded with sundry pushings and scratchings, arrived at the

parlour door.

“ Welcome,” said their hospitable host, throwing it open and
stepping forward to announce them, “Welcome, gentlemen, to

Manor Farm.”

CHAPTER VI.

AN OLD-FASHIONED CARD-PARTY—THE CLERGYMAN'S VERSES

—

THE STORY OP THE CONVICT'S RETURN.

Several guests who were assembled in the old parlour, rose

to greet Mr. Pickwick and his friends upon their entrance
;
and

during the performance of the ceremony of introduction, with all

due formalities, Mr. Pickwick had leisure to observe the appear-

ance, and speculate upon the characters and pursuits, of the persons

by whom he was surrounded—a habit in which he in common with

many other great menMelighbed to indulge.

A very old lady, in a lofty cap and faded silk gown—no less a

personage than Mr. Wardle's mother—occupied the post of honour

on the right-hand corner of the chimney-piece
;
and various certi-

ficates of her having been brought up in the way she should go

when young, and of her not having departed from it when old,

ornamented the walls, in the form of samplers of ancient date,

worsted landscapes of equal antiquity, and crimson silk tea-kettle

holders of a more modem period. The aunt, the two young ladies,

and Mr. Wardle, each vying with the other in paying zealous and

unremitting attentions the old lady, crowded round her easy

chair, one holding her earV-rumpet, another an orange, and a third

a smelling-bottle, while a fdarth was busily engaged in patting and

punching the pillows, which were arranged for her support. On
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the opposite side, sat a bald-headed old gentleman/ with a good'

humoured benevolent face—the clergyman of Dingley Dell
;
and

next him sat his wife, a stout blooming old lady, who looked as if

she were well skilled, not only in tlie art and mystery of manufac-

turing home-made cordials greatly to other people’s satisfaction,

but of tasting them occasionally very much to her own. A little

hard-headed, Ripstone pippin-faced man, was conversing with a fat

old gentleman in one corner
;
and two or three more old gentlemen,

and two or three more old ladi'^, sat bolt-upright and .motionless

on their chairs, staring very hard at Mr. Pickwick and his fellow-

voyagers.

“ Mr. Pickwick, mother,” said Mr. Wardle, at the very top of

his voice. »

“Ah!” said the old lady, shaking her head; “I can’t hear

you.”
“ Mr. Pickwick, grandma 1

” screamed both the young ladies

together.

“ Ah !
” exclaimed the old lady. “ Well

;
it don’t much matter.

He don’t care for an old ’ooman like me, I dare say.”

“ I assure you. Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, grasping the old

lady’s hand
;
and speaking so loud that the exertion imparted a

crimson hue to his benevolent countenance
;
“I assure you, Ma’am,

that nothing delights me more, than to see a lady of your time of

life beading so fine a family, and looking so young and well.”

“Ah !” said the old lady, after a short pause
;

“It’s all very

fine, I dare say ; but I can’t hear him.”

“Grandma’s rather put out now,” said Miss Isabella Wardle,

in a low tone; “but she’ll talk to you presently.”

Mr. Pickwick nodded his readiness to humour the infirmities

of age, and entered into a general conversation with the other

members of the circle.

“ Delightful situation this/' said Mr. Pickwick. «

“ Delightful I
” echoed Messrs. Snodgrass, Tupman, and Winkle.

“Well, I think it is,” said Mr. Wardle.
“ There ain’t a better spot o’ ground in all Kent, Sir,” said the

hard-headed man with the pippin-face
;
“ there ain’t indeed. Sir

—

I’m sure there ain’t, Sir*” and the hard-headed man looked

triumphantly round, as if he had been very much contradicted by
somebody, but had got the better of him at last.

“ There ain't a better spot o’ ground in all Kent,” said the

hard-headed man again, after a pause. ^

“ ’Cept Mullins’ Meadows,” observe^ the fat man, solemnly.
“ Mullins’ Meadows !

” ejaculated Hhe other, with profound

contempt.
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.
“ Ah, MuHins’ I leadows,” repeated the fat man.
“ Reg’lar good land that,” interposed another fat man.
“ And BO it is, sure-ly,” said a third fat man.
“ Everybody knows that,” said the corpulent host.

The hard-headed man lookedtiubiously round, but finding hin»

self in a minority, assumed a compassionate air, and said no more.
“ What are they talking about ] ” inquired the old lady of one

of her grand-daughters, in a very audible voice; for, like many
deaf people, she never seemed to^calculate on the possibility of

other persons hearing what she said herself.

“About the land, grandma.”
“ What about the land ?—Nothing the matter, is there ?

”

“No, no. Mr. Miller was saying our land was better than

Mullins' Meadows.”
“ How should he know anything about it ?

” inquired the old

lady indignantly. “ Miller's a conceited coxcomb, and you may tell

him I said so.” Saying which, the old lady, quite unconscious

that she bad spoken above a whisper, drew herself up, and looked

carving knives at the hard-headed delinquent.

“ Come, come,” said the bustling host, with a natural anxiety

to change the conversation,—“What say you to a rubber, Mr.

Pickwick ?
”

“T should like it of all things,” replied that gentleman; “but
pray don't make up one on my account.”

“Oh, I assure you, mother's very fond of a rubber,” said Mr.
Wardle

;
“ ain’t you mother ?

”

The old lady, who was much less deaf on this subject than on
any other, replied in the affirmative.

“Joe, Jew,” said the old gentleman—“Joe—damn that—oh,

here he is
;
put out the card-tables.”

The lethargic youtli contrtved without any additional rousing,

to set out two caritables
;
the one for Pope Joan, and the other

for whist. The whist-players were, Mr. Pickwick and the old lady
;

Mr. Miller and the fat gentleman. The round game comprised

the rest of the company.

The rubber was conducted with all that gravity of deportment,

and sedateness of demeanour, which befit the pursuit entitled
“ whist ”—a solemn observance, to which, as it appears to us, the

title of “game” has been very irreverently and ignoininiously applied.

The round-game table on the other hand, was so boisterously meriy,

as materially to ihterru'£«t the contemplations of Mr. Miller, who
not being quite so much'Ubsorbed as he ought to have been,

contrived to commit various high crimes and misdemeanours, which
excited the wrath of the fat gentleman to a very great extent, and
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called forth the good-humour of the old lady in a ))roportionate

degree.
** There !

” said the criminal Miller triumphantly, as he took up

the odd trick at the conclusion of a hand
;

“ that could not have

been played better, I flatter myDelf ;—impossible to have made
another trick !

”

“ Miller ought to have trumped the diamond, oughtn’t he. Sir 1
”

said the old lady.

Mr. Pickwick nodded assentt' »

“Ought I, thought” said the unfortunate, with a doubtful

appeal to his partner.

“You ought Sir,” said the fat gentleman in an awful voice.

“ Very sorry,” said the crest-fallen Miller.
“

“ Much use that,” growled the fat gentleman.
“ Two by honours—makes us eight,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Another hand. “ Can you one ? ” inquired the old lady.

“ I can,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Double, single, and the

rub.”

“ Never was such luck,” said Mr. Miller.

“ Never was such cards,” said the fat gentleman.

A solemn silence
;
Mr. Pickwick humorous, the old lady serious,

the fat gentleman captious, and Mr. Miller timorous.

“ Another double,” said the old lady : triumphantly making a

memorandum of the circumstance, by placing one sixpence and a

battered halfpenny, under the candlestick.

“ A double. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Quite aware of the fact, Sir,” replied the fat gentleman

sharply.

Another game, with a similar result, was foliowedt by a revoke

from the unlucky Miller
;
on which the fat gentleman burst into a

state of high personal excitement which lasted until the conclusion

of the game, when he retired into a comer, and remained perfectly

mute for one hour and twenty-seven minutes
;
at the end of which

time, he emerged from his retirement, and offered Mr. Pickwick

a pinch of snuff with the air of a man who had made up his mind
to a Christian forgiveness of injuries sustained. The old lady’s

hearing decidedly improved, and the unlucky Miller felt as much
out of his element, as a dolphm in a sentry-box.

Meanwhile the round game proceeded right merrily. Isabella

Wardle and Mr. Trundle “ went partners,” and Emily Wardle and
Mr. Snodgrass did the same

;
and evp\ Mr. Tupman and the

spinster aunt, established a joint-stock o^mpany of fish and flattery.

Old Mr. Wardle was in the very heigh u of his jollity
;
and he was

so funny in his management of the board, and the old ladies were
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^ sharp after their winnings, that the whole table waa in a per-

petual roar of merrii lent and laughter. There was one old lady who
always bad about half a dozen cards to pay for, at which every-

body laughed, regularly every, round; and when the old lady

looked cross at having to pay, they laughed louder than ever
;
on

which the old lady^s face gradually brightened up, till at last she

laughed louder than any of them. Then, when the spinster aunt

got “ matrimony,” the young ladies laughed afresh, and the spinster

aunt seemed disposed to be petMsh
;

till, feeling Mr. Tupman
squeezing her hand under the table, ihe brightened up too, and

looked rather knowing as if matrimony in reality were not quite

so far off as some people thought for
;

whereupon everybody

laughed again, and especially old Mr. Wardle, who enjoyed a joke

as much as the youngest. As to Mr. Snodgrass, he did nothing

but whisper poetical sentiments into his partner's ear, which made
one old gentleman facetiously sly, about partnerships at cards and

partnerships for life, and caused the aforesaid old gentleman to

make some remarks thereupon, accompanied with divers winks

and chuckles, which made the company very merry and the old

gentleman’s wife especially so. And Mr. Winkle came out with

jokes which are very well known in town, but are not .at all

known in the country
;
and as everybody laughed at them very

heartily, and said they were very capital, Mr. Winkle was in a

state of great honour and glory. And the benevolent clergyman

looked pleasantly on
;

for the happy faces which surrounded the

table made the good old man 1‘eel happy too
;
and though the

merriment was rather boisterous, still it came from tlie heart and

not from the lips : and this is the right sort of merriment, after

all. •

The evening glided swiftly away, in these cheerful recreations
;

and when the substantial, though homely supper had been de-

spatched, jmd the little party formed a social circle round the fire,

Mr. Pickwick thought he had never felt so happy ia his life, and
at no time so much disposed to enjoy, and make the most of, the

passing moments.

“Now this,” said the hospitable host, who was sitting in great

state next the old lady’s arm-chair, with her hand fast clasped in

his—“ This is just what I like—thep happiest moments of my life

have been passed at this old fire-side : and I am so attached to it,

that I keep up a blazing fire here every evening, until it actually

grows too hot to bear it. Why, my poor old mother, here, used

to sit before this fire-place^mpon that little stool, when she was a

girl—didn’t you, mother ?

The tear which starts unbidden to the eye when the recoUec
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tion of old times and the happiness of many years ago, is suddenly

recalled, stole down the old lady’s face, as she shook her head with

a melancholy smile.

You must excuse my talking about this old place, Mr. Pick-

wick,” resumed the host, after a short pause—“ for I love it dearly,

and know no other—the old houses and fields seem like living

friends to me : and so does our little church with the ivy,—about

which, by-the-by, our excellent friend there, made a song when he

first came amongst us. Mr. Snodgrass, have you arything in

your glass % ”

“ Plenty, thank you,” replied that gentleman, whose poetic

curiosity had been greatly excited by the last observations of his

entertainer. “ I beg your pardon, but you were talking about the

song of the Ivy.”

“You must ask our friend opposite about that,” said the host

knowingly : indicating the clergyman by a nod of his head.
“ May I say that I should like to hear you repeat it, Sir ?

”

said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Why really,” replied the clergyman, “ it’s a very slight affair

;

and the only excuse I have for having ever perpetrated it, is, that

I was a young man at the time. Such as it is, however, you shall

hear it if you wish.”

A murmur of curiosity was of course the reply
;
and the old

gentleman proceeded to recite, with the aid of sundry promptings

from his wife, the lines in question. “ I call them,” said he,

Cfje ©renu

Oh, a dainty plant is the Ivy green,

That creepeth o’er ruins old ! v

Of right choice food are his meals, I ween,

In his cell so lone and cold;

The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed,

To pleasure his dair whim :

Ana the mouldering dust that years have made,
Is a merry meal for him.

Creeping where no life is seen,

A rare old plant is the Ivy green.

Fast he stealeth on, though he wears no wings,
And a staunch o' I ^icart has he.

How closely he twineth, how tight he clings,

To his friend the huge Oak Tree !

And slily he traileth along the ground,
And his leaves he gently waves.
As he joyously hugs and crawl th round
The rich mould of dead men’s^aves.

Creeping where grim' death has been,

A rare old plant is the Ivy green.
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•

^ “Of couwe,” replied Mr. Pickwick, who had by this time

advanced, horse in 1 and, to the garden rails.

“ Missus ”—roared the man with the red head, emerging from

the garden, and looking very hard at the horse—“ Missus.”

A tall bony woman—straig^ all the way down—in a coarse

blue pelisse, with the waist an inch or two below her arm-pits,

responded to the call.

“ Can we put this horse up here, my good woman 1 ” said Mr.

Tupman, advancing, and speaking in his most seductive tones.

The woman looked very hard at the whole party
;
and the red-

headed man whispered something in her ear.

“No,” replied the woman, after a little consideration, “I’m
afeerd on it.” •

“Afraid!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, “what’s the woman
afraid of I

”

“It got us in trouble last time,” said the woman, turning

into the house
;
“ I woant have nothin* to say to ’un.”

“ Most extraordinary thing I ever met with in my life,” said

the astonished Mr. Pickwick.
“ I—I—really believe,” whispered Mr. Winkle, as his friends

gathered round him, “that they think we have come by this

horse in some dishonest manner.”
“ What !

” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, in a storm of indignatioa

Mr. Winkle modestly repeated his suggestion.
“ Hallo, you fellow I

” said the angry Mr. Pickwick, “ do you
think we stole this horse ?

”

“ I’m sure ye did,” replied the red-headed man,Vith a grin

which agitated his countenance from one auricular organ to the

other. Sayyig which, he turned into the house, and banged the

door after him.

“It’s like a dream,”—ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, “a hideous

dream. The idea of a man’s walking about, aU day, with a dread-

ful horse that he can’t get rid of 1
” The depressed Pickwickians

turned moodily away, with the tall quadruped, for which they all

felt the most unmitigated disgust, following slowly at their heels.

It was late in the afternoon, when the four friends and their

four-footed companion, turned into the lane leading to Manor
Farm : and even when they were so near their place of destination,

the pleasure they would otherwise have experienced, was materially

damped as they reflected on the singularity of their appearance,

and the absurdity of their situation. Tom clothes, lacerated faces,

dusty shoes, exhausted locks, and, above all, the horse. Oh, how
Mr. Pickwick cursed that^orse : be had eyed the noble animal

from time to time with looks expressive of hatred and revenge

;

D
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more than once he had calculated the probable amount of th«

expense he would incur by cutting his throat
;
and now the tempta-

tion to destroy him, or to cast him loose upon the world, rushed

upon his mind with tenfold force.
^
He was roused from a medita-

tion on these dire imaginings, hff the sudden appearance of two

figures, at a turn of the lane. It was Mr. Wardle, and his faithful

attendant, the fat boy.

“ Why, where have you been 1 ” said the hospitable old gentle-

man. “I’ve been waiting for<,you all day. Well, ycyi do look

tired. What ! Scratches ! Not hurt, I hope—eh ? Well, I am
glad to hear that—very. So you’ve been spilt, eh 1 Never mind.

Common accident in these parts. Joe—damn that boy, he’s asleep

again—Joe take that horse from the gentleman, and lead it into

the stable.”

The fat boy sauntered heavily behind them with the animal;

and the old gentleman condoling with his guests in homely phrase,

on so much of the day’s adventures as they thought proper to

communicate, led the way to the kitchen.

“We’U have you put to rights here,” said the old gentleman,
“ and then I’ll introduce you to the people in the parlour. Emma,
bring out the cherry brandy

;
now, Jane, a needle and thread here

;

towels' and water, Ma’^y. Come, girls, bustle about.”

Three or four buxom girls speedily dispersed in search of the

diflfereut articles in requisition, while a couple of large-headed,

circular-visaged males rose from their seats in the chimney corner,

(for although it was a May evening, their attachment to the wood
fire appeared as cordial as if it were Christmas,) and dived into

some obscure recesses, from which they speedily produced a bottle

of blacking, and some half-dozen brushes.

“Bustle,” said the old gentleman again, but the admonition

was quite unnecessary, for one of tho girls poured out the cherrj

brandy, and another brought in the towels, and one cf the men
suddenly seizing Mr. Pickwick by the leg, at the imminent hazard

of throwing him off his balance, brushed away at his boot, till his

corns were red-hot
;
while the other shampoo’d Mr. Winkle with a

heavy clothes brush, indulging, during the operation, in that hiss-

ing sound, which hostlers are wont to produce, when engaged in

rubbing down a horse.

Mr. Snodgrass, having concluded his ablutions, took a survey

of the room, while standing with his back to the fire, sipping his

cherry brandy with heartfelt satisfaction He describes it, as a

large apartment, with a red brick floor^^nd a capacious chimney

;

the ceiling garnished with hams, sides orbacon, and ropes of onions.

The walls were decorated with several hunting-whips, two or three
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.brits, a saddle, and an old rusty blunderbuss, with an inscription

bel^ it, intimating ihat it was “ Loaded ”—as it had been, on the

Ban! authority, for half a century at least. An old eight-day

cloci of solemn and sedate demeanour, ticked gravely in one

corjr
;
and a silver watch, of Ajual antiquity, dangled from one

of tp many hooks which ornamented the dresser.

‘Ready ? " said the old gentleman inquiringly, when his guests

ha(j)een washed, mended, brushed, and brandied.

iQuite,^' replied Mr. Pickwick. •

jCome along then,” and the party having traversed several

dar passages, and being joined by Mr. Tiipman, who had lingered

beh d to snatch a kiss from Emma, for which he had been duly

rewded with sundry pushings and scratchings, arrived at the

par ir door.

Welcome,” said their hospitable host, throwing it open and
stejang forward to announce them, “Welcome, gentlemen, to

Mail Farm.”

CHAPTER VI.

AN tD-FASniONED CARD-PAETY—THE CLERGYMAN’S VERSES

—

THE STORY OF THE CONVICT’S RETURN.

SVeral guests who were assembled in the old parlour, rose

to gjet Mr. Pickwick and his friends upon their entrance
;
and

duri^ the performance of the ceremony of introduction, with all

due fmalities, Mr. Pickwick had leisure to observe the appear-

ancepd speculate upon the characters and pursuits, ot the persons

by wbm he was surroupded—a habit in which he in common with

manpther great men delighted to indulge.

Atery did lady, in a lofty cap and faded silk gown—no less a

persdige than Mr. Wardle’s mother—occupied the post of honour
on til right-hand corner of the chimney-piece

;
and various certi-

ficat(i of her having been brought up in the way she should go

whei:^oung, and of her not having departed from it when old,

ornaimted the walls, in the form of samplers of ancient date,

worsi^ landscapes of equal antiquitjP, and crimson silk tea-kettle

holde of a more modem period. The aunt, the two young ladies,

and It. Wardle, each vying with the other in paying zealous and
unreiiting attentions to the old lady, crowded round her easy

chairjne holding her ear-tmmpet. another an orange, and a third

a smdng-bottle, while a fourth was busily engaged in patting and

puncliig the pillows, which were arranged for her support. On
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the opposite side, sat a bald-headed old gentlematf, with a gxl ^

humoured benevolent face—the clergyman of Dingley Dell
;
ind

next him sat his wife, a stout blooming old lady, who looked s if

she were well skilled, not only in the art and mystery of man^io-

turing home-made cordials greafly to other people’s satisfacon,

but of tasting them occasionally very much to her own. A Itle

hard-headed, Ripstone pippin-faced man, was conversing with rfat

old gentleman in one corner
;
and two or three more old geutlecn,

and two or three more old ladles, sat bolt-upright and- motioiess

on their chairs, staring very hard at Mr. Pickwick and his feLw-

voyagers.

“ Mr. Pickwick, mother,” said Mr. Wardle, at the very to of

his voice.
‘

“Ah!” said the old lady, shaking her head; “I can’t ear

you.”
“ Mr. Pickwick, grandma !

” screamed both the young kies

together.

“ Ah 1
” exclaimed the old lady. “ Well

;
it don’t much maer.

He don’t care for an old ’ooman like me, I dare say.”
“ I assure you, Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, grasping theold

lady’s hand
;
and speaking so loud that the exertion impard a

crimson hue to his benevolent countenance
;
“ I assure you. Mam,

that nothing delights me more, than to see a lady of your tin of

life heading so fine a family, and looking so young and well.”

“Ah I” said the old lady, after a short pause; “It’s all^ery

fine, I dare say ; but I can’t hear him.”

“Grandma’s rather put out now,” said Miss Isabella Wadle,

in a low tone
;
“ but she’ll talk to you presently.”

Mr. Pickwick nodded his readiness to humour the infinities

of age, and entered into a general conversation with the ther

members of the circle.

“ Delightful situation thi**,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Delightful I

” echoed Messrs. Snodgrass, Tupman, and Wikle.

“Well, I think it is,” said Mr, Wardle.
“ There ain’t a better spot o’ ground in all Kent, Sir,” sa the

hard-headed man with the pippin-face
;
“ there ain’t indeed, ir

—

I’m sure there ain’t. Sir;” and the hard-headed man hked

triumphantly round, as if he had been very much contradictl by
somebody, but had got the better of him at last.

“ There ain’t a better spot o’ ground in all Kent,” sai the

hard-headed man again, after a pause.
“ ’Cept Mullins’ Meadows,” observ‘v(l the fat man, solemy.
“ Mullins’ Meadows !

” ejaculated^ the other, with pround
contempt.
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“ Ah, Mullins* Meadows,” repeated the fat man.
“Regular good la id that,” interposed another fat man,
“ And so it is, sure-ly,” said a third fat man.
'* Everybody knows that,** sajd the corpulent host.

The hard-headed man looked Idubiously round, but finding hin>

gtf in a minority, assumed a compassionate air, and said no more.
“ What are they talking about ?

** inquired the old lady of one

0 her grand-daughters, in a very audible voice
;

for, like many
daf people, she never seemed to calculate on the possibility of

oher persons hearing what she said herself.

“ About the land, grandma.”
“ What about the land ?—Nothing the matter, is there ?

’*

“No, no. Mr. Miller was saying our land was better than

lullins* Meadows.**
“ How should he know anything about it ?

** inquired the old

idy indignantly. “ Miller *s a conceited coxcomb, and you may tell

lim I said so.*’ Saying which, the old lady, quite unconscious

>hat she had spoken above a whisper, drew herself up, and looked

jarving knives at the hard-headed delinquent.

“ Come, come,** said the bustling host, with a natural anxiety

to change the conversation,—“What say you to a rubber, Mr.

Pickwick ?
**

“ I should like it of all things,” replied that gentleman
;
“but

piay don*t make up one on my account.**

“ Oh, I assure you, mother*8 very fond of a rubber,** said Mr.
Wardle

;
“ ain’t you mother 1

**

The old lady, who was much less deaf on this sul^ect than on

any other, replied in the affirmative.

“Joe, Joe,” said the old gentleman—“Joe—damn that—oh,

here he is
;
put out the card-tables.**

The lethargic youtL contilved without any additional rousing,

tD set out two card-tables
;
the one for Pope Joan, and the other

for whist. The whist-players were, Mr. Pickwick and the old lady

;

Hr. Miller and the fat gentleman. The round game comprised

jlie rest of the company.

The rubber was conducted with all that gravity of deportment,

ind sedateness of demeanour, which befit the pursuit entitled

“ whist **—a solemn observance, to which, as it appears to us, the

title of “game** has been very irreverently and ignoininiously applied.

The round-game table on the other hand, was so boisterously merry,

as materially to interrupt the contemplations of Mr. Miller, who
not being quite so much^absorbed as he ought to have been,

contrived to commit varioul high crimes and misdemeanours, which

excited the wrath of the fat gentleman to a very great extent, and
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called forth the good-humour of the old lady in a proportionte a

degree.

“ There !
” said the criminal Miller triumphantly, as he took ip

the odd trick at the conclusion of hand

;

“ that could not h&^e

been played better, I flatter my7:elf;— impossible to have male

another trick !

”

“ Miller ought to have trumped the diamond, oughtn’t he. Sir
”

said the old lady.

Mr. Pickwick nodded assent*. r

“Ought I, though?” said the unfortunate, with a doubttil

appeal to his partner.

“ You ought Sir,” said the fat gentleman in an awful voice.

“ Very sorry,” said the crest-fallen Miller.

“ Much use that,” growled the fat gentleman.
“ Two by honours—makes us eight,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Another hand. “ Can you one 1 ” inquired the old lady.

“ I can,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Double, single, and tb

rub.”

“ Never was such luck,” said Mr. Miller.

“Never was such cards,” said the fat gentleman.

A solemn silence
;
Mr. Pickwick humorous, the old lady serious,

the fat gentleman captious, and Mr. Miller timorous.

“ Another double,” said the old lady : triumphantly making a

memorandum of the circumstance, by placing one sixpence and a

battered halfpenny, under the candlestick.

“ A double. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Quite aware of the fact. Sir,” replied the fat gentlemai

sharply.

Another game, with a similar result, was followed., by a revoke

from the unlucky Miller
;
on which the fat gentleman burst into i

state of high personal excitement which lasted until the conclusioi

of the game, when he retired into a comer, and remained perfectl;

mute for one hour and tweniy-seven minutes
;

at the end of whicl.

time, he emerged from his retirement, and offered Mr. Pickwich

a pinch of snuff with the air of a man who had made up his mine
to a Christian forgiveness of injuries sustained. The old lady’s

hearing decidedly improved, and the unlucky Miller felt as much
out of his element, as a dtlphin in a sentry-box.

Meanwhile the round game proceeded right merrily. Isabella

Wardle and Mr. Trundle “went partners,” and Emily Wardle and
Mr. Snodgrass did the same

;
and eve^^ Mr. Tupman and the

spinster aunt, established a joint-stock company of flsh and flattery.

Old Mr. Wardle was in the very height of his jollity
;
and he was

30 funny in his management of the board, and the old ladies were
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^ sharp aft^ their winnings, that the whole tabic was in a per-

jctual roar of merrii aent and laughter. There was one old lady who
always bad about half a dozen cards to pay for, at which every-

lody laughed, regularly every* round
;

and when the old lady

boked cross at having to pay, Ihey laughed louder than ever
;
on

vhich the old lady^s face gradually brightened up, till at last she

liughed louder than any of them. Then, when the spinster aunt

got “ matrimony,” the young ladies laughed afresh, and the spinster

aimt seemed disposed to be petiilsh
;

till, feeling Mr. Tupman
squeezing her hand under the table, sht brightened up too, and

looked rather knowing as if matrimony in reality were not quite

8) far off as some people thought for; whereupon everybody

liughed again, and especially old Mr. Wardle, who enjoyed a joke

BA much as the youngest. As to Mr. Snodgrass, he did nothing

hit whisper poetical sentiments into his partner's ear, which made
oie old gentleman facetiously sly, about partnerships at cards and

pirtnerships for life, and caused the aforesaid old gentleman to

nake some remarks thereupon, accompanied with divers winks

aid chuckles, which made the company very merry and the old

gentleman’s wife especially so. And Mr. Winkle came out with

jckes which are very well known in town, but are not at all

kiown in the country
;
and as everybody laughed at them very

heartily, and said they were very capibil, Mr. Winkle was in a

stite of great honour and glory. And the benevolent clergyman

looked pleasantly on
;

for the happy faces which surrounded the

tade made the good old man feel happy too
;
and though the

merriment was rather boisterous, still it came from fhe heart and

not from the lips ; and this is the right sort of merriment, after

all.

The evening glided swiftly away, in these cheerful recreations
;

and when the substantial, though homely supper had been de-

epatched, and the little party formed a social circle round the fire,

Mr. Pickwick thought he had never felt so happy in his life, and
at no time so much disposed to enjoy, and make the most of, the

passing moments.

“Now this,” said the hospitable host, who was sitting in great

state next the old lady’s arm-chair, with her hand fast clasped in

his—“ This is just what I like—tho happiest moments of my life

have been passed at this old fire-side : and I am so attached to it,

that I keep up a blazing fire here every evening, until it actually

grows too hot to bear it Why, my poor old mother, here, used

to sit before this fire-place mpon that little stool, when she was a

girl—didn’t you, mother ?

The tear which starts unbidden to the eye when the recollec
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tion of old times and the happiness of many years ago, is suddenljl^;

recalled, stole down the old lady^s face, as she shook her head witb

a melancholy smile.

“ You must excuse my talking .about this old place, Mr. Picl:-

wick,” resumed the host, after a sb^rt pause-—“ for I love it dearly,

and know no other—the old houses and fields seem like livirg

friends to me : and so does our little church with the ivy,—about

which, by-the-by, our excellent friend there, made a song when le

first came amongst us. Mr. Snodgrass, have you anything in

your glass ?
”

“Plenty, thank you,” replied that gentleman, whose poetc

curiosity had been greatly excited by the last observations of hs
entertainer. “ I beg your pardon, but you were talking about tie

song of the Ivy.”

“You must ask our friend opposite about that,” said the hwt
knowingly : indicating the clergyman by a nod of his head.

“May I say that I should like to hear you repeat it, Sirl”

said Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Why really,” replied the clergyman, “ it^s a very slight aflfar

;

and the only excuse I have for having ever perpetrated it, is, that

I was a young man at the time. Such as it is, however, you shill

hear it if you wish.”

A murmur of curiosity was of course the reply
;
and the eld

gentleman proceeded to recite, with the aid of sundry promptirgs

from his wife, the lines in question. “ I call them,” said he,

Cfjt lEbg ©renu

Oh, a dainty plant is the Ivy green,

That creepeth o’er ruins old !

Of right choice food are his meals, I ween.

In his cell so lone and coldv
^

The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed,
To pleasure his de 'uty whim :

Ana the mouldering dust that years have made,
Is a merry meal for him.

Creeping where no life is seen,

A rare old plant is the Ivy green.

Fast he stcaleth on, though ho wears no wings,

And a staunch ^Id ^eart has he.

How closely he twineth, how tight he clings,

To his friend the huge Oak Tree !

And slily he traileth along the ground.
And his leaves he gently waves.

As he joyouslv hugs and crawkeh round
The rich mould of dead men’s ^^^Taves.

Creeping where ^im death has been,

A rare old plant is the Ivy green.
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•hand, to thei/respectiye wickets. Mr. Luffey, the highest ornament

of Dingley Dell, ^as pitched to bowl against the redoubtable

Dumkins, and Mr. Struggles was selected to do the same kind

office for the hitherto unconqu^ed Fodder. Several players were

stationed, to “look out,” in difflerent parts of the field, and each

fixed himself into the proper attitude by placing one hand on each

knee, and stooping very much as if he were “ making a back ” for

some beginner at leap-frog. All the regular players do this sort of

thing ;—indeed it*s generally sup^sed that it is quite impossible

to look out properly in any other position.

The umpires were stationed behind the wickets; the scorers

were prepared to notch the runs
;
a breathless silence ensued. Mr.

Luffey retired a few*paces behind the wicket of the passive Fodder,

and applied the ball to his right eye for several seconds. Dumkins
confidently awaited its coming, with his eyes fixed on the motions

of Luffey.

“Flay,” suddenly cried the bowler. The ball flew from his

hand straight and swift towards the centre stump of the wicket.

The wary Dumkins was on the alert
;

it fell upon the tip of the bat,

and bounded far away over the heads of the scouts, who had just

stooped low enough to let it fly over them.
“ Kun—run—another.—Now, then, throw her up—up with her

—stop there—another—no—yes—no—throw her up, throw her

up.”—Such were the shouts which followed the stroke
;
and, at the

conclusion of which All-Muggleton had scored two. Nor was
Fodder behindhand in earning laurels wherewith to garnish himself

and Mugglcton. He blocked the doubtful balls, missed the bad
ones, took the good ones, and sent them flying to ail parts of the

field. The *scouts were hot and tired
; the bowlers were changed

and bowled till theii; arms ached
;

but Dumkins and Fodder
remained unconquered. Did* an elderly gentleman essay to stop

the progress of the ball, it rolled between his legs, or slipped

between his fingers. Did a slim gentleman try to catch it, it

struck him on the nose, and bounded pleasantly off with redoubled

violence, while the slim gentleman’s eyes filled with water, and his

form writhed with anguish. Was it throng straight up to the

wicket, Dumkins had reached it before the ball. In short, when
Dumkins was caught out, and FoddA: stumped out, All-Muggleton

had notched some fifty-four, while the score of the Dingley Dellers

was as blank as their faces. The advantage was too great to be

recovered. In vain did the eager Luffey, and the enthusiastic

Struggles, do all that sVill and experience could suggest, to

regain the ground Dingley Dell had lost in the contest;-^

it was of no avail
;
and in an early period of the winning game
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Dingley Dell gave in, and allowed the superior prdwess of AH'.

Muggleton.

The stranger, meanwhile, had been eating, drinking, and talking,

without cessation. At every good^stroke he expressed his satisfac-

tion and approval of the playerl'>in a most condescending and

patronising manner, which could not fail to have been highly

gratifying to the party concerned
;
while at every bad attempt at

a catch, and every failure to stop the bail, he launched his personal

displeasure at the head of the dOvoted individual in such denuncia-

tions as—“Ah, ah!—stupid”—“Now butter-fingers”—“Muff”
— “Humbug”— and so forth— ejaculations which seemed to

establish him in the opinion of all around, as a most excellent

and undeniable judge of the whole art and mystery of the noble

game of cricket.

“ Capital game—well played—some strokes admirable,” said the

stranger ajs both sides crowded into the tent, at the conclusion of

the game.

“You have played it Sir?” inquired Mr. Wardle, who had

been much amused by his loquacity.

“ Played it ! Think I have—thousands of times—not here

—

West Indies—exciting thing—hot work—very.”

“It must be rather a warm pursuit in such a climate,” observed

Mr. Pickwick.
“ Warm !—red hot—scorching—glowing. Played a match once

— single wicket— friend the Colonel—Sir Thomas Blazo—who
should get the greatest number of nins.—Won the toss— first

innings—seven o’clock, a.m.

—

six natives to look out—went in
;

kept in—heat intense—natives all fainted—taken away—fresh

half-dozen ordered—fainted also—Blazo bowling—supported by

two natives—couldn’t bowl me out— fainted too— cleared away
the Colonel—wouldn’t give in—faithful attendant—Quanko Samba
—last man left—sun so hot. bat in blisters, ball scorched brown
— five hundred and seventy runs— rather exhausted— Quanko
mustered up last remaining strength—bowled me out—had a bath,

and went out to dinner.”

“And what became of what’s-his-name, Sir?” inquired an old

gentleman.

“Blazo?”
“ No—the other gentleman,”
“ Quanko Samba ?”

“Yea Sir.”

“ Poor Quanko—never recovered it-7;.-bowled on, on my account

—bowled off, on his own—died Sir.” ^ Here the stranger buried

his countenance in a brown jug, but whether to hide his emotion
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jor imbibe it&^contents, we cannot distinctly affirm. We only know
that he paused sud lenly, drew a long and deep breath, and looked

anxiously on, as two of the principal members of the Dingley Dell

club approached Mr. Pickwick, And said

—

“ We are about to partake ol a plain dinner at the Blue Lion,

Sir
;
we hope you and your friends will join us.”

“ Of course,” said Mr. Wardle, “ among our friends we include

Mr. and he looked towards the stranger.

“ Jingle,” said that versatile gentleman, taking the hint at once.

“Jingle—Alfred Jingle, Esq., of No Hall, Nowhere.”
“ I shall be very happy, I am sure,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“So shall I,” said Mr. Alfred Jingle, drawing one arm through

Mr. Pickwick’s, and'another through Mr. Wardle’s, as he whispered

confidentially in the ear of the former gentleman :

—

“Devilish good dinner—cold, but capital—peeped into the room
this morning—fowls and pies, and all that sort of thing—pleasant

fellows these—well behaved, too—very.”

There being no further preliminaries to arrange, the company
straggled into the town in little knots of twos and threes

;
and

within a quarter of an hour were all seated in the great room of

the Blue Lion Inn Muggleton—Mr. Dumkins acting as chairman,

and Mr. Luffey officiating as vice.

There was a vast deal of talking and rattling of knives and

forks, and plates : a great running about of three ponderous headed

waiters, and a r;ipid disajipearance of the substantial viands on the

table
;

to each and every of which item of confusion, the facetious

Mr. Jingle lent the aid of half-a-dozen ordinary men at least. When
everybody had eat as much as they could, the cloth was removed,

bottles, glasses, and dessert were placed on the table ; and the

waiters withdrew to “ clear away,” or in other words, to appropriate

to their own private use and tfinolument, whatever remnants of the

eatables aifd drinkables they could contrive to lay their hands on.

Amidst the general hum of mirth and conversation that ensued,

there was a little man with a pulfy Say -nothing -to -me,- or- I’U-

contradict-you sort of countenance, who remained very quiet;

occasionally looking round him when the conversation slackened,

as if he contemplated putting in something very weighty : and now
and then bursting into a short coi^h of inexpressible grandeur.

At length, during a moment of comparative silence, the little man
called out in a very loud, solemn voice,

“ Mr. Lutfey.”

Everybody was hushed into a profound stillness as the individual

addressed, replied.
•

“Sir.'
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“ I wish to address a few words to you Sir, if yoii will entreat,

the gentlemen to fill their glasses.”

Mr. Jingle uttered a patronizing “ hear, hear,” which was re-

sponded to, by the remainder of J;he company : and the glasses

having been filled the Vice-Presid(tat assumed an air of wisdom in

a state of profound attention
;
and said,

“Mr. Staple.”

“Sir,” said the little man, rising, “I wish to address what 1

have to say to you and not to ^our worthy chairman, because our

worthy chairman is in some measure—I may say in a great

degree—the subject of what I have to say, or I may say to

—to—
“ State,” suggested Mr. Jingle. ^

—“ Yes, to state,” said the little man, “ I thank my honourable

friend, if he will allow me to call him so—(four hears, and one

certainly from Mr. Jingle)—for the suggestion. Sir, 1 am a

Deller— a Dingley Deller, (cheers). I cannot lay claim to tho

honour of forming an item in the population of Muggleton
;
nor

Sir, I will frankly admit, do I covet that honcur : and I will tell

you why Sir, (hear)
;
to Muggleton I will readily concede all those

honours and distinctions to which it can fairly lay claim—they are

too numerous and too weU known to require aid or recapitulation

from me. But Sir, while we remember that Muggleton has given

birth to a Dumkins and a Podder, let us never forget that Dingley

Dell can boast a Luffey and a Struggles. (Vociferous cheering.)

Let me not be considered as wishing to detract from the merits of

the former gentlemen. Sir, I envy them the luxury of their own
feelings, on this occasion, (Cheers). Every gentleman who hears

me, is probably acquainted with the reply made by ar. individual,

who—to use an ordinary figure of speech— * hung out * in a tub, to

the emperor Alexander:—‘If I wefe not Diogenes,' said he ‘I

would be Alexander.' I can well imagine these gentlemen to say,

‘ If I were not Dumkins I would be Luffey
;

if I were not Podder

I would be Struggles.' (Enthusiasm.) But gentlemen of Muggle-

ton is it in cricket alone that your fellow-townsmen stand pre-

eminent ? Have you never heard of Dumkins and determination ?

Have you never been taught to associate Podder with property ?

(Great applause). Have yoa never, when struggling for yom
rights, your liberties, and your privileges, been reduced, if only for

an instant, to misgiving and despair 1 And when you have been

thus depressed, has not the name of Dumkins laid afresh within

your breast, the fire which had just gone out ; and has not a word

from that man, lighted it again as brightly as if it had never

expired! (Great cheering.) Gentlemen, I beg you to surround
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•vnth a rich^halo of enthusiastic cheering, the united names of

‘ Dumkins and Po< Ider.'
”

Here the little man ceased, and here the company commenced
a raising of voices, and thumpiuc of tables, which lasted with little

intermission during the remairfter of the evening. Other toasts

were drunk. Mr. Luffey and Mr. Struggles, Mr. Pickwick and
Mr. Jingle, were, each in his turn, the subject of unqualified

eulogium ;
and each in due course returned thanks for the honour.

Enthusiastic as we are in the*noble cause to wliich we have
devoted ourselves, we should have felt a sensation of pride which

we cannot express, and a consciousness of having done something

to merit immortality of which we are now deprived, could we have

laid the faintest outline of these addresses before our ardent readers.

Mr. Snodgrass, as usual, took a great mass of notes, which would
no doubt have afforded moat useful and valuable information, had
not the burning eloquence of the words or the feverish influence of

the wine made that gentleman’s hand so extremely unsteady, as to

render his writing nearly unintelligible, and his style wholly so.

By dint of patient investigation, we have been enabled to trace

some characters bearing a faint resemblance to the names of the

speakers
;
and we can also discern an entry of a song (supposed to

have been sung by Mr. Jingle,) in which the words “ bowl “ spark-

ling” “ruby” “bright,” ami “wine” are frequently repeated at

short intervals. We fancy too, that we can discern at the very end
of the notes, some indistinct reference to “ broiled bones ;” and then

the words “cold” “without” occur: but as any hypothesis we
could found upon them must necessarily rest upon mere conjecture,

we are not disjjoscd to indulge in any of the speculations to which
they may give rise.

We will therefore return to Mr. Tupman
;
merely adding that

within some few minutes before twelve o’clock that night, the con-

vocation oPworthies of Dingley Dell and Muggleton, were heard to

sing with great feeling and emphasis, the beautiful and pathetic

national air, of
We won’t go home ’till morning,
We won’t go home ’till morning.
We won’t go home ’till morning,
TUI day-light doth |ppe&r.
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OHAPTEJ!R VIIL

STRONGLY ILLUSTRATIVE OP THE POSITION, THAT THE COURSE

OF TRUE LOYE IS NoT A RAILWAY.

The quiet seclusion of Ding^ey Dell, the presence of so many of

the gentler sex, and the solicitude and anxiety they evinced in his

behalf, were all favourable to the growth and development of those

softer feelings which nature had implanted deep in the bosom of

Mr. Tracy Tupman, and which now appeared destined to centre in

one lovely object. The young ladies w^ere pretty, their manners

winning, their dispositions unexceptionable; but there was a dignity

in the air, a touch-me-not-ishness in the walk, a majesty in the eye

of the spinster aunt, to which, at their time of life they could lay

no claim, which distinguished her from any female on whom Mr.

Tupman had ever gazed. That there was something kindred in

their nature, something congenial in their souls, something mysteri-

ously sympathetic in their bosoms, was evident Her name was

the first that rose to i/Ir. Tupman^s lips as he lay wounded on the

grass
;
and her hysteric laughter, was the first sound that fell upon

his ear, when he was supported to the house. But had her agitation

arisen from an amiable and feminine sensibility which would have

been equally irrepressible in any case ; or had it been called forth

by a more ardent and passionate feeling, which he, of all men living,

could alone awaken? These were the doubts which racked his

brain as he lay extended on the sofa : these were the doubts which

he determined should be at once and for evfT resolved.

It was evening. Isabella and Emily had strolled out with Mr.

Trundle; the deaf old lady bad fallen asleep in her 'chair; the

snoring of the fat boy, penetrated in a low and monotonous sound

from the distant kitchen
;
the buxom servants were lounging at the

side-door, enjoying the pleasantness of the hour, and the delights

of a flirtation, on first principles, with certain unwieldy animals

attached to the farm ; and there sat the interesting pair, uncared

for by all, caring for none, au‘d dreaming only of themselves : there

they sat, in short, like a pair of carefully-folded kid-gloves—bound
up in each other.

“ I have forgotten my flowers,” said the spinster aunt.
“ Water them now,” said Mr. Tupnyin, in accents of persuasion.

You will take cold in the evening air,” urged the spinstei

aunt, affectionately.
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^
"No, no,*^’ said Mr. Tupman, rising; "it will do me good.

Let me accompany you.”

The lady paused to adjust the sling in which the left arm of

the youth was placed, and taking his right arm led him to the

garden. •

There was a bower at the further end, with honeysuckle,

jessamine, and creeping plants—one of those sweet retreats, which

humane men erect for the accommodation of spiders.

The spinster aunt took up a la%e watering-pot which lay in one

corner, and was about to leave the arbour. Mr. Tupman detained

her, and drew her to a seat beside him.
“ Miss Wardle !

” said he.

The spinster aunt trembled, till some pebbles which had

accidentally found their way into the large watering-pot, shook

like an infantas rattle.

"Miss Wardle,” said Mr. Tupman, "you are an angel.”

" Mr. Tupman !
” exclaimed Rachael, blushing as red as the

watering-pot itself.

"Nay,” said the eloquent Pickwickian—"I know it but too

weU.”

"All women are angels, they say,” murmured the lady,

playfully.

" Then what can you be
;
or to what, without presumption, can

I compare you *1 ” replied Mr. Tupman. " Where was the woman
ever seen, who resembled you ? Where else could I hope to find

BO rare a combination of excellence and beauty ? Whore else could

I seek to Oh !
” Here Mr. Tupman paused, and pressed the

hand which clasped the handle of the happy watering-pot.

The lady turned aside her head. " Men are such deceivers,” she

softly whispered.
" They are, they are,” ejaculated Mr. Tupman ;

" but not all

men. Thwe lives at least one being who can never change—one

being who would be content to devote his whole existence to your

happiness—who lives but in your eyes—who breathes but in your

smiles—who bears the heavy burden of life itself only for you.”
" Could such an individual be found,” said the lady
" But he can be found,” said the ardent Mr. Tupman, interposing.

" He is found. He is here Miss Wjjrdle.” And ere the lady was
aware of his intention, Mr. Tupman had sunk upon his knees at

her feet.

" Mr. Tupman, rise,” said Rachael.
" Never !

” was the valorous reply. “ Oh, Rachael !
”—He

seized her passive hand, and the watering-pot fell to the ground as

he pressed it to his lips.
—" Oh, Rachael ! say you love me.”
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iiand, to theiAespective wickets. Mr. Luffey, the highest ornament

of Dingley Dell, ^^as pitched to bowl against the redoubtable

Dumkins, and Mr. Struggles was selected to do the same kind

office for the hitherto unconque|ed Fodder. Several players were

stationed, to “ look out,” in dififtrent parts of the field, and each

fixed himself into the proper attitude by placing one hand on each

knee, and stooping very much as if ho were “ making a back ” for

some beginner at leap-frog. All the regular players do this sort of

thing ;—indeed it*s generally supplbsed that it is quite impossible

to look out properly in any other position.

The umpires were stationed behind the wickets; the scorers

were prepared to notch the runs
;
a breathless silence ensued. Mr.

Tiuffey retired a few paces behind the wicket of the passive Fodder,

and applied the ball to his right eye for several seconds. Dumkins
confidently awaited its coming, with his eyes fixed on the motions

of Luffey.

“Flay,” suddenly cried the bowler. The ball flew from his

hand straight and swift towards the centre stump of the wicket.

The wary Dumkins was on the alert
;

it fell upon the tip of the bat,

and bounded far away over the heads of the scouts, who had just

stooped low enough to let it fly over them.
“ Kun—run—another.—Now, then, throw her up—up with her

—stop there—another—no—yes—no—throw her up, throw her

up.”—Such were the shouts which followed the stroke
;
and, at the

conclusion of which AU-Muggleton had scored two. Nor was
Fodder behindhand in earning laurels wherewith to garnish himself

and Muggleton. He blocked the doubtful balls, missed the bad
ones, took tho good ones, and sent them flying to all parts of the

field. The scouts were hot and tired
;
the bowlers were changed

and bowled till their, arms ached
;

but Dumkins and Fodder
remained unconquered. Did *an elderly gentleman essay to stop

the progrdfes of the ball, it rolled between his legs, or slipped

between his fingers. Did a slim gentleman try to catch it, it

struck him on the nose, and bounded pleasantly off with redoubled

violence, while the slim gentleman^s eyes filled with water, and his

form writhed with anguish. Was it thrown straight up to the

wicket, Dumkins had reached it before the ball. In short, when
Dumkins was caught out, and Podded stumped out, All-Muggleton

had notched some fifty-four, while the score of the Dingley Dellers

was as blank as their faces. The advantage was too great to be

recovered. In vain did the eager Luffey, and the enthusiastic

Struggles, do all that skill and experience could suggest, to

regain the ground Dingily Dell had lost in the contest;—
it was of no avail

;
and in an early period of the winning game
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Dingley Dell gave in, and allowed the superior prWess of All#

Muggleton.

The stranger, meanwhile, had been eating, drinking, and talking,

without cessation. At every goo(Lstroke he expressed his satisfac-

tion and approval of the player in a most condescending and

patronising manner, which could not fail to have been highly

gratifying to the party concerned
;
while at every bad attempt at

a catch, and every failure to stop the ball, ho launched his personal

displeasure at the head of the dfevoted individual in such denuncia-

tions as—“Ah, ah!—stupid”—“Now butter-fingers”—“Muff”
— “Humbug”—and so forth—ejaculations which seemed to

establish him in the opinion of all around, as a most excellent

and undeniable judge of the whole art and liiystery of the noble

game of cricket.

“ Capital game—well played—some strokes admirable,” said the

stranger as both sides crowded into the tent, at the conclusion of

the game.

“You have played it Sir?” inquired Mr. Wardle, who had

been much amused by his loquacity.

“ Played it ! Think I have—thousands of times—not here

—

West Indies—exciting thing—hot work—very.”

“It must be rather a warm pursuit in such a climate,” observed

Mr. Pickwick
“ Warm !—red hot—scorching—glowing. Played a match once

— single wicket— friend the Colonel—Sir Thomas Blazo—who
should get the greatest number of runs.—Won the toss— first

innings—seven o'clock, a.m.—six natives to look out—went in;

kept in—heat intense—natives all fainted—taken away—fresh

half-dozen ordered—fainted also—Blazo bowling—supported by

two natives—couldn't bowl me out— faii\ted too— cleared away
the Colonel—wouldn’t give in—faithful attendant—Quanko Samba
—last man left—sun so hot, bat in blisters, ball scoiblied brown
—five hundred and seventy luns— rather exhausted— Quanko
mustered up last remaining strength—bowled me out—had a bath,

and went out to dinner.”

“And what became of what's-his-name. Sir?” inquired an old

gentleman.

“Blazo?”
“No—the other gentleman.”

“Quanko Samba?”
“Yes Sir.”

“ Poor Quanko—never recovered it^-bowled on, on my account

—bowled oflEi on his own—died Sir.” Here the stranger buried

his countenance in a brown jug, but whether to hide his emotion
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imbibe its*^contents, we cannot distinctly affirm. We only know
that he paused suddenly, drew a long and deep breath, aud looked

anxiously on, as t^o of the principal members of the Dingley Dell

c'ub approached Mr. Pickwick, And said

—

“We are about to partake cn a plain dinner at the Blue Lion,

Sir
;
we hope you and your friends will join us.”

“Of course,” said Mr. Wardle, “among our friends we include

Mr. and he looked towards the stranger.

“ Jingk,”said that versatile geiftleman, taking the hint at once.

“Jingle—Adfred Jingle, Esq., of No Hall, Nowhere.”
“ I shall be very happy, I am sure,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ So shall I,” said Mr. Alfred Jingle, drawing one arm through

Mr. Pickwick’s, and "another through Mr. Wardle’s, as he whispered

confidentially in the ear of the former gentleman :

—

“ Devilish good dinner—cold, but capital—peeped into the room

this morning—fowls and pies, and all that sort of thing—pleasant

fellows these—well behaved, too—very.”
There being no further preliminaries to arrange, the company

straggled into the town in little knots of twos and threes
;
and

within a quarter of an hour were all seated in the great room of

the Blue Lion Inn Muggleton—Mr. Dumkins acting as chairman,

and Mr. Luffey officiating as vice.

There was a vast deal of talking and rattling of knives and

forks, and plates : a great running about of three ponderous headed

waiters, and a rapid disappearance of the substantial viands on the

table ; to each and every of which item of confusion, the facetious

Mr. Jingle lent the aid of half-a-dozen ordinary men afleast. When
everybody had eat as much as they could, the cloth waa removed,

bottles, glasses, and dessert were placed on the table
;
and the

waiters withdrew to “ ejear away,” or in other words, to appropriate

to their own private use and emolument, whatever remnants of the

eatables arfd drinkables they could contrive to lay their hands on.

Amidst the general hum of mirth and conversation that ensued,

there was a little man with a puffy Say -nothing -to -me, -or -I’ll

-

contradict -you sort of countenance, who remained very quiet;

occasionally looking round him when the conversation slackened,

as if he contemplated putting in something very weighty : and now
and then bursting into a short cough of inexpressible grandeur.

At length, during a moment of comparative silence, the little man
called out in a very loud, solemn voice,

“ Mr. Luffey.”

Everybody was hushed into a profound stillness as the individual

addressed, replied.
*

“Sir.’
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“ I wish to address a few words to you Sir, if you will entreat

the gentlemen to fill their glasses.”

Mr. Jingle uttered a patronizing “ hear, hear,” which was re-

sponded to, by the remainder of sbhe company : and the glasses

having been filled the Vice-Presidtnt assumed an air of wisdom in

a state of profound attention
;
and said,

“Mr. Staple.”

“ Sir,” said the little man, rising, “ I wish to address what I

have to say to you and not to ‘our worthy chairman, because our

worthy chairman is in some measure—I may say in a great

degree—the subject of what I have to say, or I may say to

—to—
“ State,” suggested Mr. Jingle.—“Yes, to state,” said the little man, “I thank my honourable

friend, if he will allow me to call him so—(four hears, and one

certainly from Mr. Jingle)—for the suggesticn. Sir, 1 am a

Deller—a Dingley Deller, (cheers). I cannot lay claim to the

honour of forming an item in the population of Muggleton
;
nor

Sir, I will frankly admit, do I covet that honour : and I will tell

you why Sir, (hear)
;
to Muggleton I will readily concede all those

honours and distinctions to which it can fairly lay claim—they aie

too numerous and too well known to require aid or recapitulation

from me. But Sir, while we remember that Muggleton has given

birth to a Dumkins and a Fodder, let us never forget that Dingley

DeU can boast a Luflfey and a Struggles. (Vociferous cheering.)

Let me not be considered as wishing to detract from the merits of

the former gentlemen. Sir, I envy them the luxury of their own
feelings, on this occasion. (Cheers). Every gentleman who hears

me, is probably acquainted with the reply made by an individual,

who—to use an ordinary figure of speech— ‘ hung out * in a tub, to

the emperor Alexander:—‘If I were not Diogenes,' said he ‘I

would be Alexander.' I can well imagine these gentleilien to say,

‘ If I were not Dumkins I wou-d be Luffey
;

if I were not Fodder

I would be Struggles.' (Enthusiasm.) But gentlemen of Muggle-

ton is it in cricket alone that your fellow-townsmen stand pre-

eminent ? Have you never heard of Dumkins and determination 1

Have you never been taught to associate Fodder with property ?

(Great applause). Have ;’du never, when struggling for your

rights, your liberties, and your privileges, been reduced, if only for

an instant, to misgiving and despair 1 And when you have been

thus depressed, has not the name of Dumkins laid afresh within

your breast, the fire which had just gone out ;
and has not a word

from that man, lighted it again as brightly as if it had never

expired! (Great cheering.) Gentlemen, I beg you to surround
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^with h rich halo of enthuaiastic cheering, the united names of

‘ Dumkins and Pndder.' ”

Here the littlu man ceased, and here the company commenced
a raising of voices, and thumping of tables, which lasted with little

intermission during the remainder of the evening. Other toasts

were drunk. Mr. Luffey and Mr. Struggles, Mr. Pickwick and
Mr. Jingle, were, each in his turn, the subject of unqualified

eulogium ;
and each in due course returned thanks for the honour.

Enthu^astic as we are in the^noble cause to which we have
devoted ourselves, we should have felt a sensation of pride which
we cannot express, and a consciousness of having done something

to merit immortality of which we are now deprived, could we have

laid the faintest outline of these addresses before our ardent readers.

Mr. Snodgrass, as usual, took a great mass of notes, which would
no doubt have afforded most useful and valuable information, had

not the burning eloquence of the words or the feverish infiuence of

the wine made that gentleman’s hand so extremely unsteady, as to

render his writing nearly unintelligible, and his style wholly so.

By dint of patient investigation, we have been enabled to trace

some characters bearing a faint resemblance to the names of the

speakers
;
and we can also discern an entry of a song (supposed to

have been sung by Mr. Jingle,) in which the words “ bowl ” “ spark-

ling” ‘^niby” bright,” and “wine” are frequently repeated at

short intervals. We fancy too, that we can discern at the very end

of the notes, some indistinct reference to “ broiled bones;” and then

the words “ cold
” “ without ” occur : but as any hypothesis we

could found upon them must necessarily rest upon m^re conjecture,

we are not disposed to indulge in any of the speculations to which

they may give rise.

We will therefore return to Mr. Tupman
;
merely adding that

within some few minutes before twelve o’clock that night, the con-

vocation of'worthies of Dingley Dell and Muggleton, were heard to

sing with great feeling and emphasis, the beautiful and pathetic

national air, of
We won’t go home ’till morning,
We won’t go home 'till morning,
We won’t go home 'till morning,
’Till (Uy-light doth ^pear.
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OHAPTl^R VIIL

STRONGLY ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE POSITION, THAT THE COURSE

OP TRUE LOVE IS NOT A RAILWAY.

The quiet seclusion of Dingley Dell, the presence of so many of

the gentler sex, and the solicitude and anxiety they evinced in his

behalf, were all favourable to the growth and development of those

softer feelings which nature had implanted deep in the bosom of

Mr. Tracy Tupman, and which now appeared destined to centre in

one lovely object. The young ladies were pretty, their manners

winning, their dispositions unexceptionable; but there was a dignity

in the air, a touch-me-not-ishness in the walk, a majesty in the eye

of the spinster aunt, to which, at their time of life they could lay

no claim, which distinguished her from any female on whom Mr.

Tupman had ever gazed. That there was something kindred in

their nature, something congenial in their souls, something mysteri-

ously sympathetic in their bosoms, was evident Her name was

the first that rose to Mr. Tupman^s lips as he lay wounded on the

grass
;
and her hysteric laughter, was the first sound that fell upon

his ear, when he was supported to the house. But had her agitation

arisen from an amiable and feminine sensibility which would have

been equally irrepressible in any case ; or had it been called forth

by a more ardent and passionate feeling, which he, of all men living,

could alone awaken 1 These were the doubts which racked his

brain as he lay extended on the sofa : these were the doubts which

he determined should be at once and for ever resolved.

It was evening. Isabella and Emily had strolled out with Mr.

Trundle; the deaf old lady had fallen asleep in her chair; the

snoring of the fat boy, peneti..ted in a low and monotonous sound

from the distant kitchen
;
the buxom servants were lounging at the

side-door, enjoying the pleasantness of the hour, and the delights

of a flirtation, on first principles, with certain unwieldy animals

attached to the farm
; and there sat the interesting pair, uncared

for by all, caring for none, ntl dreaming only of themselves ; there

they sat, in short, like a pair of carefully-folded kid-gloves—bound

up in each other.

“ I have forgotten my flowers,” said the spinster aunt.

“ Water them now,” said Mr. Tupman, in accents of persuasion.
** You will take cold in the evening air,” urged the spinstei

aunt, affectionately.



THE PIOKWIOK CLUB. 9S

^ “No, no,*' said Mr. Tupman, rising; “it will do me good.

Let me accompany you.**

The lady pauseu to a^’uat the sling in which the left arm of

th3 youth was placed, and taking his right arm led him to the

garden.
*

There was a bower at the further end, with honeysuckle,

jessamine, and creeping plants—one of those sweet retreats, which

humane men erect for the accommodation of spiders.

The spinster aunt took up a large watering-pot which lay in one

corner, and was about to leave the arbour. Mr. Tupman detained

her, and drew her to a seat beside him.
“ Miss Wardle !

’* said he.

The spinster aunt trembled, till some pebbles which had

accidentally found their way into the large watering-pot, shook

like an infant’s rattle.

“Miss Wardle,” said Mr. Tupman, “you are an angel.’*

“Mr. Tupman!” exclaimed Rachael, blushing as red as the

watering-pot itself.

“Nay,” said the eloquent Pickwickian—“I know it but too

well.”

“ All women are angels, they say,” murmured the lady,

playfully.

“ Then what can you be
;
or to what, without presumption, can

I compare you 1
” replied Mr. Tupman. “ Where was the woman

ever seen, who resembled you ] Where else could I hope to find

so rare a combination of excellence and beauty ? Where else could

I seek to Oh !
” Here Mr. Tupman paused, and^ pressed the

hand which clasped the handle of the happy watering-pot.

The lady turned aside her head. “ Men are such deceivers,” she

softly whispered.
,

“ They are, they are,** ejaculated Mr. Tupman ;
“ but not all

men. Thei*e lives at least one being who can never change—one

being who would be content to devote his whole existence to your

happiness—who lives but in your eyes—who breathes but in your

smiles—who bears the heavy burden of life itself only for you.”
“ Could such an individual be found,** said the lady
“ But he can be found,” said the ardent Mr. Tupman, interposing.

“ He is found. He is here Miss Waitlle.” And ere the lady was

aware of his intention, Mr. Tupman had sunk upon his knees at

her feet

“ Mr. Tupman, rise,” said Rachael.
“ Never !

” was the valorous reply. “ Oh, Rachael !
**—He

seized her passive hand, andHhe watering-pot fell to the ground as

he pressed it to his lips.
—“ Oh, Rachael ! say you love me.**
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^
“Mr. Tupman,” said the spinster aunt, with averted head—“I

can hardly speak the words
;

but—but—you are not wholly

indifferent to me.”

Mr. Tupman no sooner heard Uiis avowal, than he proceeded to

do what his enthusiastic emotion* prompteci, and what, for aught

we know, (for we are but little acquainted with such matters,)

people so circumstanced always do. He jumped up, and, throwing

his arm round the neck of the spinster aunt, imprinted upon her

lips numerous kisses, which after ^ due show of struggling and
resistance, she received so passively, that there is no telling how
many more Mr. Tupman might have bestowed, if the lady had not

given a very unaffected start and exclaimed in an affrighted tone,

—

“ Mr. Tupman, we are observed !—we are discovered !

”

Mr. Tupman looked round. There was the fat boy, perfectly

motionless, with his large circular eyes staring into the arbour,

but without the slightest expression on his face that the most
exj^ert physiognomist could have referred to astonishment,

curiosity, or any other known passion that agitates the human
brcjist. Mr. Tupman gazed on the fat boy, and the fat boy stared

at him
;
and the longer Mr. Tupman observed the utter vacancy

of the fat boy’s countenance, the more convinced he became that he

either did not know, or did not understand, anything that had been

going forward. Under this impression, he said with great firmness,

—

“ What do you want here. Sir ?
”

“ Supper’s ready Sir,” was the prompt reply.

“ Have you just come here Sir?” inquired Mr. Tupman, with a

piercing look.

“Just,” replied the fat boy.

Mr. Tupman looked at him very hard again
; but there was not

a wink in his eye, or a c^rve in his face.

Mr. Tupman took the arm* of the spinster aunt, and walked
towards the^ouse

;
the fat boy followed behind.

“ He knows nothing of what has happened,” he whispered.

“Nothing,” said the spinster aunt.

There was a sound behind them, as of an imperfectly suppressed

chuckle. Mr. Tupman turned sharply round. No
;

it could not

have been the fat boy
;
there was not a gleam of mirth, or anything

but feeding in his whole visage. •

“ He must have been fast asleep,” whispered Mr. Tupman.
“ I have not the least doubt of it,” replied the spinster aunt.

They both laughed heartily.

Mr. Tupman was wrong. The fat boy, for once, had not been

fast asleep. He was awate—wide awake—to what had been

going forward.

£
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The supper passed off without any attempt at a general con-

versation. The old lady had gone to bed; Isabella Wardle
devoted herself exclusively to Mr. Trundle

;
the spinster aunt’s

attentions were reserved for Mr^,Tupman
;
and Emily’s thoughts

appeared to be engrossed by some distant object—possibly they

were with the absent Snodgrass.

Eleven—twelve— one o’clock had struck, and the gentlemen

had not arrived. Consternation sat on every face. Could they

have been waylaid and robbed 1 Should they send men and
lanterns in every direction by which the> could be supposed likely

to have travelled home 1 or should they Hark ! there they

were. What could have made them so late 1 A strange voice,

too! To whom could it belong? They rushed into the kitchen

whither the truants had repaired, and at once obtained rather more
than a glimmering of the real state of the case.

Mr. Pickwick, wdth his hands in his pockets and his hat cocked

completely over his left eye, was leaning against the dresser,

shaking his head from side to side, and producing a constant

succession of the blandest and most benevolent smiles without being

moved thereunto by any discernible cause or pretence whatsoever

;

old Mr. Wardle, with a highly-inflamed countenance, was grasping

the hand of a strange gentleman muttering protestations of eternal

friendship
;
Mr. Winkle, supporting himself by the eight-day clock,

was feebly invoking destruction upon the head of any member of

the family who should suggest the propriety of his retiring for the

night
;
and Mr. Snodgrass had sunk into a chair, with an expression

of the most abject aud hopeless misery that the human mind can

imagine, portrayed in every lineament of his expressive face.

“ Is anything the matter ? ” inquired the three ladies.

“ Nothin’ the matter,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “ We—we’re

—

all right—I say, Wardle, we’re alf right, ain’t we ?
”

“ I should think so,” replied the jolly host.—“ My dears, here’s

my friend Mr. Jingle—Mr Pickwick’s friend, Mr. Jingle, come
’poll—little visit.”

“Is anything the matter with Mr. Snodgrass Sir?” inquired

Emily, with great anxiety.

“ Nothing the matter. Ma’am,” replied the stranger. “ Cricket

dinner—glorious party—capital songs— old port—claret—good

—very good—wine. Ma’am—wine.”

“ It wasn’t the wine,” murmured Mr. Snodgrass, in a broken

voice. “ It was the salmon.” (Somehow or other, it never is the

wine, in these cases).

“Hadn’t they better go to bed Ma’am?” inquired Emma
Two of the boys will carry the gentlemen up stairs.”
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“ I won't go to bed,” said Mr. Winkle, firmly.

“No living boy shall carry me,” said Mr. Pickwick, stoutly ;

—

and he went on smiling as before.

“ Hurrah ! ” gasped Mr. Win/ile faintly.

“ Hurrah !
” echoed Mr. Pickwick, taking off his hat and dash-

ing it on the floor, and insanely casting his spectacles into the

middle of the kitchen.—At this humorous feat he laughed out-

right.

“Let's-— have— 'nother— bottle,” cried Mr. Winkle, com-

mencing in a very loud key, and ending in a very faint one. His

head dropped uf»on his breast; and, muttering his invincible

determination not to go to his bed, and a sanguinary regret that

he had not “ done for old Tupman ” in the morning, he fell fast

asleep; in which condition he was borne to his apartment by two
young giants under the personal superintendence of the fat boy, to

whose protecting care Mr. Snodgrass shortly afterwards confided

liis own person. Mr. Pickwick accepted the proffered arm of Mr.

Tupman and quietly disappeared, smiling more than ever ; and Mr.

Wardle after taking as affectionate a leave of the whole family as if

he were ordered for immediate execution, consigned to j\Tr. Trundle

the honour of conveying him up stairs, and retired, with a very

futile attempt to look impressively solemn and dignified.

“What a shocking scene !” said the spinster aunt.

“ Dis-gusting !
” ejaculated both the young ladies.

“Dreadful—dreadful !
” said Jingle, looking very grave

;
he was

about a bottle and a half ahead of any of his companions. “ Horrid

spectacle—very.”

“ What a nice man !
” whispered the spinster aunt to Mr

Tupman.
“Good-looking, too!” whispered Emily Wardle.
“ Oh, decidedly,” observed the spinster aunt.

Mr. Tupman thought of the widow at Rochester : and his

mind was troubled. The s cceeding half-hour's conversation was
not of a nature to calm his perturbed spirit. The new visitor was
very talkative, and the number of his anecdotes was only to be

exceeded by the extent of his politeness. Mr. Tupman felt, that

as Jingle’s popularity increased, he (Tupman) retired further into

the shade. His laughter Wm forced—his merriment feigned
;
and

when at last he laid his aching temples between the sheets, he

thought, with horrid deliglit on the satisfaction it would afford

him, to have Jingle's head at that moment between the feather bed

and the mattrass.

The indefatigable stranger rose betimes next morning, and,

although his companions remained in bed overpowered with the
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dissipation of the previous night, exerted himself most successfully

to promote the hilarity of the breakfast-table. So successful were

his efforts, that eve i the deaf old lady insisted on having one or

tw ) of his best jokes retailed through the trumpet
;
and even she

condescended to observe to the sjhnster aunt, that “ he ” (meaning

Jingle) “was an impudent young fellow”— a sentiment in which

all her relations then and there present thoroughly coincided

It Wiis the old lady’s habit on the fine summer mornings to

repair to tl^e arbour in which Mr. ^pman had already signalised

himself, in form and manner following :—first, the fat boy fetched

fiom a peg behind the old lady’s bed-room door, a close black satin

bonnet, a warm cotton shawl, and a thick stick with a capacious

handle
;
and the old lady having put on the bonnet and shawl at

her leisure, would lean one hand on the stick and the other on the

fat boy’s shoulder, and walk leisurely to the arbour, where the fat

boy would leave her to enjoy the fresh air for the space of half an

hour
;
at the expiration of which time he would return and reconduct

her back to the house.

The old lady was very precise and very particular
;
and as this

ceremony had been observed for three successive summers without

the slightest deviation from the accustomed form, she was not a

little surpriseil on this particular morning, to see the fat boy, instead

of leaving the arbour, walk a few paces out of it, look carefully

round him in every direction, and return towards her with great

stealth and an air of the most profound mystery.

The old lady was timorous—most old ladies are—and her first

impression was that the bloated lad was about to do her some
grievous bodily harm with the view of possessing himself of her

loose coin. She would have cried for assistance, but age and
infirmity had long ago deprived her of the power of screaming

;

she, therefore, watched his motions with feelings of intense terror,

which were»in no degree diminished by his coming close up to her,

and shouting in her ear in an agitated, and as it seemed to her, a

threatening tone,

—

“ Missus !

”

Now it so happened that Mr. Jingle was walking in the garden

close to the arbour at this moment. He too heard the shout of

“ Missus,” and stopped to hear moret There were three reasons

for his doing so. In the first place, he was idle and curious

;

secondly, he was by no means scrupulous ;
thirdly, and lastly, he was

concealed from view by some flowering shrubs. So there he stood,

and there he listened.

“ Missus,” shouted the fsA boy,

“WeU Joe,” said the trembling old lady. “I’m sure I have
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been a good mistress to you Joe. You have invariably been treated

very kindly. You have never had too much to do
;
and you have

always had enough to eat.”

This last was an appeal to thj fat boy’s most sensitive feelings.

He seemed touched as he repliedV emphatically,

—

“I knows I has.”

“Then what can you want to do now?” said the old lady,

gaining courage.

“ 1 wants to make your flerh creep,” replieJ the boy.

This sounded like a very blood-thirsty mode of sliowing one’s

gratitude
;
and as the old lady did not precisely understand the

process by which such a result was to be attained, all her former

horrors returned.

“ What do you think I see in this very arbour last night 1 ”

inquired the boy.

“ Bless us ! What 1 ” exclaimed the old lady, alarmed at the

solemn manner of the corpulent youth.
“ The strange gentleman—him as had his arm hurt—a kissin’

and huggin’
”

“Who, Joe—who? None of the servants, I hope.”
“ Worser than that,” roared the fat boy, in the old lady’s ear.

“ Not one of my gnnd-da’aters ?
”

“Worser than that.”

“Worse than t/iaC Joe !” said the old lady, who had thought

this the extreme limit of human atrocity. “ Who was it, Joe? I

insist upon knowing.”

The fat boy looked cautiously round, and having concluded

his survey, shouted in the old lady’s ear,

—

“Miss Rachael,”
“ What !

” said the old lady, in a shrill tone. “ Speak louder.”

“Lliss Rachael,” roared the fat'boy.

“ My da’ater !

” *

The train of nods which he fat boy gave by way of assent,

communicated a hlanc-mange like motion to his fat cheeks.

“ And she sutifered him !
” exclaimed the old lady.

A grin stole over the fat boy’s features- as he said,

—

“I see her a kissin’ of him agin.”

If Mr. Jingle, from his ’>lace of concealment, could have beheld

the expression which the old lady’s face assumed at this communi-

cation, the probability is that a sudden burst of laughter would

have betrayed his close vicinity to the summer-house. He listened

attentively. Fragments of angry sentences such as, “ Without my
permission !

”—“At her time of life “Miserable old ’oornan like

me ”—“Might have waited till I was dead,” and so forth, reached
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hifl ears
;
and then he heard the heels of the fat boy’s boots

cninching the grp-vel, as he retired and left the old lady alone.

It was a remarkable coincidence perhaps, but it was neverthe-

less a fact, that Mr. Jingle within five minutes after his arrival at

Manor Farm on the preceding nig^lit, had inwardly resolved to lay

siege to the heart of the spinster aunt, without delay. He had
observation enough to see, that his off-hand manner was by no

means disagreeable to the fair object of his attack; and he had

more than ^strong suspicion that sk# possessed that most desirable

of all requisites, a small independence. The imperative necessity

of ousting his rival by some means or other, flashed quickly upon

him, and he immediately resolved to adopt certain proceedings

tending to that end and object, without a moment’s delay. Field-

ing tells us that man is fire, and woman tow, and the Prince of

Darkness sets a light to ’em. Mr. Jingle knew that young men,

to spinster aunts, are as lighted gas to gunpowder, and he deter-

mined to essay the effect of an explosion without loss of time.

Full of reflections upon this important decision, he crept from

hifl place of concealment, and, umler cover of the shrubs before

mentioned, approached the house. Fortune seemed determined to

favour his design. Mr. Tupman and the rest of the gentlemen

left the garden by the side gate just as he obtained a view of it

;

and the young ladies he knew, had walked out alone, soon after

breakfast. The coast was clear.

The breakfast-parlour door wajs partially open. He peeped in.

The spinster aunt was knitting. He couglicd
;
she looked up and

smiled. Hesitation formed no part of Mr. Alfred •Jingle’s char-

acter. He laid his finger on his lijis mysteriously, walked in, and
closed the door.

“Miss Wardle,” said Mr. Jingle, with affected earnestness,
“ forgive intrusion—short acquAintance—no time for ceremony

—

all discovered.”

“ Sir !
” said the spinster aunt, rather astonished by the unex-

pected apparition and somew^hat doubtful of Mr. Jingle’s sanity.

“Hush! ’’said Mr. Jingle, in a stage whisper;— “large boy
—dumpling face—round eyes—rascal !

” Here he shook his head
expressively, and the spinster aunt trembled wdth ngitation.

“I presume you allude to Joseph •Sir?” said the lady, making
an effort to appear composed.

“Yes, Ma’am—damn that Joe!—treacherous dog, Joe—told

the old lady—old lady furious—wild—raving—arbour—Tuprnan

—kissing and hugging—all that sort of thing—eh. Ma’am—eh ?”

“ Mr. Jingle,” said the sidnater aunt, “ if you come here Sir, to

insult me ”
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**Not at all—by no means,” replied the unabashed Mr. Jingle
;—“ overheard the tale—came to warn you of your danger—tender

my services—prevent the hubbub. Never mind—think it an in-

sult—leave the room ”—and he turned, as if to carry the threat

into execution. I

“ What sAall I do !
” said the poor spinster, bursting into tears.

“ My brother will be furious !

”

“ Of course he will,” said Mr. Jingle pausing—“ outrageous.”
“ Oh Mr. Jingle, what c4n I say !

” ex.^Jaimed the spinster

aunt, in another flood of despair.

“ Say he dreamt it,” replied Mr. Jingle, coolly.

A ray of comfort darted across the mind of the spinster aunt

at this suggestion. Mr. Jingle perceived it, and followed up his

advantage.
“ Pooh, pooh !—nothing more easy—blackguard boy—lovely

woman—fat boy horsewhipped—you believed—end of the matter

—all comfortable.”

Whether the probability of escaping from the consequences of

this ill-timed discovery was delightful to the spinster’s feelings, or

whether the hearing herself described as a “ lovely woman ”

softened the asperity of her grief, we know not. She blushed

slightly, and cast a grateful look on Mr. Jingle.

That insinuating gentleman sighed deeply, fixed his eyes on

the spinster aunt’s face for a couple of minutes, started melo-

dramatically, and suddenly withdrew them.
‘‘ You seem unhappy Mr. Jingle,” said the lady, in a plaintive

voice. “ May I show my gratitude for your kind interference, by

inquiring into the cause, with a view, if possible, to its removal 1 ”

“Ha!” exclaimed Mr. Jingle, with another start
—“removal!

remove my unhappiness, and your love bestowed upon a man who
is insensible to the blessing—who \!jven now contemplates a design

upon the atfections of the niece of the creature who— but no
;
he

is my friend; I will not ex ose his vices. Miss Wardle—fare-

well 1
” At the conclusion of this address, the most consecutive

he was ever known to utter, Mr. Jingle ai)plied to his eyes the

remnant of a handkerchief before noticed, and turned towards the

door.

“ Stay, Mr. Jingle !
” said the spinster aunt emphatically.

“You have made an allusion to Mr. Tupmaii—explain it.”

“ Never !
” exclaimed Jingle, with a professional (i.e. theatrical)

air. “ Never !
” and, by way of showing that he had no desire

to be questioned further, he drew a chair close to that of the

spinster aunt and sat down.

“Mr. Jingle,” said the aunt, “I entreat—I implore you, if
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there is any dreadful mystery connected with Mr. Tupman, reveal

it.’*

“ Can I,** saiu Mr. Jingle, fixing his eyes on the aunt*s face

—

“ Can I see—lovely creature—sacrificed at the shrine—heartless

avarice !
” He appeared to be siruggling with various conflicting

emotions for a few seconds, and then said in a low deep voice

—

“ Tupman only wants your money.**
“ The wretch !

” exclaimed the spinster, with energetic indigna-

tion. (Mr^ Jingle’s doubts were reJblved. She had money).

“More than that,** said Jingle—“loves another.**

“ Another !
** ejaculated the spinster. “ Who 1

**

“ Short girl—black eyes—niece Emily.**

There was a pause.

Now if there were one individual in the whole world, of whom
the spinster aunt entertained a mortal and deeply-rooted jealousy,

it was this identical niece. The colour rushed over her face and
neck, and she tossed her head in silence with an air of ineffable

contempt. At last, biting her thin lips, and bridling up, she

said,

—

“ It can’t be. I won’t believe it.**

“ Watch ’em,” said Jingle.

“ I will,” said the aunt
“Watch his looks.”

“ I wUl.”
“ His whispers.**

“ I will.”

“ He’ll sit next her at table,**

“Let him.”
“ He’ll datter her.”

“Let him.”
^

“ He’ll pay her every possible attention.**

“ Let him.”
“ And he’ll cut you.”
“ Cut Toe !

” screamed the spinster aunt “ He cut ;—wiU
he !

” and she trembled with rage and disappointment -

“You will convince yourself?” said Jingle.

“ I will.”

“ You’ll show your spirit ?
*' •

“I will.”

“You’ll not have him afterwards!**
“ Never.”

“You’ll take somebody else!”

<‘YeB.** •

“You shaH**

B 2
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Mr. Jingle fell on his knees, remained thereupon for five minute
thereafter : and rose the accepted lover of the spinster aunt

—

conditionally upon Tupman’s perjuiy being made clear and manifest.

The burden of proof lay with Mr. Alfred Jingle
;
and he pro-

duced his evidence that very day at dinner. The spinster aunt

could hardly believe her eyes. Mr. Tracy Tupman was established

at Emily’s side, ogling, whispering, and smiling, in opposition to

Mr. Snodgrass. Not a word, not a look, not a glance, did he

bestow upon his heart’s pride ^ the evening before.

“Damn that boy!” thought old Mr. Wardle to himself.—He
had heard the story from his mother. “Damn that boy I He
must have been asleep. It’s all imagination.”

“Traitor I
” thought the spinster aunt to herself. “Dear Mr.

Jingle was not deceiving me. Oh ! how I hate the wretch I

”

The following conversation may serve to explain to our readers,

this apparently unaccountable alteration of deportment, on the

part of Mr. Tracy Tupman.
The time was evening

;
the scene the garden. There were

two figures walking in a side path
;
one was rather short and stout

\

the other rather tall and slim. They were Mr. Tupman and Mr.

Jingle. The stout figure commenced the dialogue.

“ How did I do it ” he inquired.

“ Splendid—capital—couldn’t act better myself—you must re-

peat the part to-morrow—every evening, till further notice.”

“ Does Rachael still wish it 1
”

“ Of course—she don’t like it—but must be done—avert sus-

picion—afraid of her brother—says there’s no help for it—only

few days more—when old folks blinded—crown your happiness.”
“ Any message 1

”

“Love— best love— kindest regards-;—unalterable affection.

Can I say anything for you ?
”

“ My dear fellow,” replied the unsuspicious Mr. Tupman, fer-

vently grasping his “ friend’s ' hand—“ carry my best love—say
how hard I find it to dissemble—say anything that’s kind ; but

add how sensible I am of the necessity of the suggestion she made
to me, through you, this morning. Say I applaud her wisdom
and admire her discretion.”

“ I will. Anything mc’-o-?
”

“ Nothing
;
only add how ardently I long for the time when I

may call her mine, and all dissimulation may be unnecessary.”
“ Certainly, certainly. Anything more 1

”

“ Oh, my friend 1
” said poor Mr. Tupman, again grasping the

hand of his companion, “ receive my ^ armest thanks for your dis-

interested kindness
;
and forgive me if I have ever, even u
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^bought, done you the injustice of supposing that you could stand

in my way. M7 dear friend can I ever repay you 1
”

“Don’t talk of it,” replied Mr. Jingle. He stopped short, as

if suddenly recollecting something, and said,
—“By-the-by, you

can’t spare ten pounds, can you?—very particular purpose—pay

you in three days.”

“ I dare say I can,” replied Mr. Tiipman, in the fulness of his

heart. “ Three days, you say ?
”

“ Only ^hree days—all over thel—no more diflSculties.”

Mr. Tupman counted the money into his companion’s hand,

and he dropped it piece by piece into his pocket, as they walked

towards the house.

“ Be carefiU,” said Mr. Jingle—“ not a look.”
“ Not a wink,” said Mr. Tupman.
“ Not a syllable.”

“ Not a whisper.”

“AU your attentions to the niece—rather rude, than other-

wise, to the aunt—only way of deceiving the old ones.”

“ I’ll take care,” said Mr. Tupman, aloud.

“And /’ll take care,” said Mr. Jingle internally; and they

entered the house.

The scene of that afternoon was repeated that evening, and on

the three afternoons and evenings next ensuing. On the fourth,

the host was in high spirits, for he had satisfied himself that there

was no ground for the charge against Mr. Tupman. So was Mr.

Tupman, for Mr. Jingle had told him that his affair would soon

be brought to a crisis. So was Mr. Pickwick, for lie was seldom

otherwise. So was not Mr. Snodgrass, for he had grown jealous

of Mr. Tupman. So was the old lady, for she had been winning

at whist. So were M^. Jingle and Miss Wardle, for reasons of

sufficient importance in this fiventful history, to be narrated in

another chapter.

CHAPTER IX.

A DISCOVKKY ANB A CHA8B.

Thb supper was ready laid, the chairs were drawn round the

table, bottles, jugs and glasses were arranged upon the sideboard,

and everything betokened the approach of the most convivial period

in the whole four and twent^f hours.

"Where’s Rachael)” said Mr. Wardle.
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•* Aye, and Jingle V* added Mr. Pickwick.
“ Dear me,” said the host, “ I wonder I haven*t missed him

before. Why, I don't think I’ve heard his voice for two hours at

least. Emily, my dear, ring the belL”

The bell was rung, and the fat boy appeared.
“ Where’s Miss Rachael ?” He couldn’t say.

‘‘ Where’s Mr. Jingle, then 1” He didn’t Imow.

Every body looked surprised. It wjas late—past eleven o’clock.

Mr. Tupman laughed in his slecH^e. They were loitering somewhere,

talking about him, Ha, ha ! capital notion that- -funny.

“Never mind,” said Wardle, after a short pause, “they’ll turn

up presently, I dare say. I never wait supper for anybody.”

“Excellent rule, that,” said Mr. Pickwick, “admirable.”
“ Pray, sit down,” said the host.

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick ; and down they sat.

There was a gigantic round of cold beef on the table, and Mr.

Pickwick was supplied with a plentiful portion of it. He had
raised his fork to his lips, and was on the very point of opening

his mouth for the reception of a piece of beef, when the hum of

many voices suddenly arose in the kitchen. He paused, and laid

down his fork. Mr. Wardle paused too, and insensibly released

his hold of the carving-knife, which remained inserted in the beef.

He looked at Mr. Pickwick. Mr. Pickwick looked at him.

Heavy footsteps were heard in the passage ; the parlour door

was suddenly burst open
;
and the man who had cleaned Mr.

Pickwick’s boots on his first arrival, rushed into the room, followed

by the fat boy, and all the domestics.

“What the devil’s the meaning of this?” exclaimed the host.

“The kitchen chimney ain’t a-fire, is it, Emmal” inquired the

old lady.

“Lor grandma ! No,” screamed both the young ladies.

“What’s the matter?” roared the master of the house.

The man gasped for breatl
,
and faintly ejaculated

—

“They ha’ gone, Mas’r !—gone right clean off. Sir !” (At this

juncture, Mr. Tupman was observed to Lay down his knife and fork,

and to turn very pale.)

“Who’s gone?” said Mr. Wardle, fiercely.

“ Mus’r Jingle and Miss Rachael, in a po’-chay, from Blue Lion,

Muggleton. I was there
;
but I couldn’t stop ’em

;
so I run off to

tell’ee.”

“ I paid his expenses !” said Mr. Tupman, jumping up frantically.

“ He’s got ten pounds of mine !—stop him !—he’s swindled me !

—

I won’t bear it !—I’ll have justice, Piv^kwick !—I won’t stand it 1

”

and with sundry incoherent exclamations of the like nature, the
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i^happy gentleman spun round and round the apartment, in a

transport of fren: y.

“Lord preseiTe us!” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, eyeing the

extraordinary gestures of his friend with terrified surprise. “ He ’s

gone mad ! What shall we doP
“Do!” said the stout old host, who regarded only the last

words of the sentence. “ Put the horse in the gig ! I'll get a

chaise at the Lion, and follow 'em instantly. Where”—he ex-

claimed, as .the man ran out to execute the commission—“Where’s
that villain, Joe ?”

“ Here I am ;
but I han’t a willin,” replied a voice. It was the

fat boy’s.

“Let me get at him, Pickwick!” cried Wardle, as he rushed

at the ill-starred youth. “ He was bribed by that scoundrel,

Jingle, to put me on a wrong scent, by telling a cock-and-a-buU story

of my sister and your friend Tupman !” (Here Mr. Tupman sunk

into a chair.) “ Let me get at him !”

“Don’t let him !” screamed all the women, above whose excla-

mations, the blubbering of the fat boy, was distinctly audible.

“I won’t be held!” cried the old man. “Mr. Winkle, take

your hands off ! Mr. Pickwick, let me go. Sir !

”

It was a beautiful sight, in that moment of turmoil and con-

fusion, to behold the placid and philosophical expression of Mr.
Pickwick’s face, albeit somewhat flushed with exertion, as he stood

with his arms firmly clasped round the extensive waist of their

corpulent host, thus restraining the impetuosity of his passion,

while the fat boy was scratched, and pulled, and pushed from the

room by all the females congregated therein. He had no sooner

released his hold, than the man entered to announce that the gig

was ready. ,

“Don’t let him go alone !”*Bcreamcd the females. “ He’ll kill

somebody !

“

“ I’ll go with him,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ You’re a good fellow, Pickwick,” said the host, grasping his

hand. “ Emma, give Mr. Pickwick a shawl to tie round his neck

—make haste. Look after your grandmother, girls
;

she’s fainted

away. Now then, are you ready?”

Mr. Pickwick’s mouth and chin, Ifaving been hastily enveloped

in a large shawl : his hat having been put on his head, and his

great coat thrown over his arm, he replied in the affirmative.

They jumped into the gig. “ Give her, her head, Tom,” cried

the host
;
and away they went, down the narrow lanes :

jolting

in and out of the cart-ruts, %nd bumping up against the hedges od

either side, as if they would go to pieces every moment.
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“How much are they arhead?” shouted Wardle, as they drov^

up to the door of the Blue Lion, round which a little crowd had

collected, late as it was.

“Not above three-quarters of pn hour,” was everybod/s reply.

“ Cliaise and four directly !—^out with *em ! Put up the gig

afterwards.”

“ Now, boys !
” cried the landlord—“ chaise and four out—make

haste—look alive there !

"

Away ran the hostlers, and the boys. The lanterns .glimmered,

as the men ran to and fro
;
the horses’ hoofs clattered on the

uneven paving of the yard
;
the chaise rumbled as it was drawn

out of the coach-house
;
and all was noise and bustle.

“Now then 1— is that chaise coming out to-night 1 ” cried

Wardle.
“ Coming down the yard now, Sir,” replied the hostler.

Out came the chaise—in went the horses—on sprung the boys

—

in got the travellers.

“Mind—the seven -mUe stage in less than half an hour!”
shouted Wardle.

“ Oflf with you 1

”

The boys applied whip and spur, the waiters shouted, the

hostlers cheered, and ?way they went, fast and furiously.

“ Pretty situation,” thought Mr. Pickwick, when he had had a

moment’s time for reflection. “ Pretty situation for the General

Chairman of the Pickwick Club. Damp chaise—strange horses

—

fifteen miles an hour—and twelve o’clock at night !

”

For the first three or four miles, not a word was spoken by

either of the gentlemen, each being too much immersed in his own
reflections, to address any observations to bis companion. When
they had gone over that much ground, however, and the horses

getting thoroughly warmed began io do their work in really good

style, Mr. Pickwick became too much exhilarated with the rapidity

of the motion, to remain any ’ uiger perfectly mute.

“We’re sure to catch them, I think,” said he.

“ Hope so,” replied his companion.
“ Fine night,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking up at the moon, which

was shining brightly.

“ So much the worse,” returned Wardle ; “for they’ll have had all

the advantage of the moonlight to get the start of us, and we shall

lose it. It will have gone down in another hour.”

“ It will be rather unpleasant going at this rate in the dark,

won’t it ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ I dare say it will,” replied his friittid drily.

Mr. Pickwick’s temporary excitement began to sober down a
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yttle, as he reflected upon the inconyeniences and dangers of the

expedition in which he had so thoughtlessly embarked. He was

roused by a loud shouting of the post-boy on the leader.

“ Yo—yo—yo—yo—yoe,” went the first boy.

“ Yo—yo—yo—yoe !
” went the second,

“ Yo—yo—yo—yoe !
” chimed in old Wardle himself, most

lustily, with his head and half his body out of the coach window.
“ Yo—yo—yo—yoe !

” shouted Mr. Pickwick, taking up the

burden of .the cry, though he had %iot the slightest notion of its

meaning or object. And amidst the yo—yoing of the whole four,

the chaise stopped.
“ WhaPs the matter ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“There’s a gate here,” replied old Wardle, “We shall hear

something of the fugitives.”

After a lapse of five minutes, consumed in incessant knocking

and shouting, an old man in his shirt and trousers emerged from

the turnpike-house, and opened the gate.

“How long is it since a post-chaise went through here?”

inquired Mr. Wardle.
“ How long ?

”

“Ah!”
“ Why, I don’t rightly know. It worn’t a long time ago, noi

it worn’t a short time ago—^just between the two, perhaps.”
“ Has any chaise been by at all 1 ”

“ Oh yes, there’s been a chay by.”

“How long ago, my friend?” interposed Mr. Pickwick, “an
hour ?

”

“ Ah, I dare say it might be,” replied the man.
“ Or two hours ? ” inquired the post-boy on the wheeler.

“Well, I shouldn’t ,wonder if it was,” returned the old man
doubtfully.

•

“Drive *00, boys,” cried the testy old gentleman : “don’t waste

any more time with that old idiot !

”

“ Idiot I
” exclaimed tlie old man with a grin, as he stood in the

middle of the road with the gate half closed, watching the chaise

which rapidly diminished in the increasing distance. “ No—not

much o’ that either
;
you’ve lost ten minutes here, and gone away

as wise as you came arter all. If erery man on the line as has a

guinea give him earns it half as well, you won’t catch t’other chay

this side Mich’lmas, old short and fat.” And with another pro-

longed grin, the old man closed the gate, re-entered his house, and
bolted the door after him.

Meanwhile the chaise f)roceeded, without any slackening of

pace, towards the conclusion of the stage. The moon, as Wardle
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had foretold, was rapidly on the wane
;

large tiers of dark heavy

clouds which had been gradually overspreading the sky for some
time past, now formed one black mass over head

;
and large drops

of rain which pattered every now and then against the windows of

the chaise, seemed, to warn the travellers of the rapid approach of

a stormy night. The wind, too, which was directly against them,

swept in furious gusts down the narrow road, and howled dismally

through the trees which skirted the pathway. Mr. Pickwick drew
his coat closer about him, coil^ himself more snugly up into the

comer of the chaise, and fell into a sound sleep, from which he was
only awakened by the stopping of the vehicle, the sound of the

hostler’s bell, and a loud cry of “ Horses on directly !

”

But here another delay occurred. The boys w^ere sleeping with

such mysterious soundness, that it took five minutes a-piece to

wake them. The hostler had somehow or other mislaid the key of

the stable, and even when that was found, two sleepy helpers put

the wrong harness on the wrong horses, and the whole process of

harnessing had to be gone through afresh. Had Mr. Pickwick

been alone, these multiplied obstacles would have completely put

an end to the pursuit at once, but old Wardle was not to be so

easily daunted
;
and he laid about him with such hearty good-will,

cufiing this man, and pushing that
;
strapping a buckle here, and

taking in a link there, that the chaise was ready in a much shorter

time than could reasonably have been exj)ected, under so many
difficulties.

They resumed their journey
;
and certainly the prospect before

them was by no means encouraging. The stage was fifteen miles

long, the night was dark, the wind high, and the rain pouring in

torrents. It was impossible to make any great way against such

obstacles united ; it was hard upon one o’clock already
;
and nearly

two hours were consumed in getting to the end of the stage.

Here, however, an object presented itself, which re-kibdled their

hopes, and re-animated their d Doping spirits.

“When did this chaise come in?” cried old Wardle, leaping out

of his own vehicle, and pointing to one covered with wet mud,
which was standing^n the yard.

“Not a quarter of an hour ago, Sir;” replied the hostler, to

whom the question was addressed.

“Lady and gentleman?” inquired Wardle, almost breathless

with impatience.

“Yes, Sir.”

“ Tall gentleman—dress coat—long legs—thin body f
”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ Elderly lady—thin face—rather skinny—eh t
”
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. “Yes, Sir/*

“ By Heavent
,
it’s them, Pickwick,” exclaimed the old gentleman.

“ Would have been here before,** said the hostler, “ but they

broke a trace.**

“*Tis them,** said Wardle, “it is, by Jove I Chaise and four

instantly. We shall catch them yet, before they reach the next

stage. A guinea a-piece, boys—^be alive there—bustle about

—

there’s good fellows.**

And with such admonitions as tiese, the old gentleman ran up
and down the yard, and bustled to and fro, in a state of excitement

which communicated itself to Mr. Pickwick also
; and under the

influence of which, that gentleman got himself into complicated

entanglements with harness, and mixed up with horses and wheels

of chaises, in the most surprising manner, firmly believing that by
BO doing, he was materially forwarding the preparations for their

resuming their journey.

“Jump in—jump in!** cried old Wardle, climbing into the

chaise, pulling up the steps, and slamming the door after him.

“Come along, make haste.** And before Mr. Pickwick knew
precisely what he was about, he felt himself forced in at the other

door, by one pull from the old gentleman, and one push from the

hostler
;
and oflf they were again.

“ Ah ! we are moving now,** said the old gentleman exultingly.

They were indeed, as was sufficiently testified to Mr. Pickwick, by

his constant collisions either with the hard w’ood-work of the chaise,

or the body of his companion.

“Hold up!** said the stout old Mr. Wardle, ai Mr. Pickwick

dived head foremost into his capacious waistcoat.

“ I never did feel such a jolting in my life,** said Mr. Pickwick.

“Never mind,’* replied his companion, “it’ll soon be over.

Steady, steady.”

Mr. Pidkwick planted himself into his own corner, as firmly as

he could
;
and on whirled the chaise faster than ever.

They had travelled in this way about three miles, when Mr.

Wardle, who had been looking out of the window for two or three

minutes, suddenly drew in his face, covered with splashes, and

exclaimed in breathless eagerness

—

“ Here they are !

** •

Mr. Pickwick thrust his head out of his window. Yes : there

Was a chaise and four, a short distance before them, dashing along

at full gallop.

“ Go on, go on,” almost shrieked the old gentleman. “ Two
guineas a-piece, boys—don*! let ’em gain on us—keep it up—-keep
it up.**
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^ The horses in the first chaise started on at their utmost speed

;

and those in Mr. Wardle’s galloped furiously behind them.
“ I see his head,” exclaimed the choleric old man, “ Damme, I

iee his head.’’

“ So do I,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ that’s he.”

Mr. Pickwick was not mistaken. The countenance of Mr.

Jingle, completely coated with the mud thrown up by the wheels,

was plainly discernible at the window of his chaise
;
and the

motion ofihia arm, which he was* waving violently towards the

postilions, denoted that he was encouraging them to increased

exertion.

The interest was intense. Fields, trees, and hedges, seemed to

rush past them with the velocity of a whirlwind, so rapid was the

pace at which they tore along. They were close by the side of

the first chaise. Jingle’s voice could be plainly heard, even above

the din of the wheels, urging on the boys. Old Mr. Wardle
foamed with rage and excitement. He roared out scoundrels and
villains by the dozen, clenched his fist and shook it expressively

at the object of his indignation
;
but Mr. Jingle only answered

with a contemptuous smile, and replied to his menaces by a shout

of triumph, as his horses, answering tlie increased apj)lication of

whip and spur, broke into a faster gallop, and left the pursuers

behind.

Mr. Pickwick had just drawn in his head, and J\lr. Wardle,

exhausted with shouting, had done the same, when a tremendous

jolt threw them forward against the front of the vehicle. There

was a sudden bump—a loud cnish—away rolled a \^ieel, and over

went the chaise.

After a very few seconds of bewilderment and confusion, in which

nothing but the pi ungjng of horses, and breaking of glass, could

be made out, Mr. Pickwick felt himself violently pulled out from

among the ’ruins of the chaise
;
and as soon as he had gained his

feet, and extricated his head from the skirts of his great coat

which materially impeded tlie usefulness of his spectacles, the full

disaster of the case met his view.

Old Mr. Wardle without a hat, and his clothes tom in several

places, stood by his side, and the fragments of the chaise lay

scattered at their feet. The post-boys, who had succeeded in

cutting the traces, were standing, disfigured with mud and dis

ordered by hard riding, by the horses’ heads. About a hundred

yards in advance was the other chaise, which had pulled up on

hearing the crash. The postilions, each with a broad grin con-

vulsing his countenance, we^#e viewing the adverse party from their

saddles, and Mr. Jingle was contemplating the wreck from the
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coach -window, with evident satisfaction. The day was jusf

breaking, and the whole scene was rendered perfectly visible by
the grey light of the morning.

“ Hallo !
” shouted the shameless Jingle, “ any body damaged 1

—elderly gentlemen—no light weights—dangerous work—very.”

“You're a rascal !
” roared Wardle.

“ Ha ! ha !
” replied Jingle

;
and then he added, with a know-

ing wink, and a jerk of the thumb towards the interior of the

chaise—“I say—she's very wefl—desires her compliments—begs

you won't trouble yourself—love to Tuppy—won’t you get up
behind 1—drive on boys.”

The postilions resumed their proper attitudes, and away rattled

the chaise, Mr. Jingle fluttering in derision a white handkerchief

from the coach window.
Nothing in the whole adventure, not even the upset, had dis-

turbed the calm and equable current of Mr. Pickwick's temper.

The villany however, which could first borrow money of his

faithful follower, and then abbreviate his name to “ Tuppy,” was
more than he could patiently bear. He drew his breath hard, and
coloured up to the very tips of his spectacles, as he said, slowly

and emphatically

—

“ If ever I meet th£ t man again. I'll
—

”

“Yes, yes,” interrupted Wardle, “that's all very well: but

while we stand talking here, they'll get their licence, and be

married in London.”

Mr. Pickwick paused, bottled up his vengeance, and corked it

down,
“How far is it to the next stage?” inquired Mr. Wardle, of

one of the boys.

“ Six mile, a’nt it, Tom ?
”

“ Raythcr better.”

“ Rayther better nor six mile. Sir.*'

“Can’t be helped,” said W-.dle, “we must walk it, Pickwick.”
“ No help for it,” replied that truly great man.

So sending forward one of the boys on horseback, to procure

a fresh chaise and horses, and leaving the other behind to take

care of the broken one, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Wardle set man-
fully forward on the walk first tying their shawls round their

necks, and slouching down their hats to escape as much as possible

from the deluge of rain, which after a slight cessation, had again

begun to pour heavily down.



THE riOKWlOE OLUB. 117

CHAPTER X,

CLEASINO UP ALL DOUBTS (iF ANY EXISTED) OF THE DISINTER-

ESTEDNESS OF MR. JINOLE^S CHARACTER.

There are in London several old inns, once the head quarters

of celebrated coaches in the days 'when coaches performed their

journeys in a graver and more solemn manner than they do in

these times
;

but which have now degenerated into little more

than the abiding and booking places of country wagons. The
reader would look in vain for any of these ancient hostelries,

among the Golden Crosses and Bull and Mouths, which rear their

stately fronts in the improved streets of London. If he would
light upon any of these old places, he must direct his steps to the

obscurer quarters of the town
;
and there in some secluded nooks

he will find several, still standing with a kind of gloomy sturdi-

ness, amidst the modern innovations which surround them.

In the Borough especially, there still remain some half dozen

old inns, which have preserved their external features unchanged,

and which have escaped alike the rage for public improvement,

and the encroachments of private speculation. Great, rambling,

queer, old places they are, with galleries, and passages, and stair-

cases, wide enough and antiquated enough, to furnish materials

for a hundred ghost stories, supposing we should ever be reduced

to the lamentable necessity of inventing any, and^hat the world

should exist long enough to exhaust the innumerable veracious

legends connected with old London Bridge, and its adjacent

neighbourhood on the {Jurrey side.

It was in the yard of one of these inns—of no less celebrated a

one than the White Hart—that a man was busily employed in

brushing the dirt off a pair of boots, early on the morning succeed-

ing the events narrated in the last chapter. He was habited in a

coarse-striped waistcoat, with black calico sleeves, and blue glass

buttons : drab breeches and leggings. A bright red handkerchief

was wound in a very loose and unstudied style round his neck,

and an old white hat was carelessly thrown on one side of his

bead. There were two rows of boots before him, one cleaned and

the other dirty, and at every addition he made to the clean row,

he paused from his work, and contemplated its results with

evident satisfaction.

The yard presented none# of that bustle and activity which are

the usual characteristics of a large coach inn. Three or four
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lumbering wagons, each with a pile of goods beneath its ampl^

canopy, about the height of the second-floor window of an ordinary

house, were stowed away beneath a lofty roof which extended over

one end of the yard
;
and another, which was probably to com-

mence its journey that morning, was drawn out into the open

space. A double tier of bed-room galleries, with old clumsy

balustrades, ran round two sides of the straggling area, and a

double row of bells to correspond, sheltered from the weather by a

little sloping roof, hung over *^he door leading to th? bar and
coflfee-room. Two or three gigs and chaise-carts were wheeled up
under different little sheds and pent-houses

;
and the occasional

heavy tread of a cart-horse, or rattling of a chain at the further

end of the yard, announced to any body who cared about the matter,

that the stable lay in that direction. When we add that a few

boys in smock frocks, were lying asleep on heavy packages, wool-

packs, and other articles that were scattered about on heaps of

straw, we have described as fully as need be, the general appear-

ance of the yard of the White Hart Inn, High Street, Borough,

on the particular morning in question.

A loud ringing of one of the bells, was followed by the appear-

ance of a smart chambermaid in the upper sleeping gallery, who,

after tapping at one of the doors, and receiving a request from

within, called over the balustrades.

Sam !

”

“Hallo,” replied the man with the white hat.

“ Number twenty-two wants his boots.”

“Ask numlxir twenty-two, vether he’ll have ’em now, or vait

till he gets ’em,” was the reply.

“Come, don’t be a fool, Sam,” said the girl, coaxingly, “the
gentleman wants his boots directly.”

,

“ Well, you are a nice young ’obman for a musical party, you

are,” said the boot-cleaner. “Look at these here botJts—eleven

pair o’ boots
;
and one shoe a., b’iongs to number six, with the

wooden leg. The eleven boots is to be called at half-past eight

and the shoe at nine. Who’s number twenty-two, that’s to put

all the others out? No, no; reg’lar rotation, as Jack Ketch said,

ven he tied the men up. Sorry to keep you a watin’. Sir, but

I’ll attend to you directly.” «

Saying which, the man in the white hat set to work upon a

top-boot with increased assiduity.

There was another loud ring ; and the bustling old landlady of

the White Hart made her appearance in the opposite gallery.

“ Sam,” cried the landlady, “ where^ s that lazy, idle—why Sam
-^h, there you are

;
why don’t you answer ?

”
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*‘Vouldii*t be gen-teel to answer, ’till you*d done talking,” re-

plied Sam, gruffly.

“Here, clean them shoes for number seventeen directly, and

^ake ’em to private sitting-room, n limber five, first floor.”

The landlady flung a pair of lady’s shoes into the yard, and

bustled away.

“Humber 5,” said Sam, as he picked up the shoes, and taking

a piece of chalk from his pocket, made a memorandum of their

destinatior^ on the soles
—“ Lady’s lihoes and private sittiu’ room •

I suppose she didn’t come in the vaggin.”

“ She came in early this morning,” cried the girl, who was still

leaning over the railing of the gallery, “ with a gentleman in a

hackney-coach, and it’s him as wants his boots, and you’d better

do ’em, and that’s all about it.”

“ Vy didn’t you say so before 1
” said Sam, with great indigna-

tion, singling out the boots in question from the heap before him.
“ For all I know’d he vas one o’ the regular three-pennies. Private

room ! and a lady too ! If he’s anything of a gen’lm’n, he’s vurth

a shillin’ a day, let alone the arrands.”

Stimulated by this inspiring lefiection, Mr. Samuel brushed

away with such hearty good will, that in a few minutes the boots

and shoes, with a polish which would have struck envy to the soul

of the amiable Mr. Warren, (for they used Day and Martin at the

White Hart) had arrived at the door of number five.

“ Come in,” said a man’s voice, in reply to Sam’s rap at the

door.

Sam made his best bow, and stepped into the* presence of a

lady and gentleman seated at breakfast Having officiously de-

posited the gentleman’s boots right and left at his feet, and the

lady’s shoes right and left at hers, he backed towards tlie door.

“ Boots,” said the gentleman.
“ Sir,” jaid Sam, closing the door, and keeping his hand on the

knob of the lock.

“ Do you know—what’s a-name—Doctors’ Commons ?
”

“Yes Sir.”

“ Where is it 1
”

“Paul’s Church-yard, Sir; low archway on the carriage-side,

bookseller’s at one comer, hot-el on the other, and two porters in

the middle as touts for licences.”

“ Touts for licences !
” said the gentleman.

“ Touts for licences,” replied Sam. “ Two coves in vhite aprons—^touches their hats ven you walk in
—‘Licence, Sir, licence?*

Queer sort, them, and their# mas rs too, Sir—Old Bailey Proctors

—and no mistake.”
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“ What do they do 1 ” inquired the gentleman.
“ Do ! Fow, Sir ! That an’t the worst on it, neither. They

puts things into old gen’lm’ns heads as they never dreamed of^.

My father, Sir, vos a coachman. A vidower he vos, and fat

enough for anything—uncommon fat, to be sure. His missus

dies, and leaves him four hundred pound. Down he goes to the

Commons, to see the lawyer and draw the blunt—wery smart

—

top boots on—nosegay in his button-hule—broad-brimmed tile

—

green shawl—quite the gen’la/n. Goes through thej archvay,

thinking how he should inwest the money—up comes the touter,

touches his hat—‘Licence, Sir, licence T—‘What’s that?’ says

my father.
—‘Licence, Sir,’ says he.

—‘What licence?’ says my
father.

—‘Marriage licence,’ says the touter.
—‘Dash my veskit,’

says my father, ‘ 1 never thought o’ that’— ‘ I think you wants

one. Sir,’ says the touter. My father pulls up, and thinks a bit

—

‘No,* says he, ‘ damme, I’m too old, b’sides I’m a many sizes too

large,* says he.
—

‘ Not a bit on it, Sir,’ says the touter.— ‘ Think
not ? ’ says my father.

—
‘ I’m sure not,* says he

;
‘ we married a

gen’lm’n twice your size, last Monday.’— ‘ Did you, though,’ says

my father.
—

‘ To be sure, ve did,’ says the touter, ‘ you’re a babby
to him—this vay, Sir—this vay 1

’—and sure enough my father

walks arter him, like a tame monkey behind a horgan, into a little

back office, vere a feller sat among dirty papers and tin boxes,

making believe he was busy. ‘ Pray take a seat, vile I makes out

the affidavit, Sir,’ says the lawyer.—‘Thankee, Sir,’ says my
father, and down he sat, and stared vith all his eyes, and his

mouth vide open, at the names on the boxes.—‘What’s your

name. Sir?’ says the lawyer.—‘Tony Weller,’ says my father.

—

‘ Parish ?
’ says the lawyer.— ‘ Belle Savage,’ says my father

;
for

he stopped there ven he drove up, and he know’d nothing about

parishes, he didn’t.
—‘And what’s the lady’s name?’ says the

lawyer. My father was struck all of a heap. ‘Bkssed if I

know,’ says he.
—‘Not know” says the lawyer.—‘No more

nor you do,’ says my father, ‘ can’t I put that in arterwards ?
’

—

‘ Impossible !
’ says the lawyer.— ‘ Wery well,’ says my father,

after he’d thought a moment, ‘put down Mrs. Clarke.’—‘What
Clarke?’ says the lawyer, dipping his pen in the ink.—‘Susan

Clarke, Markis o’ Granby, Dorking,’ says my father
;

‘ she’ll have

me, if I ask her, I des-say—1 never said nothing to her, but she’ll

have me, I know.’ The licence was made out, and she did have

him, and what’s more she’s got him now
;
and I never had any of

the four hundred pound, worse luck. Beg your pardon. Sir,” said

Sam, when he had concluded, “but .^vhen I gets on this here

grievance, I runs on like a new barrow vith the vheel greased.”
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Having said which, and having paused foi an instant to see

whether he was wanted for any thing more, Sam left the room.
“ Half-past n ne—just the time—off at once

;
” said the gentle-

man, whom we need hardly introduce as Mr. Jingle.

“ Time—for what ? ” said the spinster aunt, cociuettishly.

‘‘ Licence, dearest of angels—give notice at the church—call

you mine, to-morrow”—said Mr. Jingle, and he squeezed the

spinster aunt^s hand.
“ The Ijcence !

” said Rachael, blushing.

“ The licence,” repeated Mr. Jingle

—

“In hurry, post-haste for a licence,

In hurry, ding dong 1 come back.*'

“How you run on,” said Rachael.
“ Run on—nothing to the hours, days, weeks, months, years,

when we’re united—riin on—they’ll fly on—bolt—mizzle—steam-

engine—thousand-horse power—nothing to it.”

“ Can’t— can’t we be married before to-morrow morning 1
”

inquired Rachael.

“Impossible—can’t be—notice at the church—leave the licence

to-day—ceremony come off to-morrow.”

“I am so terrified, lest my brother should discover us !
” said

Rachael.
“ Discover—nonsense—too much shaken by the break down

—

besides—extreme caution—gave up the post-chaise—walked on

—

took a hackney-coach—came to the Borough—last place in the

world that he’d look in—ha ! ha !—capital notion that—very.”

“ Don’t be long,” said the spinster, affectionately, as Mr. Jingle

stuck the pinched up hat on his head.

“Long away from you?— Cruel charmer,” and Mr. Jingle

skipped playfully up to the spmster aunt, imprinted a chaste kiss

upon her I%j)s, and danced out of the room.

“Dear man !” said the spinster, as the door closed after him.
“ Rum old girl,” said Mr. Jingle, as he walked down the

passage.

It is painful to reflect upon the perfidy of our species
;
and we

will not therefore, pursue the thread of Mr. Jingle’s meditations, as

he wended his way to Doctors’ Comiqons. It will be suflicient for

our purpose to relate, that escaping the snares of the dragons in

white aprons, who guard the entrance to that enchanted region, he

reached the Vicar Greneral’s office in safety, and having procured a

highly flattering address on parchment, from the Archbishop of

Canterbury, to his “trusty and well-beloved Alfred Jingle and

Rachael Wardle, greeting,” he carefully deposited the mystic
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document in his pocket, and retraced his steps in triumph to the

Borough.

Ho was yet on his way to the White Hart, when two plump
gentlemen and one thin one, entered the yard, and looked round

in search of some authorised person of whom they could make a

few inquiries. Mr. Samuel Weller happened to be at that moment
engaged in burnishing a pair of painted tops, the personal

property of a farmer, who was refreshing himself with a slight

lunch of two or three pounds Jf cold beef ind a pot or two of

porter, after the fatigues of the Borough market
;
and to him the

thin gentleman straightway advanced

—

“My friend,” said the thin gentleman.
“ YouVe one o* the adwice gratis order,” thought Sam, “or you

wouldn’t be so werry fond o’ me all at once.” But he only said

—

“Well Sir.”

“ My frieinl,” said the thin gentleman, with a conciliatory hem

—

“ Have you got many people stopping here, now ^ Pretty busy.

Ehr’
Sam stole a look at the inquirer. He was a little high-dried

man, with a dark squeezed up face, and small restless black eyes,

that kept winking and twinkling on each side of his little in-

quisitive nose, as if they were playing a perpetual game of peep-bo

with that feature. He was dressed all in black, with boots as

shiny as his eyes, a low white neckcloth, and a clean shirt with

a frill to it. A gold watch-chain, and seals, depended from

his fob. He carried his black kid gloves in his hands, not on

them
;
and as he spoke, thrust his wrists beneath his coat-tails, with

the air of a man who was in the habit of propounding some regular

posers.

“ Pretty busy, eh 1 ” said the little man.
“ Oh, werry well. Sir,” replied Sv\m, “ wo shan’t be bankrupts,

and we shan’t make our fort'ns. We eats our biled mutton with-

out capers, and don’t care for h'Tsc-radish ven ve can get beef.”

“Ah,” said the little man, “you’re a wag, a’nt you?”
“ My eldest brother was troubled with that complaint,” said

Sam
;
“ it may be catching—I used to sleep with him.”

“This is a curious old house of yours,” said the little man,
looking round him. 4

“ If you’d sent word you was a coming, we’d ha’ had it repaired
;

"

replied the im})erturbable Sam.

The little man seemed rather baffled by these several repulses,

and a short consultation took place between him and the two plump
gentlemen. At its conclusion, the little man took a pinch of

snuff from an oblong silver box, and w.aR apparently on the point
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of renewing the conversation, when one of the plump gentlemeii,^

who in addition to a benevolent countenance, possessed a pair of

spectacles, and a pair of black gaiters, interfered

—

“ The fact of the matter is,” said the benevolent gentleman,
“ that my friend here (pointing to the other plump gentleman,)

will give you half a guinea, if you’ll answer one or two—

”

“ Now, my dear Sir—my dear Sir,” said the little man, “ pray

allow me—my dear Sir, the very first prii:<'''ple to be observed in

these cases, is this if you p^ace a matter in the bands of a

professional man, you must in no way interfere in the progress of

the business
;
you must repose implicit confidence in him. Really,

Mr. (he turned to the other plump gentleman, and said)—I forget

your friend’s name.”
“ Pickwick,” said Mr. Wardle, for it was no other than that jolly

personage.

“ Ah, Pickwick—really Mr. Pickwick, my derr Sir, excuse me
—I shall be happy to receive any private suggestions of yours, as

amicAis curice^ but you must see the impropriety of your interfering

with my conduct in this case, with such an ad captandum argu-

ment, as the offer of half a guinea. Really, my dear Sir, really,”

and the little man took an argumentative pinch of snuff, and looked

very profound

“My only wish. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “was to bring this

very unpleasant matter to as speedy a close as possible.”

“ Quite right—([uite right,” said the little man.
“ With which view,” continued Mr. Pickwick, “ I made use of

the argument which my exj)erience of men has taught me is the

most likely to succeed in any case.”

“Ay, ay,” said the little man, “very good, very good, indeed ;

but you should have suggested it to me. My dear Sir, I’m quite

certain you cannot be ignorant of Ihe extent of confidence which

must be placed in professional men. If any authority can be

necessary on such a point, my dear Sir, let me refer you to the

well-known case in Ramwell and—

”

“Never mind George Barnvell,” interrupted Sam, wdio had
remained a wondering listener during this short colloquy; “every

body knows vhat sort of a case his was, tho’ it’s always been my
opinion, mind you, that the' young ’ooman deserved scragging a

precious sight more than he did. Hows’ever, that’s neither here

nor there. You vant me to accept of half a guinea. Werry well.

I’m agreeable : I can’t say no fairer than that, can I, Sir ? (Mr.

Pickwick smiled.) Then the next question is, what the devil do

you want with me, as the man said v^n he seed the ghost 1
”

“We want to know”— said Mr, Wardle.
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, “Now my dear Sir—my dear Sir,” interposed the busy little

man.

Mr, Wardle sjrugged his shoulders, and was silent.

“ We want to know,” said the little man, solemnly
;
“ and we ask

the question of you, in order that we may not awaken apprehensions

inside—we want to know who 5muVe got in this house, at present.”
“ Who there is in the house 1

” said Sam, in whose mind the

inmates were always represented by that particular article of their

costume, which came under hii immediate suporintendmice.
“ There's a vooden leg in number six, there’s a pair of Hessians

in thirteen, there’s two pair of halves in the commercial, there’s

these here painted tops in the snuggery inside the bar, and five

more tops in the coffee-room.”

“ Nothing more ?” said the little man.
“ Stop a bit,” replied Sam, suddenly recollecting himself.

“ Yes
I

there’s a pair of Vellingtons a good deal vorn, and a pair

0* lady’s shoes, in number five.”

“What sort of shoes?” hastily inquired Wardle, who, together

with Mr. Pickwick, had been lost in bewilderment at the singular

catalogue of visiters.

“ Country make,” replied Sam,
“Any maker’s name ?

”

“Brown.”
“Where of?”
“ Muggleton.”
“ It is them,” exclaimed Wardle. “ By Heavens, we’ve found

:hem.”
“ Hush !

” said Sam. “The Vellingtons has gone to Doctors’

Commons.”
“ No,” paid the little man.
“ Yes, for a licence.”

*

“ We’re* in time,” exclaimed Wardle. “ Show us the room
;
not

a moment is to be lost.”

“ Pray, my dear Sir—pray,” said the little man
;

“ (iaution,

caution.” He drew froip his pocket a red silk purse, and looked

very hard at Sara as he drew out a sovereign.

Sam gianned expressively.

“Show us into the room at once, •without announcing us,” said

the little man, “ and it’s yours.”

Sam threw the painted tops into a corner, and led the way
through a dark passage, and up a wide staircase. He paused at

the end of a second passage, and held out his hand.

“ Here it is,” whisj)ered the actorney, as ho deposited the money
in the hand of their guido.
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The man stepped forward for a few paces, followed by the two

friends and their legal adviser. He stopj^ed at a door.

Is this the room ? ” murmured the little gentleman.

Sam nodded assent.

Old Wardle opened the door
;
and the whole three walked into

the room just as Mr. Jingle, who had that moment returned, had

produced the licence to the spinster aunt.

The spinster uttered a loud shriek, and. throwing herself in a

chair, covered her face with her hands. Mr. Jingle crumpled up
the licence, and thrust it into his coat-pocket. The unwelcome

visiters advanced into the middle of the room.

“You—you are a nice rascal, arVt youl” exclaimed Wardle,

breathless witli passion.

“ My dear Sir, my dear Sir,” said the little man, laying his hat

on the table. “ Pray, consider—pray. Scandalum magnatum^
defamation of character, action for damages. Calm yourself, my
dear Sir, pray—

”

“How dare you drag my sister from my house?” said the old

man. ,

“Ay—ay—very good,” said the little gentleman, “you may
ask that. How dare you. Sir 1—eh. Sir ?

”

“ Who the devil arc you 1 ” inquired Mr. Jingle, in so fierce a

tone, that the little gentleman involuntarily fell back a step or

two.
“ Who is he, you scoundrel 1 ” interposed Wardle. “ He^s my

lawyer, Mr. Perker, of Gray’s inn. Perker, I’ll have this fellow

prosecuted—indicted—I’ll—I’ll—damme, I’ll ruin him. And you,”

continued Mr. Wardle turning abruptly round to his sister, “ you
Rachael, at a time of life when you ought to know better, what do

you mean by running away with a vagabond, disgracing your

family, and making yourself miserable. Get on your bonnet, and

come back. Call a hackney-coach there, directly, and ' bring this

lady’s bill, d’ye hear—d’ye hei 1
”

“Cert’nly, Sir,” replied Sam, who had answered Wardle’s

violent ringing of the bell with a degree of celerity, which must
have appeared marvellous to any body who didn’t know that his eye

had been applied to the outside of the key-hole during the whole

interview.

“ Get on your bonnet,” repeated Wardle.
“ Do nothing of the kind,” said Jingle. “ Leave the room. Sir

—no business here—lady’s free to act as she pleases—more than

one-and-twenty.”

“More than one-and-twenty 1
” ejaculated Wardle, contemf^

tuously. “ More than one-and-forty I

”
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^ “I a*nt,” said the spinster aunt, her indignation getting the

better of her det ^rmination to faint.

“You are,” replied Wardle, “you’re fifty if you’re an hour.”

Here the spinster aunt uttered a loud shriek, and became

sensolesB.

“ A glass of water,” said the humane Mr. Pickwick, summoning
the landlady.

“ A glass of water !
” said the passionate Wardle. “ Bring a

bucket, and throw it all over her
;

it’ll do her good, and she richly

deserves it.”

“Ugh, you brute!” ejaculated the kind-hearted landlady.

“ Poor dear.” And with sundry ejaculations, of “ Come now,

there’s a dear—drink a little of this— it’ll do you good—don’t

give way so—there’s a love,” &c. &:c. the landlady, assisted by a

chamber-maid, proceeded to vinegar the forehead, beat the hands,

titillate the nose, and unlace the stays of the spinster aunt, and to

administer such other restoratives as are usually ap})lied by com-

passionate females to ladies who are endeavouring to ferment

themselves into hysterics.

“ Coach is ready, Sir,” said Sam, appearing at the door.

“Come along,” cried Wardle. “Pll carry her down stairs.”

At this proposition, the hysterics came on with redoubled

violence.

The landlady was about to enter a very violent protest against

this proceeding, and had already given vent to an indignant in-

quiry whether Mr. Wardle considered himself a lord of the creation,

when Mr. Jingle interposed

—

“Boots,” said he, “get me an officer.”

“ Stay, stay,” said little Mr. Perker. “ Consider, Sir, consider.”

“ I’ll not consider,” seplied Jingle, “ she’s her own mistress

—

see who dares to take her away—unless she wishes it.”

“ I wcm^ be taken away,” murmured the spinster aunt. “ I

d(m!t wish it.” (Here there was a frightful relapse.)

“ My dear Sir,” said the little man, in a low tone, taking Mr.

Wardle and Mr. Pickwick apart :
“ My dear Sir, we’re in a very

awkward situation. It’s a distressing case—very ; I never knew
one more so

\
but really, my dear Sir, really we have no power to

controul this lady’s actions. I wanted you before we came, my
dear Sir, that there was nothing to look to but a compromise.”

There was a short pause.

“ What kind of compromise would you recommend 1 ” inquired

Mr. Pickwick.
“ Why, my dear Sir, oui® friend’s in an unpleasant position

—

erymuch so. We must be content to suffer some pecuniary loss.”
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“1^11 suflfer any, rather than submit to this disgrace, and lot

her, fool as she is, be made miserable for life,” said Wardle,
“ I rather think it can be done,” said the bustling little maiu

“Mr. Jingle, will you step with us into the next room for a

moment 1
”

Mr. Jingle assented, and the quartette walked into an empty

apartment.
“ Now Sir,” said the little man, ^s he carefully closed the

door, “ is there no way of accommodating this matter.—step this

way Sir, for a moment—into this window. Sir, wliere wc can be

alone—there, Sir, there, jjray sit down. Sir. Now, iny dear Sir,

between you and I, we know very well, my dear Sir, that you have

run off with this lady for the sake of her money. Don’t frown.

Sir, don’t frown
;

I say, between you and I, know it. We are

both men of the world, and we know very well that our friends

here, are not—eh 1
”

Mr. Jingle’s face gradually relaxed; and something distantly

resembling a wink, quivered for an instant in his left eye.

“Very good, very good,” said the little man, observing the

impression he had made. “ Now the fact is, that beyond a few

hundreds, the lady has little or nothing till the death of her mother

—fine old lady, my dear Sir.”

“ OZtf,” said Mr. Jingle, briefly but emphatically.

“Why, yes,” said the attorney, with a slight cough. “You
are right, my dear Sir, she is rather old. She comes of an old

family though, my dear Sir
;
old in every sense of the word. The

founder of that family came into Kent, when Julius Ciesar invaded

Britain ;—only one member of it, since, who hasn’t lived to eighty-

five, and he was beheaded by one of the Henrys. The old lady is

not seventy-three now, my dear Sir.” The little man paused, and
took a pinch of snuff.

“Well,” cried Mr. JingiC.

“Well, my dear Sir—you "^on’t take snuff?—ah ! so much the

better—expensive habit—well, my dear Sir, you’re a fine young
man, man of the world—able to push your fortune, if you had
capital, eh ?

”

“ Well,” said Mr. Jingle again.

“ Do you comprehend me ?
”

“Not quite.”

“ Don’t you think—now, my dear Sir, I put it to you, dorCi

you think—that fifty pounds and liberty, would be better than
Miss Wardle and expectation ?

”

“ Won’t do—not half enough I
” said Mr. Jingle, rising.

“Nay, nay, my dear Sir,” remonstrated the little attorney.
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4^izing him by the button. “ Good round sum—a man like you

could treble it in no time—great deal to be done with fifty pounds,

my dear Sir.”

“More to be done with a hundred and fifty,” replied Mr.

Jingle, coolly.

“Well, my dear Sir, we won’t waste time in splitting straws,”

resumed the little man, “say—say—seventy.”

“Won’t do,” said Mr. Jingle.
^

“Don’t ‘go away, my dear Sir—pray don’t hurry," said the

little man. “ Eighty
;
come : I’ll write you a cheque at once.”

“Won’t do,” said Mr. Jingle.

“Well, my dear Sir, well,” said the little man, still detaining

him ’j “just tell me what will do.”

“ Expensive affair,” said Mr. Jingle. “ Money out of pocket

—posting, nine pounds
\

licence, throe—that’s twelve—compensa-

tion, a hundred—hundred and twelve—Breach of honour—and
loss of the lady

—

”

“ Yes, my dear Sir, yes,” said the little man, with ^ knowing
look, “never mind the last two items. That’s a hundred and

twelve—say a hundred—come.”
“ And twenty,” said Mr. Jingle.

“ Come, come. I’ll write you a cheque,” said the little man

;

and down he sat at the table for that purpose.

“I’ll make it payable the day after to-morrow,” said the little

man, with a look towards Mr. Wardle
;
“ and we can get the lady

iway, meanwhile.” Mr. Wardle sullenly nodded assent.

“ A hundred,” said the little man.
“ And twenty,” said Mr. Jingle.

“ My dear Sir/’ remonstrated the little man.
“ Give it him,” interposed Mr. Wardle, “ and let him go.”

The cheoue was written by the little gentleman, and pocketed
by Mr. Jin^e.

“ Now, leave this house instantly 1
” said Wardle, starting up.

“ My dear Sir,” urged the little man.
“ And mind,” said Mr. Wardle, “ that nothing should have in-

duced me to make this compromise—not even a regard for my
family—if I had not known, that the moment you got any money
in that pocket of yours, you’d go to Ihe devil faster, if possible,

tlian you would without it
—

”

“ My dear Sir,” urged the little man again.

“Be quiet, Perker,” resumed Wardle. “Leave the room, Sir.”

“Off directly,” said the unabashed Jingle. “Bye—bye

—

Pickwick.” •

If any dispassionate spectator could have beheld the oounte-

F
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nance of the illustrious man, whose name forms the leading featu»*c

of the title of this work, during the latter part of this conversa-

tion, he would have been almost induced to wonder that the

indignant fire which flashed from his eyes, did not melt the

glasses of his spectacles—so majestic was his wrath. Ilis nostrils

dilated, and his fists clenched involuntarily, as he heard himself

addressed by the Aullain. But he restrained himself again—he
did not pulverise him.

“ Here,” continued the hardened traitor, tossing the licence at

Mr. Pickwick’s feet
;
“ get the name altered—lake home the lady

—do for Tuppy.”

Mr. Pickwick was a philosopher, but philosojdicrs are only men
in aimour, after all. The shaft had reached him, penetrated

through his philosophical harness, to his very heart. In the frenzy

of his rage, he hurled the inkstand madly forward, and followed it

up himself. But Mr. Jingle had disappeared, and he found himself

caught in the arms of Sam.
“Hallo^” said that eccentric functionary, “furniter's cheap

vere you c^mc from. Self-acting ink, that ’ere
;

it’s wrote your

mark upon the wall, old gcn’lm’n. Hold still. Sir : wot’s the use

o’ runnin’ artcr a man as has made his lucky, and got to t’ other

end of the Borough by this time.”

Mr. Pickwick’s mind, like those of all truly great men, was open

to conviction. He was a quick, and powerful reasoner
;
and a

moment’s reflection sufficed to remind him of the impotency of

his rage. It subsided as quickly as it had been roused. He panted

for breath, and looked benignantly round upon his friends.

Shall we tell the lamentations that ensued, when Miss Wardle
found herself deserted by the faithless Jingle 1 Shall we extract

Mr. Pickwick’s masterly description of that heart-rending scene 1

His note-book, blotted with the tears of sympathising humanity,

lies open before us
;
one word, and it is in the printer’s hands.

But, no ! we will be resol .te ! We will not wring the public

bosom, with the delineation of such suffering

!

Slowly and sadly did the two friends and the deserted lady,

return next day in the Muggleton heavy coach. Dimly and
darkly had the sombre shadows of a summer’s night fallen upon all

around, when they again reached Diugley Dell, and stood within

the entrance to Manor Farm.
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CHAPTER XL

IKVOLVINO ANOTHER JOURNEY, AND AN ANTIQUARIAN DIS-

COVERY. RECORDING MR. PICKWICK’S DETKRMINATION TO

BE PRESENT AT AN ELECTION
;
AND CONTAINING A MANU-

SCRIPT OF THE OLD CLERGYMAN'S.

A NIGHT of quiet and repose in the profound silence of Dingley

Dell, and an hour's breathing of its fresh and fragrant air on the

ensuing morning, completely recovered Mr. Pickwick from the

effects of his late fatigue of body and anxiety of uiiiid. That
illustrious man had been separated from his friends and followers,

for two whole days
;
and it w’as with a degree of pleasure and

delight, which no common imagination c^an adequately conceive,

that he steiiped forward to greet Mr. Winkle and J\Ir. Snodgrass,

as he encountered those gentlemen on his return from liis early

walk. The pleasure was mutual
;

for who could ever gaze on Mr.
Pickwick’s beaming face without experiencing the sensation 1 But
still a cloud seemed to hang over his companions which that great

tuan could not but be sensible of, and was wholly at a loss to

jiccount for. There was a mysterious air about them both, as

unusual as it was alarming.
“ And how,” said JMr. Pickwick, when he had grasped his

followers by the hand, and exchanged warm salutations of welcome
;

“ how is Tupmau 1 ”

Mr. Winkle, to whom the question was more peculiarly ad-

dressed, made no reply.
^
He turned away his head, and appeared

absorbed in melancholy reflccticfti,

Snodgjass,” said Mr. Pickwick, earnestly, “ How is our friend

—he is not ill ?
”

“ No,” replied Mr. Snodgrass ; and a tear trembled on his

sentimental eye-lid, like a rain-drop on a window-frame. “ No
;

he is not ill.”

Mr. Pickwick stopped, and gazed on each of his friends in

turn. •

“Winkle—Snodgrass,” said Mr. Pickwick: ‘‘what does this

mean 1 Where is our friend 1 What has happened ? Speak—

I

conjure, I entreat—nay, I command you, spea^”
There was a solemnity—a dignity—in Mr. Pickwick’s manner,

not to be withstood. #
“ He is gone,” said Mr. Snodgrass.
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“ Gone I
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, “ Gone 1

”

“ Gone,” repeated Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Where 1 ” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick.
“ We can only guess, from that communication,” replied Mr.

Snodgrass, taking a letter from his pocket, and placing it in his

friend’s hand. “Yesterday morning, when a letter was received

from Mr. Wardle. stating that you would be home with his sister

at night, the melancholy which had hung over our friend during the

whole of the previous day, was observed tu increase. -He shortly

afterwards disappeared : he was missing during the whole day,

and in the evening this letter was brought by the hostler from the

Crown, at Muggleton. It had been left in his charge in the

morning, with a strict injunction that it should not be delivered

until night.”

Mr. Pickwick opened the epistle. It was in his friend’s hand-

writing, and these were its contents :

“My dear Pickwick,
“ You, my dear friend, are placed far beyond the reach of many

mortal frailties and weaknesses which ordinary people cannot over-

come. You do not know what it is, at one blow, to be deserted

by a lovely and fascinating creature, and to fall a victim to the

artifices of a villain, who hid the grin of cunning, beneath the

mask of friendship. I hope you never may.
“ Any letter, addressed to me at the Leather Bottle, Oobham,

Kent, will be forwarded—supposing I still exist. I hasten from

the sight of that world, which has become odious to me. Should

I hasten from it altogether, pity—forgive me. Life, my dear Pick-

wick, has become insupportable to me. The spirit which bums
within us, is a porter’s knot, on which to rest the heavy load of

worldly cares and troubles; and when that spirit fails us, the

burden is too heavy to be borne. We sink beneath it. You may
tell Rachael—Ah, that name !— “ Tkacy Tupman.”

“We must leave this place, directly,” said Mr. Pickwick, as he

refolded the note. “ It would not have been decent for us to re-

main here, under any circumstances, after what has happened

;

and now we are bound to follow in search of our friend.” And so

saying, he led the way to the house.

His intention was rapidly communicated. The entreaties to

remain were pressing, but Mr. Pickwick was inflexible. Business,

he said, required his immediate attendance.

The old clergyman was present.

“You are not really going!” sa)i he, taking Mr. Pickwick

aside.
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Mr. Pickwick reiterated his former determination.
“ Then here,” said the old gentleman, “ is a little manuscript,

which I had hoped to have the pleasure of reading to you myself.

] found it on the death of a friend of mine—a medical man, engaged

in our County Lunatic Asylum—among a variety of papers, which

I had the option of destroying or preserving, as I thought proper.

I can hardly believe that the manuscript is genuine, though it

certainly is not in my friend^s hand. However, whether it be the

genuine production of a maniac, of founded upon the ravings of

some unhappy being, which I think more probable, read it, and

judge for yourself.”

Mr. Pickwick received the manuscript, and parted from the

benevolent old gentleman with many expressions of good-will and

esteem.

It was a more difficult task to take leave of the inmates of

Manor Farm, from whom they liad received so much hospitality

and kindness. Mr. Pickwick kissed the young ladies—we were

going to say, as if they were his own daughters, only as he might

possibly have infused a Uttle more warmth into the salutation, the

comparison would not be quite appropriate—hugged the old lady

with filial cordiality : and patted the rosy cheeks of the female

servants in a most patriarchal manner, as he slipped into the hands

of each, some more substantial expressions of his approval. The
exchange of cordialities with their fine old host and Mr. Trundle,

were even more hearty and prolonged
;
and it was not until Mr.

Snodgrass had been several times called for, and at last emerged
from a dark passage followed soon after by Emily (whose bright

eyes looked imusually dim) that the three Mends were enabled to

tear themselves from their friendly entertainers. Many a backward
look they gave at the, Farm, as they walked slowly away: and

many a kiss did Mr. SnodgrassVaft iu the air, in acknowledgment
of Bomethifig very like a lady’s handkerchief, which was waved
from one of the upper windows, until a turn of the lane hid the

old house from their sight.

At Muggleton they procured a conveyance to Rochester. By
the time they reached the last-named place, the violence of their

grief had sufficiently abated to admit of their making a very

excellent early dinner
;
and having procured the necessary infor-

mation relative to the road, the three friends set forward again in

the afternoon to w'alk to Cobham.
A delightful walk it was : for it was a pleasant afternoon in

June, and their way lay through a deep and shady wood, cooled

by the light wind which gently rustled the thick foliage, and

enlivened by the songs of the birds that perched upon the
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boughs. The ivy and the moss crept in thick clusters over the

old trees, and the soft green turf overspread the ground like a

silken mat. They emerged upon an open park, with an ancient

hall, displaying the quaint and picturesque architecture of Eliza-

beth's time. Long vistas of stately oaks and elm trees appeared

on every side : large herds of deer were cropping the fresh

grass
;
and occasionally a startled hare scoured along the ground,

with the speed of the shadows thrown by the light clouds

which sweep across a sunny “landscape like a passing breath of

summer.
“ If this,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking about him

;
“ if this were

the place to which all who are troubled with our friend’s complaint

came, I fancy their old attachment to this world would very soon

return.”

“ I think so too,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ And really,” added Mr. Pickwick, after half an hour’s walking

had brought them to the village, “ really for a misanthrope’s choice,

this is one of the prettiest and most desirable places of residence,

I ever met with.”

In this opinion also, both Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass

expressed their concurrence; and having been directed to the

Leather Bottle, a clean and commodious village ale-house, the three

travellers entered, and at once inquired for a gentleman of the

name of Tupman.
“Show the gentlemen into the parlour, Tom,” said the

landlady.

A stout country lad opened a door at the end of the passage, and

the three friends entered a long, low-roofed room, furnished with

a large number of high-backed leather-cushioned chairs, of fantastic

shapes, and embellished with a great variety of old portraits and

roughly-coloured prints of some antiquity. At the upper end of

the room was a table, with a white cloth upon it, well covered witli

a roast fowl, bacon, ale, and e* ceteras; and at the table sat Mr.

Tupman, looking as unlike a man who had taken his leave of the

world, as possible.

On the entrance of his friends, that gentleman laid down his

knife and fork, and with a mournful air advanced to meet
them.

“ I did not expect to see you here,” he said, as he grasped Mr.

Pickwick’s hand. “ It s very kind.”

“ Ah I
” said Mr. Pickwick, sitting down, and wiping from his

forehead the perspiration which the walk had engendered. “ Finish

your dinner, and walk out with me. I wish to speak to you
alone.”
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^
Mr. Tupinan did as be was desired

;
and Mr. Pickwick having

refreshed hiimelf with a copious draught of ale, waited his friend’s

leisure. The dinner was quickly despatched, and they walked out

together.

For half an hour, their forms might have been seen pacing the

churchyard to and fro, while Mr. Pickwick wfis engaged in com-

batting his companion’s resolution. Any repetition of his arguments

would be useless
;

for what language could convey to them that

energy and force which their great originator’s manner communi-
(jated? Whether Mr. Tupman was already tired of retirement,

or whether he was wholly unable to resist the eloquent appojil

which was made to him, matters not
;

he did not resist it

at last.

“ It mattered little to him,” he said, w'here he dragged out

the miserable remainder of his days: and since his friend laid so

much stress upon his humble companionship, he was willing to share

his adventures.”

Mr. Pickwick smiled
;
they shook hands

;
and walked back to

re-join their companions.

It was at this moment that Mr. Pickwick made that immortal

discovery, wdiich has been the pride and boast of his friends, and

the envy of every antiquarian in this or any other country. They
had passed the door of their inn, and walked a little way down the

village, before they recollected the precise spot in wliich it stood.

A.S they turned back, Mr. Pickwick’s eye fell upon a small broken

stone, partially buried in the ground, in front of a cottage-door.

He paused.

^‘This is very strange,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“What is strange 1” inquired Mr. Tupman, staring eagerly at

every object near him, but the right one. “ God bless me, what’s

the matter

*

This la5t was an ejaculation of irrepressible astonishment,

occasioned by seeing Mr. Pickwdek, in his enthusiasm for discovery,

fall on his knees before the little stone, and commence wiping the

dust off it with his pocket-handkerchief.

“ There is an inscription here,” said ]\Ir. Pickwick.

“Is it possible !
” said Mr. Tupman.

“ I can discern,” continued Mr. Pickwick, nibbing away with

all his might, and gazing intently through his spectacles : “I can

discern a cross, and a B, and then a T. This is important,”

continued Mr. Pickwick, starting up. “This is some very old

inscription, existing perhaps long before the ancient alms-houses in

this place. It must not be dost.”

He tapped at the cottage-door. A labouring man opened it.
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“ Do you know how this stone came here, my friend ?
** inquired

the benevolent Mr. Pickwick.
“ No, I doan’t. Sir,” replied the man, civilly. It was here

long afore I war bom, or any on us.”

Mr. Pickwick glanced triumphantly at his companion.
“ You—you—are not particularly attached to it, I dare say,”

said Mr. Pickwick, trembling writh anxiety. “ You wouldn^t mind
selling it, now '{

”

“ Ah 1 but who’d buy it?” inquired the man, with an expression

of face which he probably meant to be very cunning.

“1^11 give you ten shillings for it, at once,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“ if you would take it up for me.”

The astonishment of the village may be easily imagined, when
(the little stone having been raised with one wrench of a spade),

Mr. Pickwick, by dint of great personal exertion, bore it with his

own hands to the inn, and after having carefully washed it,

deposited it on the table.

The exultation and joy of the Pickwickians knew no bounds,

when their patience and assiduity, their washing and scraping, were

crowned with success. The stone was uneven and broken, and the

letters were straggling and irregular, but the following fragment oi

an inscription was clea^'ly to be deciphered

:

+
B I L S T

U M
P S H I

S. M.ARK
Mr. Pickwick’s eyes sparkled with delight, as he sat and gloated

over the treasure he had discovered; He had attained one of the

greatest objects of his amoition. In a coimty known to abound
in remains of the early ages in a village in which there still

existed some memorials of the olden time, he—he, the Chairman
of the Pickwick Club—had discovered a strange and curious

inscription of unquestionable antiquity, which had wholly escaped

the observation of the many learned men who had preceded him.

He could hardly trust the evidence of his senses.

“This—this,” said he, “determines me. We return to towm,

to-morrow.”
“ To-morrow !

” exclaimed his admiring followers.

“ To-morrow,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ This treasure must be at

once deposited where it can be thoroughly investigated, and
properly understood. 1 have another reason for this step. In a
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fgw days, an election is to take place for the borough of Eatanewill,

at which Mr. Perker, a gentleman whom I lately met, is the agent

of one of the candidates. We will behold, and minutely examine,

a scene so interesting to every Englishman.”

‘‘We will,” was the animated cry of three voices.

Mr. Pickwick looked round him. The attachment and feiTour

of his followers, lighted up a glow of enthusiasm within him. He
was their leader, and he felt it.

^

“Let us celebrate this happy meeting, with a convivial glass,”

said he. This proposition, like the other, was received with

unanimous applause. And having himself deposited the important

stone in a small deal box, purchased from the landlady for the

purpose, he placed himself in an arm-chair at the head of the table
;

and the evening was devoted to festivity and conversation.

It was past eleven o’clock—a late hour for the little village of

(>obham—when Mr. Pickwick retired to the bed-room which had
been prepared for his reception. He threw open the lattice-window,

and setting his light upon the table, fell into a train of meditation

on the hurried events of the two preceding days.

The hour and the place were both favourable to contemplation

;

Mr. Pickwick was roused, by the church-clock striking twelve.

The first stroke of the hour sounded solemnly in his ear, but when
the bell ceased the stillness seemed insupportable ;—he almost
felt as if he had lost a companion. He was nervous and excited

;

and hastily undressing himself, and placing his light in the
chimney, got into bed.

Every one has experienced that disagreeable state of mind, in

which a sensation of bodily weariness in vain contends against an
inability to sleep. It was Mr. Pickwitjk’s condition at this

moment : he tossed first* on on^ side and then on the other
;
and

perseveringlj^ closed his eyes as if to coax himself to slumber. It

was of no use. Whether it was the unwonted exertion he had
undergone, or the heat, or the brandy and water, or the strange

bed—whatever it was, his thoughts kept reverting very uncomfort-

ably to the gi'im pictures down stairs, and the old stories to which
they had given rise in the course of the evening. After half an

hour’s tumbling about, he came to thg unsatisfactory conclusion,

that it was of no use trying to sleep
,
so he got up and partially

dressed himself. Anything, he thought, was better than lying

there fancying all kinds of horrors. He looked out of the window
—it was very dark. He walked about the room—it was very

lonely.

He had taken a few turns^from the door to the window, and
from the window to the door, when the clergyman’s manuscript

F 2
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for the first time entered his head. It was a good thought. If

It failed to interest him, it might send him to sleep. IJe took it

from his coat-pocket, and drawing a small table towards his bed-

side, trimmed the light, put on his spectacles, and composed him-
self to read. It was a strange handwriting, and the paper was
much soiled and blotted. The title gave him a sudden start, too

;

and he could not avoid casting a wistful glance round the room.

Refiecting on the absurdity of giving way to such feelings, however,
he trimmed the light again, and read as follows

:

A MADMAN’S MANUSCRIPT.

“ Yes !—a mailman’s ! How that word would have struck to

my heart, many years ago ! How it would have roused the terror

that used to come upon me sometimes
;
sending the blood hissing

and tingling through my veins, ’till the cold dew of fear stood in

large drops upon my skin, and my knees knocked together with

fright ! I like it now though. It’s a fine name. Shew me the

monarch whose angry frown was ever feared like the glare of a

madman’s eye—whose cord and axe, W'crc ever half so sure as a

madman’s gripe. Ho ! ho ! It’s a grand thing to be mad ! to be

peeped at like a wild lion through the iron bars—to gnash one’s

teeth and howl, through the long still night, to the merry ring of

a heavy chain—and to roll and twine among the straw, trans-

ported with such brave music. Hurrah for the madhouse ! Oh
it’s a rare place !

“I remember days when I was afraid of being mad
;
when I

used to start from my sleep, and fall upon my knees, and pray to

be spared from the curse of my race; when I rushed from the

sight of merriment or hapjaness, to hide myself in some lonely place,

and spend the weary hours in watching the progress of the fever

that was to consume my bra.u. I knew that madness was mixed

up with my very blood, and the marrow of my bones
;
that one

generation had passed away without the pestilence appearing among

them, and that I was the first in whom it would revive. I knew

it must be so : that so it always had been, and so it ever would be
;

and when I cowered in sornb obscure corner of a crowded room, and

saw men whisper, and point, and turn their eyes towards me, I

knew they were telling each other of the doomed madman
;
and I

slunk away again to mope in solitude.

“ I did this for years
;

long, long years they were. The nights

here are long sometimes—very long^, but they are nothing to the

restless nights, and dreadful dreams I had at that time. It makes
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me cold to remember them. Large dusky forms with sly and

jeering faces cr )uched in the corners of the room, and bent over

my bed at night, tempting me to madness. They told me in low

whispers, that the floor of the old house in which my father’s

father died, was stained with his own biood, shed by his own
hand in raging madness. I drove my fingers into ray ears, but

they screamed into my head till the room rang with it, that in

one generation before him the madness slumbered, but that his

grandfather had lived for years wilh his hands fettered to the

ground, to prevent his tearing himself to pieces. I knew they

told the truth—I knew it well. I had found it out years before,

though they had tried to keep it from me. Ha ! ha ! I was too

cunning for them, madman as they thought me.
“ At last it came upon me, and I wondered how I could ever

have feared it. I could go into the world now, and laugh and

shout with the best among them. I knew 1 was mad, but they

did not even suspect it. How I used to hug myself with delight,

when I thought of the fine trick I was playing them after their old

pointing and leering, when I w'jis not mad, but only dreading that

I might one day become so 1 And how I used to laugh for joy,

when I was alone, and thought how well I kept my secret, and

how quickly my kind friends would have fallen from me, if they

had known the truth. I could have screamed with ecstacy when I

dined alone with some fine roaring fellow, to think how pale he

would have turned, and how fast he would have run, if he had
known that the dear friend who sat close to him, sharpening a

bright glittering knife, was a madman with all the* power, and half

the will, to plunge it in his heart. Oh, it was a merry life \

“ Riches became mine, wealth poured in upon me, and I rioted

in pleasures enhanced a .thousand fold to me by the consciousness

of my well-kept secret. I inBerited an estate. The law—the

eagle-eyed l&w itself, had been deceived, and had handed over

disputed thousands to a madman’s hantls. Where was the wit of

the sharp-sighted men of sound mind ? Where the dexterity of the

lawyers, eager to discover a flaw? The madman’s cunning had

over-reached them all.

“ I had money. How I was courted ! I spent it profusely.

How I was praised ! How those thretf proud overbearing brothers

humbled themselves before me I The old white-headed father, too

—such deference—such respect—such devoted friendship—why he

worshipped me. The old man had a daughter, and the young men
a sister

;
and all the five were poor. I was rich

;
and when I

married the girl, I saw a smifc of triumph play upon the faces of

her needy relatives, as they thought of their well-planned scheme,
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and their fine prize. It was for me to smile. To smile 1 Tc
laugh outright, and tear my hair, and roll upon the ground with

shrieks of merriment. They little thought they had married her

to a madman.
“ Stay. If they had known it, would they have saved her ? A

sister’s happiness against her husband’s gold. The lightest feather

I blow into the air, against the gay chain that ornaments my
body

!

“ In one thing I was deceived with all my cunning. If I had

not been mad— for though we madmen are sharp-witted enougii,

we get bewildered sometimes—I should have known that the girl

would rather have been placed, stiff and cold in a dull leaden

coffin, than borne an envied bride to my rich, glittering, house. I

should have known that her heart was with the dark-eyed boy

whose name I once heard her breathe in her troubled sleep
;
and

that she had been sacrificed to me, to relieve the poverty of the

old white-headed man, and the haughty brothers.

“ I don’t remember forms or faces now, but I know the girl was

beautiful. I hnow she was
;

for in the bright moonlight nights,

when I start up from my sleep, and all is quiet about me, I see,

standing still and motionless in one corner of this cell, a slight and

wasted figure with bng black hair, which streaming down her

back, stirs with no earthly wind, and eyes that fijc their gaze on

me, and never wink or close. Hush I the blood chills at my heart

as I write it down—that form is her^s ; the face is very pale, and

the eyes are glassy bright
j
but I know them well. That figure

never moves
;

it never frowns and mouths as others do, that fill

this place sometimes
;
but it is much more dreadful to me, even

than the spirits that tempted me many years ago—it comes fresh

from the grave
j
and is so very death ! ike/.

“ For nearly a year I saw that face grow paler
;

for nearly a

year, I saw the tears steal down the mournful cheeks, and never

knew the cause. I found it out at last though. They could not

keep it from me long. She had never liked me; I had never

thought she did : she despised my wealth, and hated the splendour

in which she lived ;—I had not expected that. She loved another.

This I had never thought of. Strange feelings came over me, and
thoughts forced upon me some secret power, whirled round and
round my brain. I did not hate her, though I hated the boy she

still wept for. I pitied—yes, I pitied—the wretched life to which

her cold and selfish relations had doomed her. I knew that she

could not live long, but the thought that before her death she might

give birth to some ill-fated being, debtined to hand down madness
to its offspring, determined me. 1 resolved to kill her.
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" For many weeks I thought of poison, aud then of drowning,

and then of iirr. A hne sight the grand house in flames, and the

madman’s wife jmouldering away to cinders. Think of the jest of

a large reward, too, and of some sane man swinging in the wind
for a deed he never did, and all through a madman’s cunning ! I

thought often of this, but I gave it up at last. Oh ! the pleasure

of stropping the razor day after day, feeling the sharp edge, and
thinking of the gash one stroke of its thin bright point would
make I

“ At last the old spirits who had been with me so often before,

whispered in my ear that the time was come, and thrust the open

razor into my hand. I grasped it firmly, rose softly from the l^d,

and leaned over ray sleeping wife. Her face was buried in her

hands. I withdrew them softly, and they fell listlessly on her

bosom. She had been weeping
;

for the traces of the tears were

still wet upon her cheek. Her face was calm and placid
;
and even

as I looked upon it, a tranquil smile lighted up her pale features.

I laid my hand softly on her shoulder. She started—it was only

a passing dream. I leant forward again. She screamed, aud

woke.

“One motion of ray hand, and she would never again have

uttered cry or sound. But I was startled, and drew back. Her
eyes were fixed on mine. I know not how it was, but they cowed

and frightened me
;
aud I quailed beneath them. She rose from

the bed, still gazing fixedly and steadily on me. I trembled
;
the

razor was in my hand, but I could not move. She made towards

the door. As she neared it, she turned, and withdrew her eyes

from my face. The spell was broken. I bounded forward, and

clutched her by the arm. Uttering shriek upon shriek, she sunk

upon the ground. ,

“Now I could have killed* her without a struggle
;

but the

house was hlarmed. I heard the tread of footsteps on the stairs.

I replaced the razor in its usual drawer, unfastened the door, and

called loudly for assistance.

“ They came, and raised her, and placed her on the bed. She

lay bereft of animation for hoims
;
and when life, look, and speech

returned, her senses had deserted her, and she raved wildly and

furiously. •

“ Doctors were called in—great men who rolled up to my door

in easy carriages, with fine horses and gaudy servants. They were

at her bedside for weeks. They had a great meeting, and con-

sidted together in low and solemn voices in another room. One,

the cleverest and most celebrated among them, took me aside, and

bidding me prepare for the worst, told me—me, the madman

!
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—that my wife waa mad. He stood close beside me at an open

window, his eyes looking in my face, and his hand laid upon my
arm. With one effort, I could have hurled him into the street

beneath. It would have been rare sport to have done it
;
but my

secret was at stake, and I let him go. A few days after, they told

me I must place her under some restraint : I must provide a

keeper for her. // I went into the open fields wheie none could

hear me, and laughed till the air resounded wdth my shouts

!

“ She died next day. Thd white-headed old man followed her

to the grave, and the proud brothers dropped a tear over the insen-

sible corpse of her, whose sufferings they had regarded in her life-

time with muscles of iron. All this was food for my secret mirth,

and I laughed behind the white handkerchief which I held up to

my face, as we rode home, ’till the tears came into my eyes.

“But though I had carried my object and killed her, I waa

restless and disturbed, and I felt that before long, my secret must

be known. I could not hide the wild mirth and joy wliich boiled

within me, and made me when I was alone, at home, jump up and

beat my hands together, and dance round and round, and roar

aloud. When I went out, and saw the busy crowds hurrying

about the streets : or to the theatre, and heard the sound of music,

and beheld the people dancing, I felt such glee, that I could have

rushed among them, and torn them to pieces limb from limb, and

howled in transport. But I ground my teeth, and struck my feet

upon the floor, and drove my sharp nails into my hands. I kept

it down
;
and no one knew I was a madman yet.

“ I remember—though it’s one of the last things I can remem-
ber ; for now I mix realities with my dreams, and having so much
to do, and being always hurried here, have no time to separate the

two, from some strange confusion in which they get involved—

I

remember how I let it out at last. Ha ! ha ! I tliink I see their

frightened looks now, and feel the ease with which I flung them
from me, and dashed my clenc.icd fist into their white faces, and
then flew like the wind, and left them screaming and shouting far

behind. The strength of a giant comes upon me when I think of

it. There— see how this iron bar bends beneath my furious

wrench. I could snap it like a twig, only there arc long galleries

here with many doors—I dr n’t think I could find my way along

them : and even if I could, I know there are iron gates below

which they keep locked and barred. They know what a clever

madman I have been, and they are proud to have me here, to

show.
“ Let me see ;—yes, I had been ouh” It was late at night when

I reached home, and found tlie proudest of the three proud
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brothers, waiting to see me—urgent businciis he said : I recollect

ft well. I hated that man with all a madman’s hate. Many and

many a time h..d my fingers longed to tear him. They told me he

was there. I ran swiftly up stairs. lie had a word to say to me.

I dismissed the servants. It was late, and we were alone together

—for tlic first time.

“ I kept my eyes carefully from him at first, for I knew what he

little thought—and I gloried in the knowledge—that the light of

madness gleamed from them like file. We sat in silence for a few

minutes. He spoke at last. My recent dissipation, and strange

remarks, made so soon after his sister’s death, were an insult to

her memory. Coupling together many circumstances which had at

first escaped his observation, he thouglit I had not treated her well,

lie wished to know whether he was right in inferring that I meant
to cast a reproach upon her memory, and a disrespect upon her

family. It was due to the unifoim he wore, to demand this

explanation.

“This man had a commission in the army—a commission, pur-

chased with my money, and his sister’s misery. This was the man
who had been foremost in the plot to ensnare me, and grasp my
wealth. This was the man who had been the main instrument in

forcing his sister to wed me
;
well knowing that her heart was

given to that puling boy. Due ! Due to kis uniform ! The
livery of his degradation ! I turned my eyes upon him—I could

not help it—but I spoke not a word.
“ I saw the sudden change that came upon him, beneath my

gaze. He was a bold man, but the colour faded from his face, and

he drew back his chair. I dragged mine nearer to him
;
and as I

laughed—I was very merry then—I saw liim shudder. I felt the

madness rising within ipe. He was afraid of me.
“

‘ You were very fond of ^our sister when she was alive ’—

I

said
—

‘ Vei^.’

“ He looked uneasily round him, and I saw his hand grasp the

back of his chair : but he said nothing.

‘“You villain,’ said I, ‘ I found you out
;

I discovered your

hellish plots against me
;

I know her heart was fixed on some

one else before you compelled her to marry me. I know it

—

I know it.’ «

“He jumped suddenly from his chair, brandished it aloft, and

bid me stand back—for I took care to be getting closer to him, all

the time I spoke.

“ I screamed rather than talked, for I felt tumultuous passions

eddying through my veins^ and the old spirits whispering and

taunting me to tear his heart out
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‘“Damn you/ said I, starting up, and rushing upon him; ‘1

killed her. I am a madman. Down with you. Blood, blood, 'I

will have it.
*

“ I turned aside with one blow, the chair he hurled at me in

his terror, and closed with him
;
and with a heavy crash, we rolled

upon the floor together.

“ It was a fine struggle that, for he was a tall s:trong man,

fighting for his life
;
and I, a powerful madman, thirsting to de-

stroy him. I knew no strength could equal mine, and I was right.

Right, again, though a madman ! His struggles grew fainter. I

knelt upon his chest, and clasped his brawny throat, firmly with

both hands. His face grew purple ; his eyes were starting from

his head, and with protruded tongue, he seemed to mock me. I

squeezed the tighter.

“ The door was suddenly burst open with a loud noise, and a

crowd of people rushed forward, cr3dng aloud to each other, to

secure the madman.
“ My secret was out

;
and my only struggle now, was for liberty

and freedom. I gained my feet before a hand was on me, threw

myself among my assailants, and cleared my way with my strong

arm as if I bore a hatchet in my hand, and hewed them down
before me. I gained the door, dropped over the banisters, and in

an instant was in the street.

“ Straight and swift I ran, and no one dared to stop me. I

heard the noise of feet behind, and redoubled my speed. It grew

fainter and fainter in the distance, and at length died away
altogether : but on I bounded, through marsh and rivulet, over

fence and wall, with a wild shout which was taken up by the

strange beings that flocked around me on every side, and swelled

the sound, till it pierced the air. I was b^ome upon the arms of

demons who swept along upon the ‘wind, and bore down bank and

hedge before them, and spun me round and round With a rustle

and a speed that made my heau swim, until at last they threw me
from them with a violent shock, and I fell heavily upon the earth.

When I woke I found myself here—here in this gay cell where

the sun-light seldom comes, and the moon steals in, in rays which

only serve to show the dark shadows about me, and that silent

figure in its old corner. \V Aen I lie awake, I can sometimes hear

strange shrieks and cries from distant parts of this large place.

What they are, I know not ; but they neither come from that pale

form, nor does it regard them. For from the first shades of dusk

’till the earliest light of morning, it still stands motionless in the

same place, listening to the music of lay iron chain, and watching

my gambols on my straw bed.”
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At the end of the manuscript, was written, in another hand,

tfiis note :

—

[The unhappy man whose ravings are recorded above, was a

melancholy instance of the baneful results of energies misdirected

in early life, and excesses prolonged until their consequences could

never be repaired. The thoughtless riot, dissipation, and de-

bauchery of his younger days, produced fever and delirium. The
first effects of the latter, was the strange delusion, f)unde(i upon a

well-known medical theory, strongly contended for by some, and as

strongly contested by others, that an hereditary madness existed in

his family. This produced a settled gloom, which in time developed

a morbid insanity, and finally terminated in raving madness.

There is every reason to believe that the events he detailed, though

distorted in the description by his diseased imagination, really

happened. It is only matter ofwonder to those who were acquainted

with the vices of his early career, that his passions, when no longer

controulled by reason, did not lead him to the commission of still

more frightful deeds.]

Mr. Pickwick’s candle was just expiring in the socket, as he

concluded the perusal of the old clergyman’s manuscript
;
and when

the light went suddenly out, without any previous flicker by way
of warning, it communicated a very considerable start to his excited

frame. Hastily throwing off such articles of clothing as he bad

put on when ho rose from his uneasy bed, and casting a fearful

glance around, ho once more scrambled hastily between the sheets,

and soon fell fast asleep.

The sun was shining brilliantly into his chamber when he awoke,

and the morning was far advanced. The gloom which liad

oppressed him on the previous night, had disappeared with tlie

dark shadows which shrouded tbe landscape, and his thoughts and

feelings wefe as light and gay as the morning itself. After a

hearty breakfast, the four gentlemen sallied forth to walk to

Gravesend, followed by a man liearing the stone in its deal box.

They reached that town about one o’clock, (their luggage they had

directed to be forw^arded to the City, from Rochester,) and being

fortimate enough to secure places on the outside of a coach, arrived

in London in sound health and spirits,* on that same afternoon.

The next three or four days were occupied with tlie preparations

which were necessary for their journey to the borough of Eatanswill.

As any reference to that most important undertaking demands a

separate chapter, we may devote the few lines which remain at the

close of this, to narrate, with great brevity, the history of the

antiquarian discovery.
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It appears from the Transactions of the Club, then, that Mr.

Pickwick lectured upon the discovery at a General Club Meeting,

convened on the night succeeding their return, and entered into a

variety of ingenious and erudite speculations on the meaning of the

inscription. It also appears that a skilful artist executed a faith-

ful delineation of the curiosity, which was engraven on stone, and

presented to the Royal Antiquarian Society, and other learned

bodies—that heart-burnings and jealousies without number, were

created by rival controversies which were penned upon the subject

—and that Mr. Pickwick himself wrote a Pamphlet, containing

ninety-six pages of very small print, and twenty-seven different

readings of the inscription. That three old gentlemen cut off their

eldest sons with a shilling a-piece for presuming to doubt the

antiquity of the fragment—and that one enthusiastic individual cut

himself oflf prematurely, in despair at being unable to fathom its

moaning. That Mr. Pickwick w^as elected an honorary member
of seventeen native and foreign societies, for making the discovery

that none of the seventeen could make anything of it, but that all

the seventeen agreed it was very extraordinary.

Mr. Blotton, indeed—and the name will be doomed to the un-

dying contempt of thosewho cultivate the mysterious and the sublime

—Mr. Blotton, we sa^, with the doubt and cavilling peculiar to

vulgar minds, presumed to state a view of the case, as degrading m
ridiculous. Mr. Blotton, with a mean desire to tarnish the lustre

of the immortal name of Pickwick, actually undertook a journey to

Cobham in person, and on his return, sarcastically observed in an

oration at the club, that he had seen the man from whom the stone

was purchased
;
that the man presumed the stone to be ancient,

but solemnly denied the antiquity of the inscription—inasmuch as

he represented it to have been rudely carved by himself in an idle

mood, and to display letters intended to bear neither more nor less

than the simple construction of—“ Bill Stumps, his Snark :
” and

that Mr. Stumps, being little in the habit of original composition,

and more accustomed to be guided by the sound of words than by
the strict rules of orthography, had omitted the concluding “L”
of his Christian name

The Pickwick Club, as might have been expected from so

enlightened an Institution, 'received this statement with the con-

tempt it deserved, expelled the presumptuous and ill-conditioned

Blotton from the society, and voted Mr. Pickwick a pair of gold

spectacles, in token of their confidence and approbation
;

in return

for which, Mr. Pickwick caused a portrait of himself to be painted,

and hung up in the club-room—whiah portrait, by the by, he did

net wish to have destroyed when he grew a few years older.
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Mr. Blotton was ejected but not conquered. He also wrote a

pamphlet, addressed to the seventeen learned societies, containing

a repetition of tne statement he had already made, and rather more
than half intimating his opinion that the seventeen learned societies

aforesaid, were so many humbugs.” Hereupon the virtuous in-

dignation of the seventeen learned societies being roused, several

fresh pamphlets appeared
;

the foreign learned societies corre-

sponded with the native learned societies, the native learned societies

translated the pamphlets of the foreign learned societies into

English, the foreign learned societies translated the pamphlets of

the native learned societies into all sorts of languages : and thus

commenced that celebrated scientific discussion so well known to

all men, as the Pickwick controversy.

But this base attempt to injure Mr. Pickwick, recoiled upon the

head of its calumnious author. The seventeen learned societies

unanimously voted the presumptuous Blotton an ignorant meddler
;

and forthwith set to work upon more treatises than ever. And
to this day the stone remains an illegible monument of Mr. Pick-

wick’s greatness, and a lasting trophy of the littleness of his

enemies.

CHAPTER XII.

DKSCfRlPTIVE OF A VERY IMPORTANT PROCEEDING ON THE PART

OF MR. PICKWICK
;
NO LESS AN EPOCH IN HU LIFE, THAN IN

THIS HISTORY.

Mr. Pickwick’s apartments in Goswell Street, although on a

limited scale, were not only o? a very neat and comfortable de-

scription, but peculiarly adapted for the residence of a man of bis

genius and observation. His sitting-room was the first floor front,

his bed room the second floor front
;
and thus, whether he were

sitting at his desk in the parlour, or standing before the dressing-

ghiss in his dormitory, he had an equal opportunity of contem-

plating human nature in all the numerous phases it exhibits, in that

not more populous than popular thoroughfare. His landlady, IMrs.

Bardell—the relict and sole executrix of a deceased custom-house

ofiicer—was a comely woman of bustling manners and agreeable

appearance, with a natural genius for cooking, improved by study

and long practice into an exquisite talent. There were no cJiildren,

no servants, no fowls. The ^nly other inmates of the house were

a large man, and a small boy ;
the first a lodger, the second s
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production of Mrs. Bardell’a. The large man was always home
precisely at ten o’clock at night, at which hour he regularly con-

densed himself into the limits of a dwarfish French bedstead in

the back parlour
;
and the infantine sports and gymnastic exercises

of Master Bardell were exclusively confined to the neighbouring

pavements and gutters. Cleanliness and quiet reigned throughout

the house
;
and in it Mr. Pickwick’s will was law.

To any one acquainted with these points of the domestic economy

of the establishment, and conversant with the aJa'^irable regulation

of Mr. Pickwick’s mind, his appearance and behaviour on the

morning previous to that which had been fixed upon for the journey

to Eatanswill, would have been most mysterious and unaccount-

able. He paced the room to and fro with hurried steps, popped

his head out of the window at intervals of about three minutes

each, constantly referred to his watch, and exhibited many other

manifestations of impatience, veiy unusual with him. It was

evident that something of great importance was in contemplation,

but what that something was not even Mrs. Bardell herself had

been enabled to discover.

“ Mrs. Bardell,” said Mr. Pickwick at last, as that amiable

female approached the termination of a prolonged dusting of the

apartment

—

** Sir,” said Mrs. Bardell.

Your little boy is a very long time gone.”
“ Why it’s a good long way to the Borough, Sir,” remonstrated

Mrs. Bardell.

“ A^,” said Mr. Pickwick, “very true
;
so it is.”

Mr. Pickwick relapsed into silence, and Mrs. Bardell resumed

her dusting.

“Mrs. Bardell,” said Mr. Pickwick, at the expiration of a few

minutes.
“ Sir,” said Mrs. Bardell aj^ain.

“ Do you think it’s a much greater expense to keep two people,

than to keep one 1
”

“ La, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Bardell, colouring up to the

very border of her cap, as she fancied she observed a species of

matrimonial twinkle in the eyes of her lodger
;
“ La, Mr. Pickwick,

what a question !

”

“ WeU, but do youl” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ That depends—” said Mra Bardell, approaching the duster

very near to Mr. Pickwick’s elbow, which was planted on the

table
;
“that depends a good deal upon the person, you know, Mr.

Pickwick
;
and whether it’s a saving^and careful person, Sir.”

“ That’s very true,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ but the person I have
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ii^ my eye (here he looked very hard at Mrs. Bardell) I think

possesses these >
[ualities

;
and has, moreover, a considerable know-

ledge of the world, and a great deal of sharpness, Mrs. Bardell
j

which may be of material use to me.”

‘‘La, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Bardell
;
the crimson rising to

ner cap-border again.

“ I do,” said Mr. Pickwick, growing energetic, as was his wont
in speaking of a subject which interested him, “I do, indeed

;

and to tell you the truth, Mrs. Bardell, I have made up my mind.”
“ Dear me, Sir,” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell.

“You’ll think it very strange now,” said the amiable Mr.

Pickwick, with a good-humoured glance at his companion, that I

never consulted you about this matter, and never even mentioned

it, till I sent your little boy out this morning—eh ]
”

Mrs. Bardell could only reply by a look. She had long

worshipped Mr. Pickwick at a distance, but here she was, all at once,

raised to a pinnacle to which her wildest and most extravagant

hopes had never dared to aspire. Mr. Pickwick was going to

propose—a deliberate plan, too—sent her little boy to the Borough,

to get him out of the way—how thoughtful—how considerate I

“Well,” said Mr. Pickwick, “what do you think?”
“ Oh, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Bardell, trembling with agitation,

“ you're very kind. Sir.”

“It’ll save you a good deal of trouble, won’t it?” said Mr.

Pickwick.
“ Oh, I never thought anything of the trouble. Sir,” replied Mrs.

Bardell ;
“ and, of course, I should take more troitble to please you

then, than ever
;
but it is so kind of you, Mr. Pickwick, to have so

much consideration for my loneliness.”

“Ah, to be sure,” said Mr. Pickwick; “I never thought of

that. When I am in town, you’ll always have somebody to sit

with you. To be sure, so you will.”

“I’m sure I ought to be a very happy woman,” said Mrs,

B:trdell.”

“ And your little boy—” said Mr. Pickwdek.
“ Bless his heart,” interposed Mrs. Bardell, with a maternal

sob.

“He, too, will have a companion,’* resumed Mr. Pickwick, “a
lively one, who’ll teach him. I’ll be bound, more tricks in a week,

than he would ever leam in a year.” And Mr. Pickwick smiled

placidly.

“ Oh you dear
—

” said Mrs BardelL

Mr. Pickwick started.

“ Oh you kind, good, playful dear,” aaid Mrs. Bardell
;

and
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without more ado, she rose from her chair, and flung her arjns

round Mr. Pickwick’s neck, with a cataract of tears, and a chorus

of sobs.

“ Bless my soul,” cried the astonished Mr. Pickwick ;—“ Mrs.

Bardcll my good woman—dear me, what a situation—pray con-

sider.—Mrs. Bardell, don’t—if anybody should come—

”

Oh, let them come,” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell, frantically
;
“ I’ll

never leave you—dear, kind, good, soul
;

ai.d, with these words,

Mrs. Bardell clung the tighter.

“ Mercy upon me,” said Mr. Pickwick, struggling violently
;

“ I

hear someboily coming up the stairs. Don’t, don’t, there’s a good

creature, don’t.” But entreaty and remonstrance were alike un-

availing : for Mrs. Bardcll had fainted in Mr. Pickwick’s arms
;

and before he could gain time to deposit her on a chair. Master

Bardell entered the room, ushering in Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle,

and Mr. Snodgrass.

Mr. Pickwick was struck motionless and speechless. He stood

with his lovely burden in his arms, gazing vacantly on the coun-

tenances of his friends, without the slightest attempt at recognition

or explanation. They, in their turn, stared at him
;
and Master

Bardell, in his turn, stared at everybody.

The astonishment of the Pickwickians was so absorbing, and

the perplexity of IMr. Pickwick was so extreme, that they might

have remained in exactly the same relative situations until the

suspended animation of the lady was restored, had it not been for

a most beautiful and touching expression of filial affection on the

jmrt of her youthful son. Glad in a tight suit of corderoy, spangled

with brass buttons of a very considerable size, he at first stood at

the door astounded and uncertain
;
but by degrees, the impression

that his mother must have suflered some personal damage, pervaded

his partially developed mind, and considering Mr. Pickwick as the

aggressor, he set up an appalling and semi-earthly kind of howling,

and butting forward with his head, commenced assailing that

immortal gentleman about the back and legs, with such blows and

pinches as the strength of his arm, and the violence of his excite-

ment, allowed.

“ Take this little villain away,” said the agonised Mr. Pickwick,
“ he’s mad.

' *

“ What is the matter ? ” said the three tongue-tied Pickwickians.

I don’t know,” replied Mr. Pickwick, pettishly. “ Take away
the boy—(here Mr. Winkle carried the interesting boy, screaming

and struggling, to the further end of the apartment),—Now help

me, lead this woman down stairs.”

“Oh, I am better now,” said Mrs. Bardell, faintly.
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“ Let me lead you down stairs,” said the ever gallant Mj.

Tupman.
“ Thank you, Sir— thank you

;

” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell,

hysterically. And down stairs she was led accordingly, accompanied

by her affectionate son.

“I cannot conceive
—

” said Mr. Pickwick, when his friend

returned—“ I cannot conceive what has been the matter with that

woman. I had merely announced to her my intention of keeping

a man servant, when she fell into the extraordinary paroxysm in

which you found her. Very extraordinaiy thing.”
a Very,” said his three friends.

“ Pla(!cd me in such an extremely awkward situation,” continued

Mr. Pickwi« k.

“ Very
;
” wjis the reply of his followers, as they coughed slightly

and looked dubiously at each other.

This behaviour was not lost upon Mr. Pickwick. He remarked

their incredulity. They evidently suspected him.

“ There is a man in the passage now,” said Mr. Tupman.
“ It’s the man I spoke to you about,” said Mr. Pickwick, I

sent for him to the Borough this morning. Have the goodness to

call him up, Snodgrass.”

Mr. Snodgrass did as he was desired
;
and Mr. Samuel AVeller

forthwith presented himself.

Oh—you remember me, I suppose 1
” said Mr. Pickwick

“I should think so,” replied Sam, with a patronising wink.

“ Queer start that ’ere, but he was one too many for you, warii’t

he 1 Up to snuff and a pinch or two over—eh ?
”

“Never mind that matter now,” said Mr. Pickwick hastily, “ I

want to speak to you about something elsa Sit down.”
“ Thank’ee, Sir,” said Sam. And down he sat without farther

bidding, having previously deposited his old white hat on the

landing outside the door. “
"^a’nt a werry good ’un to look at,”

said Sam, “ but it’s an astonishin’ ’un to wear
;
and afore the brim

went, it was a wery handsome tile. Hows’ever it’s lighter without

it, that’s one thing, and every hole lets in some air, that’s another

—

wcntilation gossamer I calls it.” On the delivery of this sentiment,

Mr. Weller smiled agreeably upon the assembled Pic'kwickians.

“ Now with regard to tne matter on which I, with the con-

currence of these gentlemen, sent for you,” said Mr. Piekwick.

“That’s the pint, Sir,” interposed Sam; “out vith it, as the

father said to the child, ven he swallowed a farden.”

“We want to know, in the first place,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“ whether you have any reason to be di contented with your present

situation.”
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“Afore I answers that 'ere question, gen’l'm'n,” replied Mr.

Weller, “ / shoul i like to know, in the first place, whether you're

a goin' to purwido me vith a better.”

A sunbeam of placid benevolence played on Mr. Pickwick’s

features as he said, “ I have half made up my mind to engage you

myself.”

“Have you, though]” said Sam.

Mr. Pickwick nodded in the alfirmative..

Wages ] ” inquired Sam.
“ Twelve pounds a year,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Clothes?”

“Two suits.”

“Work?”
“ To attend upon me

;
and travel about with me and these

gentlemen here.”

“Take the bill down,” said Sam, emphatically. “I’m let to a

single gentleman, and the term? is agreed upon.”

“You accept the situation?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Cert’nly,” replied Sam. “ If the clothes fits me half as well as

the place, they’ll do.”

“You can get a character of course?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Ask the landlady o' the White Hart about that, Sir,” replied

Sam.
“ Can you come this evening ?

”

“ I'll get into the clothes this minute, if they're here,” said Sam
with great alacrity,

“Call at eight this evening,” said Mr. Pickwick; “and if the

inquiries are satisfactory, they shall be provided.”

With the single exception of one amiable indiscretion, in which

an assistant housemaid had equally participated, the history of Mr.

Weller's conduct was so very blameless, that Mr. Pickwick felt

fully justified' in closing the engagement that very evening. With
the promptness and energy which characterised not only the public

proceedings, but all the private actions of this extraordinary man,

he at once led his new attendant to one of those convenient

emporiums where gentlemen’s new and second-hand clothes are

provided, and the troublesome and inconvem’ent formality oi

measurement dispensed with
;
and befoi'e night had closed in, Mr.

Weller was furnished with a grey coat with the ‘ p. c.’ button, a

black hat with a cockade to it, a pink striped waistcoat, light

breeches and gaiters, and a variety of other necessaries, too numerous

to recapitulate.

“ Well,” said that suddenly-transformed individual, as he took

his seat on the outside of the Eatanswill coach next morning
;
“ I
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wonder vethcr I'm meant to be a footman, or a groom, or a game-
keeper, or a seedsman. I looks like a sort of compo of every one

on ’em. Never mind
;

there’s change of air, plenty to see, and little

to do
;
and all this suits my complaint uncommon, so long life

to the Pickvicks, says I."

CHAPTER XIIL

SOME ACCOUNT OF EATAN3WILL ,* OF THE STATE OF PARTIES

TIIKKKIN
;
AND OF THE ELECTION OF A MEMBER TO SERVE IN

PARLIAMENT FOR THAT ANCIENT, LOYAL, AND PATRIOTIC

BOROUGH.

We will frankly acknowledge, that up tc the period of our

being first immersed in the voluminous papers of the Pickwick club,

we had never heard of Eatanswill
;
we will with equal candour

admit, that we have in vain searched for proof of the actual

existence of such a place at the present day. Knowing the deep

reliance to be placed on every note and statement of Mr. Pickwick’s,

and not presuming to set up our recollection against the recorded

declarations of that great man, we have consulted every authority,

bearing upon the subject, to which we could possibly refer. We
have traced every name in schedules A and B, without meeting with

that of Eatanswill
;
we have minutely examined every comer of the

Pocket County Maps issued for the benefit of society by our dis-

tinguished publishers, and the same result has attended our

investigation. We are therefore led to believe, that Mr. Pickwick,

with that anxious desire to abstain from giving offence to any, and

with those delicate feelings for which all who knew him well know
he was so eminently remarkable, purposely substituted a fictitious

designation, for the real name of the place in which his observations

were made. We are confirmed in this belief by a little circum-

stance, apparently slight and trivial in itself, but when considered

in this point of view, not undeserving of notice. In Mr. Pickwick’s

note-book, we can just trace an entry of the fact, that the places of

himself and followers were booked by the Norwich coach ; but this

entry was afterwards lined through, as if for the purpose of con-

cealing even the direction in which the borough is situated. We
will not, therefore, hazard a guess upon the subject, but will at once

proceed with this history
;
content with the materials which its

characters have provided for ua ,,

It appears, then, that the Eatanswill people, like the people of
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many other small towns, considered themselves of the utmost and

most mighty imp )rtance, and that every man in Eatanswill, con-

scious of the weight that attached to his example, felt himself

bound to unite, heart and soul, with one of the two great parties

that divided the town—the Blues and the Buffs. Now the Blues

lost no opportunity of opposing the Buffs, and the Buffs lost no

opportunity of opposing the Blues ; and the consequence was, that

whenever the Buffs and Blues met together at public meeting,

Town-Hall, fair, or market, disputes and high words arose between

them. With these dissensions it is almost superfluous to say that

every thing in Eatanswill was made a party-question. If the

Buffs proposed to new skylight the market-place, the Blues got up
public meetings, and denounced the proceeding

;
if the Blues pro-

posed the erection of an additional pump in the High Street, the

BuiFs rose as one man and stood aghast at the enormity. ' There

were Blue shops and Buff shops, Blue inns and Buff inns ;—there

was a Blue aisle and a Buff aish, in the very church itself.

Of course it was essentially and indispensably necessary that

each of these powerful parties should have its chosen organ and

representative ; and, accordingly, there were two newspapers in

the town— the Eatanswill Gazette and the Eatanswill Inde-

pendent; the former advocating Blue principles, and the latter

conducted on grounds decidedly Buff. Fine newspapers they were.

Such leading articles, and such spirited attacks !
—“ Our worthless

contemporary the Gazette”—“That disgraceful and dastardly

journal, the Independent ”—“ That false and scurrilous print, the

Independent ” —“ That vile and slanderous calumniator, the

Gazette;”—these, and other spirit-stirring denunciations were

strewn plentifully over the columns of each, in every number, and

excited feelings of the most intense delight and indignation in the

bosoms of the townspeople.

Mr. Picklock, with his usual foresight and sagacity, had chosen

a peculiarly desirable moment for his visit to the borough. Never

was such a contest known. The Honourable Samuel Slurnkey, of

Slumkey Hall, was the Blue candidate
;
and Horatio Fizkin, Esq.,

of Fizkin Lodge, near Eatanswill, had been prevailed upon by his

friends to stand forward on the Buff interest. The Gazette warned

the electors of Eatanswill that the eyt^ not only of England, but

of the whole civilised world, were upon them
;
and the Independent

imperatively demanded to know, whether the constituency of

Eatanswill were the grand fellows they had always taken them

for, or base and servile tools, undeserving alike of the name of

Englishmen and the blessinjs of freedom. Never had such a

commotion agitated the town before.
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It was late in the evening, when Mr. Pickwick and his com-

panions, assisted by Sam, dismounted from the roof of the

Eatanswill coach. Large blue silk flags were flying from the

windows of the Town Arms Inn, and bills were posted in every

sash, intimating, in gigantic letters, that the honourable Samuel
Slumke/s Committee sat there daily. A crowd of idlers were

assembled in the road, looking at a hoarse man in the balcony,

who was apparently talking himself very red in tlie face in Mr.

Slumkey’s behalf; but the force and point of whose arguments

were somewhat impaired by the perpetual beating of four large

dnims which Mr. Fizkin’s committee had stationed at the street

corner. There was a busy little man beside him, though, who
took off his hat at intervals and motioned to the people to cheer,

which they regularly did, most enthusiastically
;
and as the red-

faced gentleman went on talking till he was redder in the face

than ever, it seemed to answer his purpose quite as well as if

anybody had heard him.

The Pickwickians had no sooner dismounted, than they were

surrounded by a branch mob of the honest and independent, who
forthwith set up three deafening cheers, which being responded to

by the main body (for it*s not at all necessary for a crowd to

know what they are cheering about) swelled into a tremendous roar

of triumph, which stopped even the red-faced man in the balcony.
** Hurrah !

” shouted the mob in conclusion.

“ One cheer more,” screamed the little fugleman in the balcony

;

and out shouted the mob again, as if lungs were cast iron, with

steel works.
“ Slumkey for ever 1

” roared the honest and independent.
“ Slumkey for ever !

” echoed Mr. Pickwick, taking oft’ his hat.

“No Fizkin,” roared the crowd.
“ Certainly not,” shouted Mr. Pickwick.
“ Hurrah I

” And then tb«.re was another roaring, like that of

a whole menagerie when the elephant has rung the bell for the

cold meat.
“ Who is Slumkey 1 ” whispered Mr Tupman.
“I don^t know,” replied Mr. Pickwick in the same tone.

“ Hush. Don’t ask any questions. It’s always best on these

occasions to do what the notob do.”

“ But suppose there are two mobs 1 ” suggested Mr. Snodgrass.
“ Shout with the largest,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

Volumes could not have said more.

They entered the house, the crowd opening right and left to

let them pass, and cheering vociferoTisly. The first object of con*

sideration was to secure quarters for the night.



THE PIOKWIOK CLUB. 157

Can we have beds here f ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, summoning
the waiter.

“ Don’t know, Sir,” replied the man
;
“ afraid we’re full, Sir

—

ril inquire, sir.” Away he went for that purpose, and presently

returned, to ask whether the gentlemen were “ Blue.”

As neither Mr. Pickwick nor his companions took any vital

interest in the cause of either candidate, the question was rather a

difficult one to answer. In this dilemma Mr. Pickwick bethought

himself of his new friend, Mr. Perker.

“Do you know a gentleman of the name of Perker?” inquired

Mr. Pickwick.
“ Certainly, Sir

;
honourable Mr. Samuel Slumkey’s agent.”

“ He is Blue, I think ?
”

“Oh yes, Sir.”

“ Then ive are Blue,” said Mr. Pickwick
; but observing that

the man looked rather doubtful at this accommodating announce-

ment, he gave him his card, and desired him to present it to Mr.

Perker forthwith, if he should happen to be in the house. The
waiter retired

;
and re-appearing almost immediately with a request

that Mr, Pickwick would follow him, led the way to a large room

on the first floor, where, seated at a long table covered with books

and papers, was Mr. Perker.

“Ah—ah my dear Sir,” said the little man, advancing to meet

him
;
“very happy to see you, my dear Sir, very. Pray sit down.

So you have carried your intention into effect. You have come

down here to see an election—eh ?
”

Mr. Pickwick replied in the affirmative.

“ Spirited contest, my dear Sir,” said the little man,

“I am delighted to hear it,” said Mr. Pickwick, rubbing hia

hands. “ I like to see sturdy patriotism, on whatever side it is

called forth ;—and so it’s a spirited contest ?
”

“Oh yes,” said the little man, “very much so indeed. We
have opened aU the public houses in the place, and left our adver-

sary nothing but the beer-shops—masterly stroke of policy that,

my dear Sir, eh ?
”—and the little man smiled complacently, and

took a large pinch of snuff.

“ And what are the probabilities as to the result of the contest ?
”

inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Why doubtful, my dear Sir

;
rather doubtful as yet,” replied

the little man. “ FizWn’s people have got three-and-thirty voters

in the lock-up coach-house at the White Hart.”
“ In the coach - house !

” said Mr. Pickwick, considerably

astonished by this second sWJ;6 of policy.

“ They keep ’em locked up there, till they want ’em,” resumed
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the little man. “ The effect of that is, you see, to prevent ,oai

getting at them
;
and even if we could, it would be of no use, for

they keep them very drunk on purpose. Smart fellow Fizkin’a

agent—very smart fellow indeed.”

Mr. Pickwick stared, but said nothing.

“We are pretty confident, though,” said Mr. Perker, sinking

his voice almost to a whisper. “We had a little tea-party here,

last night—five-and-forty women, my dear Sir—and gave every

one of 'em a green parasol when she went away.”
“ A parasol !

” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Fact, my dear Sir, fact. Five-and-forty green parasols, at

seven and six-pence a-piece. All women like finery,—extraordinary

the effect of those parasols. Secured all their husbands, and half

their brothers—beats stockings, and flannel, and all that sort of

thing hollow. My idea, my dear Sir, entirely. Hail, rain, or sun-

shine, you can’t walk half a dozen yards up the street, without en-

countering half a dozen green parasols.”

Here the little man indulged in a convulsion of mirth, which

was only checked by the entrance of a third party.

This was a tall, thin man, with a sandy-coloured head inclined

to baldness, and a face in which solemn importance was blended

with a look of unfathomable profundity. He was dressed in a

long brown surtout, with a black cloth waistcoat, and drab

trousers. A double eye-glass dangled at his waistcoat : and on his

head he wore a very low-crowned hat with a broad brim. The
new comer was introduced to Mr. Pickwick as Mr. Pott, the editor

of the Eatanswill Gazette. After a few preliminary remarks, Mr.

Pott turned round to Mr. Pickwick, and said with solemnity

—

“This contest excites great interest in the metropolis, Sir?”
“ I believe it does,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“To which I have reason to know,” said Pott, looking

towards Mr. Perker for cc Toboration,— “ to which I have

reason to know my article of last Saturday in some degree

contributed.”

“ Not the least doubt of that," said the little man.
“ The press is a mighty engine. Sir,” said Pott.

Mr. Pickwick yielded b^s fullest assent to the proposition.

“ But I trust. Sir,” said Pott, “ that I have never abused the

enormous power I wield. I trust. Sir, that I have never pointed

the noble instrument which is placed in my hands, against the

sacred bosom of private life, or the tender breast of individual

reputation ;—I trust. Sir, that I have devoted my energies to—to

endeavours—humble they may be,''humble I know they are—to

instil those principles of—which—are—

”



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 160

Here the editor of the Eatanswill Gazette, appearing to ramble,

Mf. Pickwick cams to his relief, and said

—

“ Certainly.”

“ And what, Sir ”—said Pott—“ what, Sir, let me ask you as

an impartial man, is the state of the public mind in London, with

reference to my contest with the Independent ?
”

“ Greatly excited, no doubt,” interposed Mr. Perker, with a look

of slyness which was very likely accidental.

“ That contest,” said Pott, “ shall be prolonged so long as I have

health and strength, and that portion of talent with which I am
gifted. From that contest. Sir, although it may unsettle men’s

minds and excite their feelings, and render them incapable for the

discharge of the every-day duties of ordinary life; from that con-

test, Sir, I will never shrink, till I have set my heel upon the

Eatanswill Independent. I wish the people of London, and the

people of this country to know, Sir, that they may rely upon me

;

—that I will not desert them, that I am resolved to stand by

them, Sir, to the last.”

“ Your conduct is most noble, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick
;
and he

grjisped the hand of the magnanimous Pott.

“You are, Sir, I perceive, a man of sense and talent,” said

Mr. Pott, almost breathless with the vehemence of his patriotic

declaration. “ I am most happy, Sir, to make the acquaintance of

such a man.”
“ And I,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ feel deeply honoured by this

expression of your opinion. Allow me. Sir, to introduce you to

my fellow-travellers, the other corresponding membws of the club

I am proud to have founded.”

“I shall be delighted,” said Mr. Pott.

Mr. Pickwick withdrew, and returning with his three friends,

presented them in due form fo the editor of the Eatanswill

Gazette.

“ Now my dear Pott,” said little Mr. Perker, ‘the question is,

what are we to do with our friends here ?
”

“ We can stop in this house, I suppose,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Not a spare bed in the house, my dear Sir—not a single bed.”
“ Extremely awkward,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“ Very

;
” said his fellow-voyagers.

“I have an idea upon this subject.” said Mr. Pott, “which I

think may be very successfully adopted. They have two beds at

the Peacock, and I can boldly say, on behalf of Mrs. Pott, that

she will be delighted to accommodate Mr. Pickwick and any one oi

his friends, if the other twoi^entlemen and their servant do not

object to shifting, as they best can, at the Peacock.”
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After repeated pressings on the part of Mr. Pott, and repeated

protestations on that of Mr. Pickwick that he could not think' of

incommoding or troubling his amiable wife, it was decided that

this was the only feasible arrangement that could be made. So it

was made
;
and after dining together at the Town Arms, the friends

separated, Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass repairing to the

Peacock, and Mr. Pickwick and Mr Winkle proceeding to the

mansion of Mr. Pott
;

it having been previously arranged that they

should all re-assemble at the Town Arms in the morning, and
accompany the honourable Samuel Slumkey’s procession to the

place of nomination.

Mr. Pott’s domestic circle was limited to himself and his wife.

All men whom mighty genius has raised to a proud eminence in

the world, have usually some little weakness which appears the

more conspicuous from the contrast it presents to their general

character. If Mr. Pott had a weakness, it was, perhaps, that he

was rather too submissive to the somewhat contemptuous controul

and sway of his wife. We do not feel justified in laying any

particular stress upon the fact, because on the present occasion all

Mrs. Pott’s most running ways were brought into requisition to

receive the two gentlemen.

“My dear,” said Mr. Pott, “Mr. Pickwick—Mr. Pickwick of

London.”

Mrs. Pott received Mr. Pickwick’s paternal grasp of the hand

with enchanting sweetness : and Mr. Winkle, who had not been

announced at all, slided and bowed, unnoticed in an obscure comer.
“ P. my dear—” said Mrs. Pott.

“ My life,” said Mr. Pott.

“ Pray introduce the other gentleman.”
“ I beg a thousand pardons,” said Mr. Pott “ Permit me

—

Mis. Pott, Mr. —

”

“ Winkle,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Winkle,” echoed Mr. Pott; and the ceremony of introduction

was complete.

“We owe you many apologies, Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ for

disturbing your domestic arrangements at so short a notice.”

“ I beg you won’t mention it, Sir,” replied the feminine Pott,

with vivacity. “ It is a high treat to me, I assure you, to see any

new faces
;
living as I do, from day to day, and week to week, in

this dull place, and seeing nobody.”
“ Nobody, my dear !

” exclaimed Mr. Pott, archly.

“ Nobody but yow,” retorted Mrs. Pott, with asperity.

“ You see, Mr. Pickwick,” said the host in explanation of his

wife’s lament. “ that we are in some measure cut off from manv
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enipymenta and pleasures of which we might otherwise partake. My
puolic station, as editor of the Eatanswill Gazette, the position

which that paper holds in the country, my constant immersion in

tne vortex of politics—

”

“ P. my dear—” interposed Mrs. Pott
“ My life

—
” said the editor.

** I wish, my dear, you would endeavour to find some topic of

conversation in which these gentlemen might take some rational

interest.”

“ But my love,” said Mr. Pott, with great humility, “ Mr.

Pickwick does take an interest in it.”

“ IPs well for him if he can,” said Mrs. Pott, emphatically
;
“ I

am wearied out of my life with your politics, and quarrels with the

Independent, and nonsense. I am quite astonished P. at your

making such an exhibition of your absurdity.”

“ But my dear—” said Mr. Pott
“ Oh, nonsense, don’t talk to me

;
” said Mrs. Pott. “ Do you

play ecarte, Sir 1 ”

“ I shall be very happy to learn, under your tuition,” replied

Mr. Winkle.

“Well, then, draw that little table into this window, and let

me get out of hearing of those prosy politics.”

“Jane,” said Mr. Pott, to the servant who brought in candles,

“ go down into the ofiSce, and bring me up the file of the Gazette for

Eighteen Hundred and Twenty Eight. I’ll just read you—” added
the editor, turning to Mr. Pickwick, “I’ll just read you a few of

the leaders I wrote at that time, upon the Buff job -of appointing a

new tollman to the turnpike here ; I rather think they’ll amuse
you.”

“I should like to hear them very much, indeed,” said Mr.

Pickwick.

Up came the file, and down sat the editor, with Mr. Pickwick

at his side.

We have in vain pored over the leaves of Mr. Pickwick’s note-

book, in the hope, of meeting with a general summary of these

beautiful compositions. We have every reason to believe that he

was perfectly enraptured with the vigour and freshness of the style

;

indeed Mr. Winkle has recorded the fact that his eyes were closed,

as if with excess of pleasure, during the whole time of their

perusal.

The announcement of supper put a stop both to the game at

ecarte, and the recapitulation of the beauties of the Eatanswill

Gazette. Mrs. Pott was int the highest spirits and the most
agreeable humour. Mr. Winkle had already made considerable

o
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progress in her good opinion, and she did not hesitate to inform

him, confidentially, that Mr. Pickwick was “ a delightful old dear,”

These terms convey a familiarity of expression, in which few of

those who were intimately acquainted with that colossal-minded

man, would have presumed to indulge. We have preserved them,

nevertheless, as affording at once a touching and a convincing proof

of the estimation in which he was held by every class of society,

and the ease with which he made his way to their hearts and

feelings.

It was a late hour of the night—long after Mr. lupman and

Mr. Snodgrass had fallen asleep in the inmost recesses of the

Peacock—when the two friends retired to rest. Slumber soon fell

upon the senses of Mr. Winkle, but his feelings had been excited,

and his admiration roused ; and for many hours after sleep had

rendered him insensible to earthly objects, the face and figure of

the agreeable Mrs. Pott presented themselves again and again to

his wandering imagination.

The noise and bustle which ushered in the morning, were

sufficient to dispel from the mind of the most romantic visionary

in existence, any associations but those which were immediately

connected with the rapidly-approaching election. The beating of

drums, the blowing of horns and trumpets, the shouting of men,

and tramping of horses, echoed and re-echoed through the streets

from the earliest dawn of day
;
and an occasional fight between

the light skirmishers of either party, at once enlivened the pre-

parations, and agreeably diversified their character.

“Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, as his valet appeared at his

bed-room door, just as he was concluding his toilet
;

“all alive to-

day, I suppose ?

”

‘‘Regiar game. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller; “our pcople^s a

col-lecting down at the Town Anns, and they're a hollering them-

selves hoarse already.”

“ Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ do they seem devoted to their

party, Sam?”
“ Never see such dewotion in my life, Sir.”

“ Energetic, eh ?
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Uncommon,” replied Sam; “I never see men cat and drink

so much afore. I wonder -they a’nt afeer'd o* bustin.”

“ That's the mistaken kindness of the gentry here,” said Mr.

Pickwick.
“ Werry likely,” replied Sam, briefly.

“Fine, fresh, hearty fellows they seem,” said Mr. Pickwick,

glancing from the window. ^
“ Werry fresh,” replied Sam ;

“ me, and the two waiters at the
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Peacock, has been a pumpin’ over the inaependent woters as

supped there last night.”

“ Pumping over independent voters I
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

Yes,” said his attendant, “every man slept vere he fell down

;

we dragged ’em out, one by one, this mornin’ and put ’em under

the pump, and they’re in reg’lar fine order, now. Shillin’ a head

the committee paid for that ’ere job.”

“ Can such things be !
” exclaimed the astonished Mr. Pickwick.

“ Lord bless your heart. Sir,” said Sam, “ why where was you

half baptized 1—that’s nothin’, that a’nt.”

“ N othing 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Nothin’ at all, Sir,” replied bis attendant. “ The night afore

the last day o’ the last election here, the opposite party bribed the

bar-maid at the Town Arras, to hocus the brandy and water of

fourteen unpolled electors as w^as a stoppin’ in the house.”

“What do you mean by ‘hocussing’ brandy and water?”

inquired ]\Ir. Pickwuck.
“ Puttin’ laud’num in it,” replied Sam. “ Blessed if she didn’t

send ’em all to sleep till twelve hours arter the election was over.

They took one man up to the booth, in a truck, fast asleep, by way
of experiment, but it was no go—they wouldn’t poll him

;
so they

brought him back, and put him to bed again.”

“ Strange practices, these,” said Mr. Pickwick
;
half speaking to

himself, and half addressing Sam.
“ Not half so strange as a miraculous circumstance as happened

to my own father, at an election-time, in this wery place, Sir,”

replied Sam.
“ What was that ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Why he drove a coach down here once,” said Sam

;

“ ’Lection

time came on, and he was engaged by vun party to bring down
woters from Loudon. Night afore he was a going to drive up,

committee on t’other side sends for him quietly, and away he goes

vith the messenger, who shows him in ;—large room—lots of

gen’l’m’n—heaps of papers, pens and ink, and all that ’ere. ‘ Ah,

Mr. Weller,’ says the gen’l’m’n in the chair, * glad to see you. Sir ;

how are you?’—‘Werry well, thank’ee. Sir,’ says my father; ‘I

hope you^re pretty middlin,’ says he— ‘ Pretty well, thank’ee, Sir,’

says the gen’l’m’n
;

‘ sit down, Mr. WelJbr—pray sit down. Sir.’ So

my father ‘ sits down, and he and the gen’l’m’n looks wery hard at

each other. ‘You don’t remember me?’ says the gen’l’m’n.

—

‘ Can’t say I do,’ says my father— ‘ Oh, I know you,’ says the

gen’l’m’n
;

‘ know’d you ven you was a boy,’ says he.
—

‘ Well, I don’t

remember you,’ says my father—‘That’s wery odd,’ says the

gcn’l’m’n—‘Wery,’ says my father—‘You must have a bad
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memory Mr. Weller,’ says the genTm’n— ‘ Well, it is a wery bad 'un,

says my father— ‘ I thought so,’ says the gen’l’m'n. So then tiiey

pours him out a glass o’ wine, and gammons him about his driving,

and gets him into a reg’lar good humour, and at last shoves a

twenty pound note in his hand. ‘ It’s a wery bad road between

this and London,’ says the gen’l’m’n

—

‘ Here and there it is a wery
heavy road,* says my father— ‘ ’Specially near the canal, I think,’

says the gen’l’m’n
—

‘ Nasty bit, that ’ere,' says my father—* Well,

Mr. Weller,’ says the gen’l’m'n, ‘you’re a wery good whip, and can

do what you like* with your horses, we know. We’re all wery fond

o’ you, Mr. Weller, so in case you should have an accident when
you’re a bringing these here woters down, and should tip ’em over

into the canal vithout hurtin* ’em, this is for yourself,’ says he

—

‘ Geii’l’m’n, you’re wery kind,’ says my father, ‘ and I’ll drink your

health in another glass of wine,’ says he
;
vich he did, and then

buttons up the money, and bows himself out. You vouldn’t

believe, Sir,” continued Sam, with a look of inexpressible im-

pudence at his master, “ that on the wery day as he came down
with them woters, his coach was upset on that ’ere wery spot, and

ev’ry man on ’em was turned into the canal.”

“ And got out again 1 ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, hastily.

“Why,” replied Sam, very slowly, “I rather think one old

gentleman was missin’
;

I know his hat was found, but I a’n’t

quite certain whether his head was in it or not. But what I look

at, is the hex-traordinary, and wonderful coincidence, that arter

what that gen’l’m’n said my father’s coach should be upset in that

wery place, and on that wery day !

”

“It is, no doubt, a very extraordinary circumstance indeed,”

said Mr. Pickwick. “But brush my hat, Sam, for I hear Mr.

Winkle calling me to breakfast.”

With these words Mr. Pickwick descended to the parlour,

where he found breakfast lai^, and the family already assembled.

The meal was hastily despatched
;
each of the gentlemen’s hats

was decorated with an enormous blue favour, made up by the fair

hands of Mrs. Pott herself, and as Mr. Winkle had undertaken to

escort that lady to a house top, in the immediate vicinity of the

hustings, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Pott repaired alone to the Town
Arms, from the back window of which, one of Mr. Slumke

3r’s

committee was addressing six small boys, and one girl, whom he

dignified, at every second sentence, with the imposing title of

“men of Eatanswill,” whereat the six small boys aforesaid cheered

prodigiously.

The Btable-yard exhibited unequivocal symptoms of the glory

uid strength of the Eatanswill Blues. There was a regular armj
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of^blue flags, some with one handle, and some with two, exhibiting

appropriate devic 3b, in golden characters four feet high, and stout

in proportion. There was a grand band of trumpets, bassoons and

arums, marshalled four abreast, and earning their money, if ever

men did, especially the drum beaters, who were very muscular.

There were bodies of constables with blue staves, twenty committee-

men with blue scarfs, and a mob of voters with blue cockades.

There were electors on horseback, and electors a-foot. There was

an open carriage and four, for the honourable Samuel Slumkey

;

and there were four carriages and pair, for his friends and sup-

porters : and the flags were rustling, and the band was playing,

and the constables were swearing, and the twenty committee-men

were squabbling, and the mob were shouting, and the horses were

backing, and the post-boys perspiring; and everybody, and every-

thing, then and there assembled, was for the special use, behoof,

honour, and renown, of the honourable Samuel Slumkey of

Slumkey Hall, one of the candidates for the representation of the

Borough of Eatanswill, in the Commons House of Parliament of

the United Kingdom.

Loud and long were the cheers, and mighty was the rustling of

one of the blue flags, with ** Liberty of the Press ” inscribed there-

on, when the sandy head of Mr. Pott was discerned in one of the

windows, by the mob beneath
;
and tremendous was the enthusiasm

when the honouiable Samuel Slumkey himself, in top boots, and a

blue neckerchief, advanced and seized the hand of the said Pott,

and melo- dramatically testified by gestures to the crowd, his

ineffaceable obligations to the Eatanswill Gazette. -

“ Is everything ready ? ” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey
to Mr. Perker.

“ Everything, my dear Sir,” was the little man^s reply.

“Nothing has been omitteef, I hope!” said the honourable

Samuel Slumkey.
“ Nothing has been left undone, my dear Sir—nothing whatever.

There are twenty washed men at the street door for you to shake

hands with
;
and six children in arms that you're to pat on the

head, and inquire the age of
;
be particular about the children, my

dear Sir,—it has always a great effect, that sort of thing.”

“ I'll take care,” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey.
“ And, perhaps, my dear Sir

—
” said the cautious little man,

“ perhaps if you could-—I don't mean to say it's indispensable

—

but if you could manage to kiss one of 'em, it would produce a very

great impression on the crowd.”
“ Wouldn't it have as gooc# an effect if the proposer or secondei

did that 7 ” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey.
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“ Why, I am afraid it wouldii*t,” replied the agent
;

if it were

done by yourself, my dear Sir, I think it would make you very

popular.”

“Very well,” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey, with a re-

signed air, “ then it must be done. That’s alL”

“ Arrange the procession,” cried the twenty committee-men.

Amidst the cheers of the assembled throng, the band, and the

constables, and the committee-men, and the voters, and the horse-

men, and the carriages, took their places— each of the two-

horse vehicles being closely packed with as many gentlemen as

could manage to stand upright in it
;
and that assigned to Mr.

Perker, containing Mr. Pickwick, Mr. Tupman, Mr. Snodgrass, and

about half a dozen of the committee beside.

There was a moment of awful suspense as the proces.sion waited

for the honourable Samuel Slumkey to step into his carriage.

Suddenly the crowd set up a great cheering.

“He has come out,” said little Mr. Perker, greatly excited

;

the more so as their position did not enable them to see what was

going forward.

Another cheer, much louder.

“ He has shaken hands with the men,” cried the little agent.

Another cheer, far more vehement.
“ He has patted the babes on the head,” said Mr. Perker,

trembling with anxiety.

A roar of applause that rent the air.

“ He has kissed one of ’em !
” exclaimed the delighted little

man.

A second roar.

“ He has kissed another,” gasped the excited manager.

A third roar.

“ He’s kissing ’em all !
” screamed the enthusiastic little gentle-

man. And hailed by the d xfening shouts of the multitude, the

procession moved on.

How or by what means it became mixed up with the other

procession, and how it was ever extricated from tlie confusion con-

sequent thereupon, is more than we can undertake to describe,

inasmuch as Mr. Pickwick’s hat was knocked over his eyes, nose,

and mouth, by one poke of d* Buff flag staff,, very early in the proceed-

ings. He describes himself as being surrounded on every side,

when he could catch a glimpse of the scene, by angry and ferocious

countenances, by a vast cloud of dust, and by a dense crowd of

combatants. He represents himself as being forced from the

carriage by some unseen power, and being personally engaged in

a pugilistic encounter ; but with whom, or how, or why, he is
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ji^holly unable to state. He then felt himself forced up some

wooden steps by "he persons from behind : and on removing his

hat, found himself surrounded by his friends, in the very front of

tne left hand side of the hustings. The right was reserved for the

Buff party, and the centre for the mayor and his odicers
;
one of

whom—the fat crier of Eatanswill—was ringing an enormous bell,

by way of commanding silence, while Mr. Horatio P^izkin, and the

Honourable Samuel Slumkey, with their hands upon their hearts,

were bowing with the utmost affability to the troubled sea of heads

that inundated the open space in front
;
and from whence arose a

storm of groans, and shouts, and yells, and hootings, that would

have done honour to an earthquake.

‘‘There^s Winkle,” said Mr. Tupinan, pulling his friend by the

sleeve.

‘‘ Where 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick, putting on his spectacles, which

he had fortunately kept in his pocket hitherto.

“ There,” said IVIr. Tupinan, ‘‘ on the top of that house.” And
there sure enough, in the leaden gutter of a tiled roof, were Mr.

Winkle and Mrs. Pott, comfortably seated in a couple of chairs,

waving their handkerchiefs in token of recognition—a compliment

which Mr. Pickwick returned by kissing his hand to the lady.

The proceedings had not yet commenced
;
and as an inactive

crowd is generally disposed to be jocose, this very innocent action

was suiiicient to awaken their facetiousness.

** Oh you wicked old rascal,” cried one voice, ‘‘ looking arter

the girls, arc you ?
”

“ Oh you wenerablo sinner,” cried another.

“ Putting on his spectacles to look at a married 'ooman 1
” said

a third.

“ I see him a vinkin at her, vith his vicked old eye,” shouted

a fourth.

“ Look arter your wife, Pott,” bellowed a fifth ;—and then

there was a roar of laughter.

As these taunts were accompanied with invidious compfirisons

between Mr. Pickwick and an aged ram, and several witticisms of

the like nature
;
and as they moreover rather tended to convey

reflections upon the honour of an innocent lady, Mr. Pickwick’s

indignation Vas excessive
;
but as silelice was proclaimed at the

moment, he contented himself by scorching the mob with a look

of pity for their misguided minds, at which they laughed more

boisterously than ever.

“ Silence,” roared the mayor’s attendants.

“Whiffin, proclaim silenqii,” said the mayor, with an air of

pomp befitting his lofty station. In obedience to this command
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the crier performed another concerto on the beU, whereupon a

gentleman in the crowd called out “ mudinB
;
” which occasioned

another laugh.
** Gentlemen/’ said the Mayor, at as loud a pitch as he could

possibly force his voice to, “ Gentlemen. Brother electors of the

Borough of EatanswilL We arc met here to-day, for the purpose

of choosing a representative in the room of our late
—

”

Here the Mayor was interrupted by a voice in the crowd.
“ Suc-cess to the Mayor !

” cried the voice, “ and may he never

desert the nail and sarspan business, as he got his money by.”

This allusion to the professional pursuits of the orator was re-

ceived with a storm of delight, which, with a bell-accompaniment,

rendered the remainder of his speech inaudible, with the exception

of the concluding sentence, in which ho thanked the meeting for

the patient attention with which they had heard him throughout,

—

an expression of gratitude which elicited another burst of mirth,

of about a quarter of an hour’s duration.

Next, a tall thin gentleman, in a very stiff white neckerchief,

after being repeatedly desired by the crowd to “ send a boy home,

to ask whether he hadn’t left his woice under the pillow,” begged

to nominate a fit and proper person to represent them in Parlia-

ment. And when he said it was Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin

Lodge, near Eatanswill, the Fizkinites applauded, and the Slum-

keyites groaned, so long, and so loudly, that both he and the

seconder might have sung comic songs in lieu of speaking, without

anybody’s being a bit the wiser.

The friends of Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, having had their inn-

ings, a little choleric, pink-faced man stood forward to propose

another fit and proper person to represent the electors of Eatans-

will in Parliament
;
and very swimmingly the pink-faced gentleman

would have got on, if he had not been rather too choleric to enter-

tain a suflScient perception s

'' the fun of the crowd. ‘ But after a

very few sentences of figurative eloquence, the pink-faced gentle-

man got from denouncing those who interrupted him in the mob,

to exchanging defiances with the gentlemen on the hustings

;

whereupon arose an uproar which reduced him to the necessity of

expressing his feelings ^y serious pantomime, which he did, and

then left the stage to his seconder, who delivered a written speech

of half an hour’s length, and wouldn’t be stopped, because he had

sent it all to the Eatanswill Gazette, and the Eatanswill Gazette

had printed it, every word.

Then Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, near Eatanswill,

presented himself for the purpose of i^ddressing the electors
;
which

he no sooner did, than the band employed by the honourable
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Samuel Slumkey, commenced performing with a power to which
their strength in the morning was a trifle

;
in return fo'* which,

the Huff crowd belaboured the heads and shoulders of tlie Blue

crowd
;
on which the Blue crowd endeavoured to dispossess them-

selves of their very unpleasant neighbours the Buff crowd
;
and a

scene of struggling, and pushing, and fighting, succeeded, to which
we can no mure do justice than the Mayor could, although be

issued imi)erative orders to tw'clve consLaMes to seize the ring-

leaders, who might amount in number to two hundred and fifty,

or thereabouts. At all these encounters, Horatio Pizkin, Esijuire,

of Fizkin Lodge, and his friends, waxed fierce and furious
;
until

at last Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, begged to ask

his opponent, the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall,

whether tliat band played by his consent
;
whi(;h question the

honourable Samuel Slumkey declining to answer, Horatio Fizkin,

Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, shook his fist in the countenance of the

honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slutnkey Hall
;
upon which the

lionouralde Samuel Slumkey, his blood being up, defied Horatio

Fizkin, Bsquire, to mortal combat. At this violation of all knowu
rules and precedents of order, the Mayor commanded another fan-

tasia on the bell, and declared that he would bring before himself,

both Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, and the honourable

Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, and bind them over to keep

the peace. Upon this tenific denunciation, the 8U])pQrters of the

two candidates interfered, and after the friends of each party had

(piarrelled in pairs for three-quarters of an hoiur, Horatio Fizkin,

Esquire, touched his hat to the honourable Samuel Slumkey : tlio

honourable Samuel Slumkey touched his to Horatio Fizkin,

Esquire : the band was stopped, the crowd were j)artially quieted,

and Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, was permitted to proceed.

The speeches of the two candidates, though iliflering in every

other respect, afforded a be‘'utiful tribute to the merit and high

worth of the electors of flatanswill. Both expressed their opinion

that a more independent, a more enlightened, a more public-

spirited, a more noble-minded, a more disinterested eet of men
than those who had promised to vote for him, never existed on

earth
;
each darkly hinted his suspicions that the electors in the

opposite interest had certain swinish and besotted infirmities which

rendered them unfit for the exercise of the important duties they

were called upon to discharge. Fizkin expressed his readiness to

do anything he was wanted; Slumkey, his determination to do

nothing that was asked of him. Both said that the trade, the

manufactures, the commerce, the pijosperity, of Eatanswill, would

ever be dearer to their hearts than any earthly object
;
and each
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had it in hia power to state, with the utmost confidence, that he

was the man wh would eventually be returned.

There was a show of bands; the Mayor decided in favour of

the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall. Horatio

Fi/.kin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, demanded a poll, and a poll was

fixed accordingly. Then a vote of thanks w\'i8 moved to the ]\Iayor

for his able conduct in the chair
;
and the Mayor devoutly wishing

that he had had a chair to display his able conduct in (for he had

been standing during the whole proceedings) returned thanks.

The processions re-formed, tlic carriages rolled slowly through the

crow'd, and its members screeched and shoutcHl after them as their

feelings or caprice dictated.

During the whole time of the polling, the town was in a per-

petual fever of excitement. Everything was conduc.ted on the

most liberal and delightful scale. Exciscable articles were re-

markably cheap at all the public houses
;
and spring vans paraded

the streets for the accommodation of voters who were seized with

any temporary dizziness in the head—an epidemic which prevailed

among the electors, during the contest, to a most alarming extent,

and under the influence of which they might frequently be seen

lying on the pavements in a state of utter insensibility. A small

body of electors remained unpolled on the very last day. They
were calculating and reflecting persons, who had not yet been con-

vinced by the arguments of either party, although they had had

frequent conferences with each. One hour before the close of the

poll, Mr. Perker solicited the honour of a private interview with

these intelligent, these noble, these patriotic men. • It was granted.

His arguments were brief, but satisfactory. They w'ent in a body

to the poll
;
and when they returned, the honourable Samuel

Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, was returned also.

CHAPTER XIV.

OOMPRI8TNO A BRIEF DESCRIPTION OF THE COMPANY AT TUB

PEACOCK ASSEMBLED : AND A TALE TOLD BY A BAGMAN.
t

It is pleasant to turn from contemplating the strife and turmoil

of political existence, to the peaceful repose of private life. Al-

though in reality no great partisan of either side, Mr. Pickwick

was Bufliciently fired with Mr. Pott’s enthusiasm, to apply his

whole time and attention t^ the proceedings, of which the last

chapter affords a description compiled from his own memoranda.
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Nor while he was thus occupied was Mr. Winkle idle, hia whole

time being devoted to pleasant walks and short country excursidha

with Mrs. Pott, who never failed, when such an opportunity pre-

sented itself, to seek some relief from the tedious monotony she so

constantly complained of. The two gentlemen being thus com-

pletely domesticated in the Editor’s house, Mr. Tupman and Mr.

Snodgrass were in a great measure cast upon their own resources.

Taking but little interest in public afiairs, they beguiled their time

chiefly with such amusements as the Peacock atfoA'-ded, which were

limited to a bagatelle-board in the first floor, and a sequestered

flkittle-grouDd in the back yard. In the science and nicety of both

these recreations, which are far more abstruse than ordinary men
suppose, they were gradually initiated by Mr. Weller, who possessed

a perfect knowledge of such pastimes. Thus, notwithstanding

that they were in a great measure deprived of the comfort and

advantage of Mr. Pickwick’s society, they were still enabled to

beguile the time, and to prevent its hanging heavily on their hands.

It was in the evening, however, that the Peacock presented

attractions which enabled the two friends to rcsbt, even the invita-

tiona of the talented, though prosily inclined, Mr. Pott. It was

in the evening that the “ commercial room ” was filled with a

social circle, whose characters and manners it was the delight of

Mr. Tupman to observe
;
whose sayings and doings it was the

habit of Mr. Snodgrass to note down.

Most people know what sort of places commercial rooms usually

are. That of the Peacock differed in no material respect from the

generality of such apartments
;
that is to say, it was a large bare-

looking room, the furniture of which had no doubt been better

when it was newer, with a spacious table in the centre, and a

variety of smaller dittos in the comers : an extensive assortment

of variously shaped chairs, and an old Turkey carpet, bearing about

the same relative proportion the size of the room',’ as a lady’s

pocket-handkerchief might to the floor of a watch-box. The walls

were garnished with one or two largo maps
;
and several weather-

beaten rough great coats, ^ith complicated capes, dangled from a

long row of pegs in one corner. The mantel-shelf was ornamented

with a wooden inkstand, containing one stump of a pen and half a

wafer, a road-book and directory, a county history minus the cover,

and the mortal remains of a trout in a glass coffin. The atmosphere

was redolent of tobacco-smoke, the fumes of which had communi-

cated a rather dingy hue to the whole room, and more especially

to the dusty red curtains which shaded the windows. On the

sideboard, a variety of miscellaneous articles were huddled together,

the most conspicuous of which were some very cloudy fish-sauce
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cruetfl, a couple of driving-boxes, two or three whips, and as many
travelling shawh, a tray of knives and forks, and the mustard.

Here it was that Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass were seated

on the evening after the eonclusion of the election, with several

other temporaiy inmates of the house, smoking and drinking.

“Well gents,’^ said a stout, hale personage of about forty, with

only one ej’^e—a very bright black eye, which twinkled with a

roguish expression of fim and good humour, “ Our noble selves,

gents. I always propose that toast to the company, and drink

Mary to myself. Eh, Mary?”
“ Oct along with you, you wictch,” said the hand- maiden,

ol)viously not ill pleased with the compliment, however.

“Don’t go away, Mary,” said the black-e\ed man.
“ Let me alone, imperence,” said the young lady.

“Never mind,” said the one-eyed man, calling after the girl as

she left the room. “I’ll step out by and by, Mary. Keep your

spirits up, dear.” Here he went through the not very dillicult

prf)ces8 of winking upon the company wdth his solitary eye, to the

enthusiastic delight of an elderly personage with a dirty face and
a (day pipe.

“ Rum crecters is women,” said the dirty-faoed man, after a

IfXUlSC.

“ Ah ! no mistake about that,” said a very red-faced man, be-

hind a cigar.

After this little bit of philosophy there was another pause.

“ There’s rummer things than women in this world though,

mind you,” said the man with the black eye, slowty filling a large

Dutch pipe, with a most capacious bowl.
“ Are you married 1 ” inquired the dirty-faced man.
“ Can’t say I am.”
“ I thou;jht not.” Here the dirty-faced m in fell into extasies

of mirth at his own retort, in which he was joined by a man of

bland voice and jdacid countenance, who always made it a point

to agree with everybody.
“Women after all, gentlemen,” said the enthusiastic Mr. Snod-

grass, “are the great props and comforts of our existence.’*

“So they are,” said the placid gentleman.

“When they’re in a good humour,* interposed the dirty-fiiccd

man.
“ And that’s very true,” said the placid one.

“I repudiate that qualification,” said Mr. Snodgrass, whose

thoughts were fast reverting to Emily Wardle, “ T repudiate it

with disdain— with indignation. Show me the man who says

anything against women, as women, and I boldly declare he is
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not a man.” And Mr. Snodgrass took his cigar from his mouj^h,

and struck the table violently with his clenched fist.

“ That’s good sound argument,” said the placid man.
“ Containing a position which I deny,” interrupted he of the

dirty countenance.
“ And there’s certainly a very great deal of truth in what you

observe too, Sir,’' said the placid gentleman.

“Your health, Sir,” said the bagman with the lonely eye, be-

stowing an approving nod on Mr. Snodgrass.

Mr. Snodgrass acknowledged the compliment.
“ I always like to hear a good argument,” continued the bag-

man, “a sharp one, like this; it’s very improving; but this little

argument about women brought to my mind a story I have heard

an old uncle of mine tell, the recollection of which, just now, made
me say there were rummer things than women to be met with,

sometimes.”

“I should like to hear that same story,” said the red-faced

man with the cigar.

“ Should you ]
” was the only reply of the bagman, who con-

tinued to smoke with great vehemence.

“So should I,” said Mr. Tupman, speaking for the first time.

He was alw^ays anxious to increase his stock of experience.

“Should you"! Well then. I’ll tell it. No I won’t. I know
you won’t believe it,” said the man with the roguish eye, making

that organ look more roguish than ever.

“ If you say it’s true, of course I shall,” said Mr. Tupman.
“Well, upon that understanding I’ll tell it,” replied the

traveller. “ Did you ever bear of the great commercial house of

Bilson and Slum ? But it doesn’t matter though, wlicther you

did or not, because they retired from business long since. It’s

eighty years ago, since the circumstance happened a traveller

for that house, but he was a particular friend of my uncle’s : and

my uncle told the story to me. It’s a queer name
;
but he used

to call it

THE BAGMAN’S STORY,

and he used to tell it, something in this way.
“ One winter’s evening, aliout five o’clock, just as it began to

grow dusk, a man in a gig might have been seen urging his tired

horse along the road which leads across Marlborough Downs, in

the direction of Bristol I say he might have been seen, and I

have no doubt he would have been, anybody but a blind man
had happened to pass that way

;
but the weather was so bad, and
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the night ho cold and wet, that nothing wiui out but the water,

aiul BO the traveller jogged along in the middle of the road, lone-

some and dreary enough. If any bagman of that day could have

caught eight of the little ncck-or-nothing sort of gig, with a clay-

coloured body and red wheels, and the vixeniBh ill-tempered,

fast-going bay mare, that looked like a cross between a butcher’s

horse and a twopenny post-office pony, he would have known at

once, that this traveller could have been no other than Tom Smart,

of the great house of Bilson and Slum, Cateaton Street, City.

However, as there was no bagman to look on, nobody know any-

thing at all about the matter
;
and so Tom Smart and his clay-

coloured gig with the red wlieels, and the vixenish mare with the

fast pace, wTnt on together, kec])ing the secret among them, and

nobody was a bit the wiser.

“ There are many pleasanter places even in this dreary world,

than Marlborough Downs when it blows hard
;
and if ycni throw

in beside, a gloomy winter’s e’^euing, a miry and sloppy road, and

a pelting fall of heavy rain, and try the elfect, by way of exf)cri-

ment, in your own proper person, you will experience the full force

of this observation.

“The wind blew—not up the road or down it, though that’s

bad enough, but sheer across it, sending the rain slanting down
like the lines they used to nde in the copybooks at school, to make
the boys slope well. For a moment it W(nil(l die away, and the

traveller would begin to delude himself into the belief that,

exhausted wdth its previous fuiy, it bad quietly lain itself down
to rest, when, whoo ! he would hear it growdiiig -and whistling in

the distance, and on it would come rushing over the hill-to])s, and

flw'eeping along the plain, gathering sound and strengtli as it drew

nearer, until it dashed with a heavy gust against horse and man,

driving the sharp rain into their ears, and ito cold damp breath

into their very bones
;
and past tliem it would scour, far, far away,

with a stunning roar, as if in ridicule of their weakness, and

triumphant in the consciousness of its own strength and power.
“ The bay mare splashed away, through the mud and water, with

drooping ears, now and then tossing her head as if to express her

disgust at this very ungentlemanly behaviour of the elements, but

keeping a good pace notwithstanding,*until a gust of wind, more

furious than any that had yet assailed them, caused her to stop

suddenly, and plant her four feet firmly against the ground, to

prevent her being blown over. It’s a special mercy that she did

this, for if she had been blown over, the vixenish mare was bo

light, and the gig was so ligjit, and Tom Smart such a light weight

into the bargain, that they must infallibly have all gone rolling
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over and over together, until they reached the confines of earth,

or until the wind fell
;
and in either case the probability is, tfiat

neither the vixenish mare, nor the clay-coloured gig with the red

wheels, nor Tom Smart, would ever have been fit for service again.

* Well, damn my straps and whiskers,^ says Tom Smart, (Tom
sometimes had an unpleasant knack of swearing), ‘Damn my
straps and whiskers,’ says Tom, ‘if this ain’t pleasant, blow me.’

“You’ll very likely ask me, why, as Tom Smart had been

pretty well blown already, he expressed this wisJi to Ijc submitted

to the same process again. I can’t say— all I know is, that Tom
Smart said so—or at least he always told my uncle he said so, and

it’s just the same thing.
“

‘ Blow me,’ says Tom Smart ;
and the mare neighed fis if she

were precisely of the same opinion.
“ ‘ Cheer up old girl,’ said Tom, patting the bay mare on the

neck with the end of his whip. ‘ It won’t do pushing on, such a

night as this
;
the first house we come to we’ll put up at, so the

faster you go the sooner it’s over. Soho, old girl—gently

—

gently.’

“Whether the vixenish mare was sufficiently well acquainted

with the tones of Tom’s voice to comprehend his meaning, or

whether she found it colder standing still than moving on, of

course I can’t say. But I can say that Tom had no sooner finislied

speaking, than she pricked up her ears, and started forward at a

speed which made the clay-coloured gig rattle till you would have

supposed every one of the red spokes was going to fly out on the

turf of Marlborough Downs
;
and even Tiuu, whip as he was,

couldn’t stop or check her pace, until she drew up, of her own
accord, before a road side inn on the right-hand aide of the way,

about half a quarter of a mile from the end of the J 'owns.

“ Tom cast a hasty glaniKJ at tKc upper part of the liouse as he

threw the reins to the hostler, and stuck the whip in {he box. If

was a strange old place, built of a kind of siiingle, inlaid, as it

were, with cross-beams, with gable -topped wdinlows projecting

completely over the pathway, and a low door with a dark porch,

and a couple of steep steps leading down into the house, instead

of the modern fashion of half a dozen shallow ones, leading up to

it. It was a com fortable -fjoking place though, for there was a

strong cheerful light in the bar-window, which shed a bright ray

across the road, and even lighted up the hedge on the other side

;

and there was a red flickering light in the opposite window, one

moment but faintly discernible, and the next gleaming strongly

through the drawn curtains, which v?timated that a rousing fire

was blazing within. Marking these little evidences with the eye
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of an experienced traveller, Tom dismounted with as much agility

a5 his half-froze i limbs would permit, and entered the house.

“In less than five minutes’ time, Tom was ensconced in the

room opposite the bar—the very room where he had imagined the

fire blazing—before a substantial matter-of-fact roaring fire, com-

posed of something short of a bushel of coals, and wood enough

to make half a dozen decent gooseberry-bushes, piled half way up

the chimney, and roaring and crackling with a sound that of itself

would have warmed the heart of any reasonable man. This was
comfortable, but this was not all, for a smartly dressed girl, with

a bright eye and a neat ankle, was laying a very clean \\hite cloth

on the table
;
and as Tom sat with his slippered feet on the fender,

and his back to the open door, he saw a charming prospect of the

bar relh^cted in the glass over the chimney-piece, with delightful

rows of green bottles and gold labels, together with jars of picldes

and preserves, and cheeses and boiled hams, and rounds of beef,

arranged on shelves in the most tempting and dtdieioiis array.

Well, this was comfortable too
;
but even this was not all—for in

the bar, seated at tea at the nicest possible little table, drawn
close up before the brightest jwsaible little fire, was a buxom
widow of somewhere about eight and forty or thereabouts, with a

face afl comfortable as the bar, who was evidently the landlady

of tlie house, and the supreme ruler over all these agreeable

possessions. There was only one drawback to the beauty of the

whole picture, and that was a tall man-— a very tall man— in a

brown coat and blight basket buttons, and black whisleers, and

wavy black hair, wlio was seated at tea with the Vidow, and who
it required no great penetration to dis(;over was in :i fair way of

persuiidiug her to be a widow no longer, but to conftT iipiai him

tlio privilege of sitting down in that bar, for and dniing the w hole

remainder of the term of his natural life.

“Tom Smart was by no means of an irritable or envious dis-

position, but somehow or other the tall man xvi'li the bnnvn coat

and the bright kiskct buttons did rouse what liitle gall he had in

his composition, and did make him feel extremely indignant, the

more especially as he could now and then observe, from his seat

before the glass, certain little affectionate familiarities passing

between the tall man and the widow*, which 8uffi(acntly denoted

that the tall man was as high in favour as he w'as in size. Tom
was fond of hot punch—I may venture to say he very fond of

hot punch—and after he had seen the vixenish mare well fed and

well littered down, and eaten every bit of the nice little hot dinner

which the widow tossed up him with her own hands, he just

ordered a tumbler of it, by way of experiment. Now if there was
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one thing in the whole range of domestic art, which the widow
could manufacture better than another, it was this identical article;

and the fir*8t tumbler was adapted to Tom Smart’s taste with such

peculiar nicety, that he ordered a second with the least possible

delay. Hot punch is a pleasant thing, gentlemen—an extremely

pleasant thing under any circumstances—but in that snug old

parlour, before the roaring fire, with wind blowing outside till

every timber in the old house creaked ag.-ui, Tom Smart found

it perfectly delightful. He ordered another tumbler, and then

another—I am not quite certain whether he didn’t order another

after that—but the more he drank of the hot punch the more he

thought of tlie tall man.
“

* Confound his impudence,’ said Tom Smart to himself, ‘ what
business has he in that snug bar? Such an ugly villain too !

’ said

Tom. ‘ If the widow had any taste, she might surely pick up some
better fellow tlian that.’ Here Tom’s eye wandered from the

glass on the chimney-piece, to the glass on the table, and as he

felt himself becoming gradually sentimental, he emptied the fourth

tumbler of puncli and ordered a fifth.

“ Tom Smart, gentlemen, had always been very much attached

to the public line. It had long been his ambition to stand in a

bar of his own, in a green coat, knee-cords, and tops, lie had a

great notion of taking the chair at convivial dinners, and he had

often thought liow well he could preside in a room of Ids own in

the talking way, and what a capital example he could set to his

customers in the drinking department. All these things passed

rapidly through Tom’s mind as he sat drinking the hot punch by

the roaring fire, and he felt very justly and y)roperly indignant

that the tall man should be in a fair way of keeping such an

excellent house, while he, Tom Smart, was as far off from it fis

ever. So, after deliberating over' the two last tumblers, whether

he hadn’t a perfect right to p’ck a quarrel with the 'tall man for

having contrived to get into the good graces of the buxom widow,

Tom Smart at last arrived at the satisfactory conclusion that he

was a very ill-used and persecuted individual, and had better go

to bed.

“ Up a wide and ancient staircase the smart girl preceded Tom,
shading the chamber cand/6 with her hand, to protect it from the

currents of air which in such a rambling old place might have

found plenty of room to disport themselves in, without blowing

the candle out, but which did blow it out nevertheless; thus

affording Tom’s enemies an opportunity of asserting that it was he,

and not the wind, who exting^iishedfthe candle, and that while he

pretended to be blowing it a-light again, he was in fact kissing
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the girl. Be this as it may, another light was obtained, and

Tom was condu* ted through a maze of rooms, and a labyrinth of

passages, to the apartment which had been prepared for his

reception, where the girl bid him good-night, and left him alone.

“ It was a good large room with big closets, and a bed whicli

might have served for a whole boarding-school, to say nothing of a

couple of oaken presses that would have held the baggage of a

small army
;
but what struck Tom’s fancy most, was a strange,

grim -looking, high -backed chair, carved in the most fantastic

manner, with a flowered damask cushion, and the round knobs at

tlic bottom of the legs carefully tied up in red cloth, as if it had

got the gout in its toes. Of any other queer chair, Tom would

only have thought it wax a queer chair, and there would have been

an end of the matter
;
but there was something about this parti-

cular chair, and yet he couldn’t tell what it was, so odd and so

unlike any other piece of furniture he had ever seen, that it seemed

to fliscinate him. Ue sat down before the fire, and stared at the

old chair for half an liour ;—Damn the chair, it was such a strange

old thing, he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

“‘Well,’ said Tom, slowly undressing himself, and starhig at

the old chair all the while, which stood ^^^th a mysterious aspect

by the bedside, ‘ I never saw such a rum concern jis that in my
days. Very odd,’ said Tom, who had got rather sage with the

hot punch, ‘Veiy odd.’ Tom shook his head with an air of pro-

found wisdom, and looked at the chair again. He couldn’t make
anything of it though, so he got into bed, covered himself up wann,

and fell asleep.

“In about half an hour, Tom woke up with a stall, from a

confused dream of tall men and tumblers of punch : arid the first

object that i^rcsentcd itself to
^
his waking imagination was the

queer chair.
,

“
‘ I won’t look at it any more,’ said Tom to himself, and he

squeezed his eyelids together, and tried to persuade himself he was

going to sleep again. No use
;
nothing but queer chairs danced

before his eyes, kicking up their legs, jum})ing over each other’s

backs, and playing all kinds of antics.
“

‘ I may as well see one real chair, as two or three complete

sets of false ones,’ said Tom, bringing out his head from under the

bed-clothes. There it was, plainly discernible by the light of the fire,

looking as provoking as ever.

“ Tom gazed at the chair
;
and, suddenly as he looked at it, a

most extraordinary change seemed to come over it. The carving

of the back gradually assuirild the lineaments and expression of

an old, shrivelled human face
;
the damask cushion became an
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antique, flapped waistcoat
; the round knobs grew into a couple, o<

feet, encased in red cloth slippers, and the whole chair looked like a

very ugly old man, of the previous century, with his arms a-kimbo.

Tom sat up in bed, and rubbed his eyes to dispel the illusion.

No. The chair was an ugly old gentleman
;
and what was more,

he was winking at Tom Smart.
“ Tom was naturally a headlong, careless sort of dog, and he

bad had five tumblers of hot punch into the bargain
;

so, although

he was a little startled at first, he began to grow r.'ither indignant

when he saw the old gentleman winking and leering at him with

such an impudent air. At length he resolved that he wouldn’t

stand it
;
and as the old face still kept winking away as fast as

ever, Tom said, in a very angry tone

—

“
* What the devil are you winking at me for 1

*

**
* Because I like it, Tom Smart,’ said the chair

;
or the old

gentleman, whichever you like to call him. TTc stopped winking

though, when Tom spoke, and began grinning like a superannuated

monkey.
“ ‘ How do you know my name, old nut-cracker face V inquired

Tom Smart, rather staggered ;—though he pretended to carry it

off so well.
“

* Come, come Tom,’ said the old gentleman, ‘ that’s not the

way to address solid Spanish Mahogany. Dam’me, you couldn’t

treat me with less respect if I was veneered.’ When the old

gentleman said this, he looked so fierce that Tom began to grow

frightened.
“

‘ I didn’t mean to treat you with any disrespect, Sir,’ said

Tom ;
in a much humbler tone than he had spoken in at first.

“ ‘Well, well,’ said the old fellow, ‘perhaps not—perhaps not.

Tom—'
‘“Sir—

*

“‘I know everything ab ut you, Tom; everything. You’re

very poor Tom.’
“

‘ I certainly am,’ said Tom Smart. ‘ But how came you to

know that ?
’

‘“Never mind that,’ said the old gentleman
;

‘you’re much too

fond of punch, Tom.’
“ Tom Smart was just on the point of protesting that he hadn’t

tasted a drop since his last birth-day, but when his eye encountered

that of the old gentleman, he looked so knowing that Tom blushed,

and was silent.

“
‘ Tom,’ said the old gentleman, ‘ the widow’s a fine woman

—

remarkably fine woman—eh, TomT Here the old fellow screwed

up his eyes, cocked up one of his wasted little legs, and looked
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altogether so unpleaaantly amorous, that Tom was quite disgusted

with the levity of his behaviour ;—at his time of life, too !

“
‘ I am her guardian, Tom,* said the old gentleman.

“ ‘ Are you ? * inquired Tom Smart.
“

‘ I knew her mother, Tom,* said the old fellow
;

‘ and her

grandmother. She was very fond of me—made me this waist-

coat, Tom.*
“ * Did she ?

* said Tom Smart.

“‘And these shoes,* said the old fellow, lifting up one of the

red-cloth mufflers
;

‘ but don*t mention it, Tom. I shouldn’t like

to have it known that she was so much attached to me. It

might occasion some unpleasantness in the family.’ When the old

rascal said this, he looked so extremely impertinent, that, as Tom
Smart afterwards declared, he could have sat upon him without

remorse.
“

‘ I have been a great favourite among the women in my time,

Tom,* said the profligate old debauchee
;

‘ hundreds of fine women
have sat in my lap for hours together. What do you think of

that you dog, eh ? * The old gentleman was proceeding to recount

some other exploits of his youth, when he was seized with such a

violent fit of creaking that he was unable to proceed.
“ ‘Just serves you right, old boy,’ thought Tom Smart

;
but he

didn’t say anything.
“ ‘Ah !* said the old fellow, ‘I am a good deal troubled with

this now. I am getting old, Tom, and have lost nearly all my
rails. I have had an operation performed, too—a small piece let

into my back—and I found it a severe trial, TomT*
“

‘ I flare say you did, Sir,* said Tom Smart.
“ ‘ However,’ said the old gentleman, ‘ that’s not the point.

Tom, I want you to marry the widow.*
“ ‘ Me, Sir !

* said Tom.
“ ‘ You

;
said the old gentleman,

“ ‘ Bless your reverend locks,* said Tom—(he had a few scattered

horse-hairs left)
—

‘ bless yoim reverend locks, she wouldn’t have me.'

And Tom sighed involuntarily, as he thought of the bar.
“ ‘Wouldn’t she?* said the old gentleman, firmly.
“ ‘ No, no,* said Tom

;
‘ there’s somebody else in the wind. A

tall man—a confoundedly tall man—T^th black whiskers.*
“ ‘Tom,* said the old gentleman; ‘she will never have him.*
“ ‘ Won*t she ? * said Tom. ‘ If you stood in the bar, old

gentleman, you’d tell another story.'
“ ‘ Pooh, pooh,* said the old gentleman. ‘ I know all about

that.’ 0
“ ‘ About what ? ’ said Tom.
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“
‘ The kissing behind the door, and all that sort of thing,

Tom,’ said the old gentleman, and here he gave another

impudent look, which made Tom very wroth, because as you all

know, gentlemen, to hear an old fellow, who ought to know better,

talking about these things, is very unpleasant—nothing more so.
“

‘ I know all about that, Tom,’ said the old gentleman. ‘ I

have seen it done very often in my time, Tom, between more
people than I should like to mention to you ; but it never came to

anything after all.’

“
‘ You must have seen some queer things,’ said Tom, with an

inquisitive look.
“

‘ You may say that, Tom,’ replied the old fellow, with a very

complicated wink. ‘ I am the last of my family, Tom,’ said the

old gentleman, with a melancholy sigh.
“ ‘Was it a large onol’ inquired Tom Smart.
‘‘

‘ There were twelve of us, Tom,’ said the old gentleman

;

‘fine straight -backed, handsome fellows as you’d wish to see.

None of your modern abortions—all with arms, and with a degree

of polish, though I say it that should not, which it would have

done your heart good to behold.’
“

‘ And what’s become of the others, Sir ?
’ asked Tom Smart.

“The old gentleman applied his elbow to his eye as he replied,

‘ Gone, Tom, gone. We had hard service, Tom, and they hadn’t

all my constitution. They got rheumatic about the legs and

arms, and went into kitchens and other hospitals
;
and one of ’em,

with long Ber\Mce and hard usage, positively lost his senses :—he

got so crazy that he was obliged to be burnt. Shocking thing

that, Tom.’
“

‘ Dreadful !
’ said Tom Smart.

“ The old fellow paused for a few minutes, apparently struggling

with his feelings of emotion, and then said
“ ‘ However, Tom, I am wandering from the point. This tail

man, Tom, is a rascally adventurer. The moment he married the

widow, he would sell off all the furniture, and run away. What
would be the consequence ? She would be deserted and reduced

to ruin, and I should catch my death of cold in some broker’s

shop.’
“

‘ Yes, but—

’

“ ‘ Don’t interrupt me,’ said the old gentleman. ‘ Of you,

Tom, I entertain a very different opinion
;

for I well know that if

you once settled yourself in a public house, you would never leave

it, as long as there was anything to drink within its walls.’

“ * I am very much obliged to yo^ for your good opinion, Sir,

•aid Tom Smart
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“ ‘ Therefore/ resumed the old gentleman, in a dictatorial toiie •

ydu shall have her, and he shall not.’

“ ‘ What is to prevent it 1
’ said Tom Smart, eagerly.

“‘This disclosure,’ replied the old gentleman; ‘he is already

married.’
“

‘ llow can I prove it 1 ’ said Tom, starting half out of bed.

“The old gentleman untucked his arm from his side, and

having pointed to one of the oaken presses, immediately replaced

it, in its old position.
“

‘ He little thinks,’ said the old gentleman, ‘ that in the right

liaTid pocket of a pair of trousers in that press, he has left a letter,

entreating him to return to his disconsolate wife, with six—mark
me, Tom—six babes, and all of them small ones.’

“ As the old gentleman solemnly uttered these words, his

features grew less and less distinct, and his ligure more shadowy.

A film came over Tom Smart’s eyes. The old man seemed gradu-

ally blending into the chair, the damask waistcoat to resolve into

a cushion, the red slippers to shrink into little red cloth bags.

Tlie liglit faded gently away, and Tom Smart fell back on his

pillow, and dropped asleep.

“ Morning roused Tom from the lethargic slumber, into which

he had fallen on the disappearance of the old man. He sat up in

bed, and for some minutes vainly endeavoured to rt*eall the events

of the preceding night. Suddenly they rushed uj)on him. He
looked at the chair, it was a fantastic and grim-looking piece of

fimniture, ceitainly, but it must have been a remarkably ingenious

and lively imagination, that could have discovered-any resemhlancc

between it and an old man.

“‘How' are you, old boyl’ said Tom. He was bolder in the

daylight—most men are.

“ The chair remained motionfess, and spoke not a word.

“‘Miseralble morning,’ said Tom. No. The chair would not

be drawn into conversation.
“

‘ Which press did you point to 1—you can tell me that,’ said

Tom. Devil a word, gentlemen, the chair would say.
“

‘ It’s not much trouble to open it, any how,’ said Tom, getting

out of bed very deliberately. He walked up to one of the presses.

The key was in the lock
;

he tuniet> it, and opened the door.

There was a pair of trousers there. He put his hand into the

pocket, and drew forth the identical letter the old gentleman had

deacribed !

“
‘ Queer sort of thing, this,’ said Tom Smart

;
looking first at

the chair and then at the p^ss, and then at the letter, and then

at the chair again. * Very queer,’ said Tom. But as there was
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nothing in either to lessen the queerness, he thought he might as

well dress himself, and settle the tall man’s business at once—just

to put him out of his misery.

Tom siuTcyed the rooms he passed through, on his way down
stairs, with the scrutinising eye of a landlord

;
thinking it not

impossible, that before long, they and their contents would be his

property. The tall man was standing in the snug little bar, with

his hands behind him, quite at home. He grinned vacantly at

Tom. A casual observer might have supposed he did it, only to

show his white teeth
;
but Tom Smart thought that a coiiscious-

iiess of triumph was passing through the place where the tall

man’s mind would have been, if he had had any. Tom laughed in

his f;i,ce
;
and summoned the landlady.

“
‘ Crood morning, Ma’am,’ said Tom Smart, closing the door of

the little parlour as the widow entered.

“‘Cood morning. Sir,’ said the widow. ‘What will you take

for breakfast. Sir ?
*

“ Tom was thinking how he should open the case, so he made
no answer.

“
‘ There’s a very nice ham,’ said the widow, ‘ and a beautiful

cold larded fowl. Shall I send ’em in, Sir *»

’

“ These w’ords roused Tom from his reflections. His admira-

tion of the widow increased as she spoke. Thoughtful creature I

Comfortable provider

!

“
‘ W^ho is that gentleman in the bar. Ma’am ? ’ inquired Tom.

“ ‘Bis name is Jinkins, Sir,’ said the widow, sliglitly blushing.
“

‘ He’s a tall man,’ said Tom.
“

‘ He is a very fine man, Sir,’ replied the widow, ‘and a very

nice gentleman.’
“

‘ Ah !
’ said Tom.

“
‘ Is there anything more you want, Sir V inquired the widow,

rather puzzled by Tom’s inanr r.

“‘Why, yes,’ said Tom. ‘My dear Ma’am, will you have the

kindness to sit down for one moment ?
’

“ The widow looked much amazed, but she sat down, and Tom
sat down too, close beside her. I don’t know how it happened,

gentlemen—indeed my uncle used to tell me that Tom Smart said

he didn’t know how it hajlpened either—but somehow or other

the palm of Tom’s hand fell upon the back of the widow’s hand,

and remained there while he spoke.
“

‘ My dear Ma’am,’ said Tom Smart—he had always a great

notion of committing the amiable—‘ My dear Ma’am, you deserve

a very excellent husband ;—you do indeed.’
“ * Lor. Sir !

’ said the widow—as well she might ;
Tom’s mode
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of commencing the conversation being rather unusual, not to say

startling, the fa ;t of his never having set eyes upon her before the

previous night, oeing taken into consideration. ‘ Lor, Sir !

*

“
‘ I scorn to flatter, my dear Ma*am,* said Tom Smart. ‘You

deserve a very admirable husband, and whoever he is, he’ll be a

very lucky man.’ As Tom said this, his eye involuntarily wandered
from the widow’s face to the comforts around him.

“ The widow looked more puzzled than ever, and made an effort

to rise. Tom gently pressed her hand, as if to detain her, and she

kept her seat. Widows, gentlemen, are not usually timorous, as

my uncle used to say.
“ ‘ I am sure I am very much obliged to you. Sir, for your good

opinion,’ said the buxom landlady, half- laughing
;
‘and if ever I

marry again ’

—

“ ‘ Iff said Tom Smart, looking very shrewdly out at the right-

hand comer of his left eye. ‘ If *

—

‘ ‘Well,’ said the widow, laughing outright this time. ‘ W/ien

I do, I hope I shall have as good a husband as you describe.’
“ ‘ Jinkins to wit,’ said Tom.
“ ‘ Lor, Sir !

’ exclaimed the widow.
“

‘ Oh, don’t tell me,’ said Tom, ‘ I know him.'

“*I am Biu*e nobody who knows him, knows anytliing bad of

him,’ said the widow, bridling up at the mysterious air \\iilj which

Tom had spoken.
“

‘ Hem,’ said Tom Smart.
“ The widow began to think it was high time to cry, so she took

out her handkerchief, and inquired whether Tom Vished to insult

her, whether he thought it like a gentleman to take away the

(character of another gentleman behind his back, wliy, if he had got

anything to say, he didn’t say it to the man, like a man, instead of

terrifying a poor weak woman in that way
;
and so forth.

‘“I’ll say it to him fast enough,’ said Tom, ‘only I w'ant you

to hear it first.’

“ ‘ What is it ? ’ inquired the widow, looking intently in Tom’s

ox)untcnance.
“

‘m astonish you,' said Tom, putting his hand in his pocket.
“ ‘If it is, that he wants money,’ said the witlow, * I know that

already, and you needn’t trouble yourself.’
“

‘ Pooh, nonsense, that’s nothing,’ said Tom Smart
;

‘ / want

money. 'Tan't that.’
“

‘ Oh dear, what can it be f exclaimed the poor widow.
“ ‘ Don’t be frightened,’ said Tom Smart. He slowly drew forth

the letter, and unfolded it. ‘#You won’t scream ?
’ said Tom, doubt-

fully.
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“
‘ No, no,^ replied the widow

;
‘ let me see it.'

“ ‘You won't go fainting away, or any of that nonsense ^ said

Tom.
“

‘ No, no,’ returned the widow, hastily.
“

‘ Anti don’t nm out, and blow him up,’ said Tom, ‘ because I’ll

do all that for you
;
you had better not exert yourself.’

“
‘ Well, well,’ said the widow, ‘let me see it.’

“
‘ I will,’ replied Tom Smart

;
and, with these words, he placed

the letter in the widow’s hand.

“Gentlemen, I have heard my uncle say, that Tom Smart said,

the widow’s lamentations when she heard the disclosure would have

pierced a heart of stone. Tom was certainly very tender-hearted,

but they pierced his, to the very core. The widow rocked herself

to and fro, and wrung her hands.
“ ‘ Oh, the deception and villainy of the man !

’ said the widow.
“

‘ P'l ightful, my dear Ma’am ;
but compose yourself,’ said Tom

Smart.
“

‘ Oh, I can’t compose myself,’ shrieked the widow. ‘ I shall

never find any one else I can love so much !’

“
‘ Oh yes you will, my dear soul,’ said Tom Smart, letting fall

a shower of the largest -sized tears, in pity for the widow’s misfor-

tunes. Tom Smart, in the energy of his compassion, had put his

arm round the widow’s waist
;
and the widow, in a passion of grief,

had clasped Tom’s hand. She looked up in Tom’s face, and smiled

through her tears. Tom looked down in hcr’s, and smiled through

his.

“ I never could find out, gentlemen, whether Tom did or did not

kiss the widow at that particular moment. He used to tell my
uncle he didn’t, but I have my doubts about it. Between our-

selves, gentlemen, I rather think }ie did.

“ At all events, Tom kicked the very tall man out at the front

door half an hour after, and ma ried the widow a month after. And
he used to drive about the country, wdth the clay-coloured gig with

the red wheels, and the vixenish mare with the fast pace, till he

gave up business many years afterwards, and went to France with

his wife
;
and then the old house was pulled down.”

“Will you allow me to ask you,” said the inquisitive old

gentleman, “ what became of the chair ?
”

“ Why,” replied the one-eyed bagman, “ it was observed to creak

very much on the day of the wedding
;
but Tom Smart couldn’t say

for certain, whether it was with pleasure or bodily infirmity. He
rather thought it was the latter, though, for it never spoke after-

wards.
”
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“ Everybody believed the story, didn’t they 1

"

said the dirty-

faced man, re-fi]ling his pipe.

“ Except Tom’s enemies,” replied the bagman. “ Some of ’em

said Tom invented it altogether
;
and others said he was drunk, and

fancied it, and got hold of the wrong trousers by mistake l^efore he

went to bed. But nobody ever minded what they said.”

“ Tom Smart said it was all true ?
”

“ Every word.”

And your uncle ?
”

“ Every letter.”

“ They must have been nice men, both of ’em
;
” said the dirty-

faced man.

“Yes, they were,” replied the bagman
;
“ very nice men indeed I”

CHAPTER XV.

IN WHICH IS GIVEN A FAITHFUL PORTRAITURE OP TWO DISTIN-

GUISHED PERSONS; AND AN ACCURATE DESCRIPTION OP A

PUBLIC BREAKFAST IN THEIK HOUSE AND GROUNDS : WHICH

PUBLIC BREAKFAST, LEADS TO THE RECOGNITION OF AN OLD AC-

QUAINTANCE, AND THE COMMENCEMENT OF ANOTHER CHAPTER.

Mr. Pickwick’s conscience had been somewhat reproaching

him, for his recent neglect of his friends at the Peacock
;
and he

was just on the point of walking forth in quest -lof them, on the

third morning after the election had terminated, when his faithful

valet put into his hand a card, on which was engraved the following

inscription.

fHrsJ. Sieo J^unter.

The Den. EatanswilL

“ Person’s a waitin’,” said Sam, cpigrammatically.

“ Does the person want me, Sam ) ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ He wants you partickler

;
and no one else’ll do, as the Devil’s

private secretary said, ven he fetched avay Doctor F'austus,” replied

Mr. Weller.

“ He. Is it a gentleman 1
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“A wery good imitation o’ one, if it an’t,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ But this is a lady’s card,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Given me by a gen’lm’n, hows’ever,” replied Sam, “ and he’s

a waitin’ in the drawing-rooiy—said he’d rather wait all day, than

not see you.”
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Mr. Pickwick on hearing this determination, descended to the

drawing-room, where sat a grave man, who started up on his en-

trance, and said, with an air of profound respect

—

“ Mr. Pickwick, I presume 1
”

** The same.”
“ Allow me, Sir, the honour of grasping your hand—permit me

Sir, to shake it,” said the grave man.
“ Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick.

The stranger shook the extended hand, and then continued.
** We have heard of your fame. Sir. The noise of your anti-

quarian discussion has reached the ears of Mrs. Leo Hunter—my
wife. Sir : / am Mr. Leo Hunter ”—the stranger paused, as if he

expected that Mr. Pickwick would be overcome by the disclosure;

but seeing that he remained perfectly calm, proceed (3d.

‘‘ My wife. Sir—Mrs. Leo Hunter—is proud to number among
her acquaintance, all those who have rendered themselves cele-

brated by their works and talents. Permit me, Sir, to place in a

conspicuous part of the list the name of Mr. Pickwick, and his

brother members of the club that derives its name from him.”

I shall be extremely happy to make the acquaintance of such

a lady. Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick,
“ You sAa/l make it, Sir,” said the grave man. “ To-morrow

morning. Sir, we give a public breakfast—a /Ste champetre—to a

great number of those who have rendered themselves celebrated by

their works and talents. Permit Mrs. Leo Hunter, Sir, to have

the gratification of seeing you at the Den.”
“ With great pleasure,” replied Mr. Pickwick
“ Mrs. Leo Hunter has many of these breakfasts. Sir,” resumed

the new acquaintance—“ ‘ Feasts of reason, Sir, and flows of soul,’

as somebody who wrote a sonnet to Mrs. Leo Hunter on her break-

fasts, feelingly and originally observed.”

“Was he celebrated for hie works, and talents ? ” inquired Mr.

Pickwick.
“ He was, Sir,” replied the grave man, “ all Mrs. Leo Hunter’s

acquaintance are ;
it is her ambition. Sir, to have no other

acquaintance.”
“ It is a very noble arabHion,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ When I inform Mrs. Eeo Hunter, that that remark fell from

your lips. Sir, she will indeed be proud,” said the grave man.

“You have a gentleman in your train, who has produced some

beautiful little poems, I think, Sir.”

“ My friend Mr. Snodgrass has a great taste for poetry,” re-

plied Mr. Pickwick. ^
“ So has Mrs. lieo Hunter, Sir. She dotes on poetry, Sir. She
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Adores it
;

I may say that her whole soul and mind are wound up,

aifd entwined ^Ith it. She has produced some delightful pieces,

herself, Sir. You may have met with her *Ode to an expiring

Frog,* Sir.”

“ I don’t think I have,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ You astonish me, Sir,” said Mr. Leo Hunter. “ It created

an immense sensation. It was signed with an ‘ L ’ and eight stars,

and appeared originally in a Lady’s Magazine. It commenced

“ Can I view thee panting, lying

On thy stomach, without Highing
;

Can I unmoved see thee dying
On a log,

Expiring frog !

’*

“ Beautiful I
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Fine,” said Mr. Leo Hunter, “so simple.”

“ Very,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ The next verse is still more touching. Shall I repeat it ?

”

“ If you please,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“It runs thus,” said the grave man, still more gravely.

“ Say, have fiends in shape of boys.

With wild halloo, and hnital noise.

Hunted thee from marshy joys,

WMth a dog,

Expiring frog !

”

“ Finely expressed,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“All point, Sir, all point,” said Mr. Leo Hunter, “but you

shall hear Mrs. Leo Hunter repeat it. She, can do justice to it.

Sir. She will repeat it, in character. Sir, to-morrow morning.”
“ In character !

” •

“As Minerva. But I forgot—it’s a fancy dress dejeune.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, glancing at his own figure

—

“ I cau^t possibly ”

—

“ Can’t Sir
;

can’t !
” exclaimed Mr. Leo Hunter. “ Solomon

Lucas the Jew in the High Street, has thousands of fancy dresses.

Consider, Sir, how many appropriate characters are open for your

selection. Plato, Zeno, Epicurus, Pythagoras— all founders of

clubs.”

“ I know that,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ but as I cannot put myself

in competition with those great men, I cannot presume to wear

their dresses.”

The grave man considered deeply, for a few seconds, and then

aid,
*
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“ On reflection, Sir, I don’t know whether it would not afford

Mrs. Leo Hunter greater pleasure, if her guests saw a gentleman

of your celebrity in his own costume, rather than in an assumed
one. I may venture to promise an exception in your case, Sir

—

yes, I am quite certain that on behalf of Mrs. Leo Hunter, I may
venture to do so.”

“ In that case,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ T shall have great pleasure

in coming.”
“ But I waste your time, Sir,” said the grave man. as if suddenly

recollecting himself. “ I know its value. Sir. I will not detain

you. I may tell Mrs. Leo Hunter, then, that she may confidently

expect you and your distinguished friends 1 Good morning. Sir, I

am proud to have beheld so eminent a personage—not a step, Sir

;

not a word.” And without giving Mr. Pickwick time to offer

remonstrance or denial, Mr. Leo Hunter stalked gravely away.

Mr. Pickwick took up his hat, and repaired to the Peacock, but

Mr. Winkle had conveyed the intelligence of the fancy ball there,

before him.
“ Mrs. Pott’s going,” were the first words with which he saluted

his leader.

** Is she 1
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ As Apollo,” replied Mr. Winkle. “ Only Pott objects to the

tunic.”

‘‘He is right. He is quite right,” said Mr. Pickwick em-

phatically.

“Yes;—so she’s going to wear a white satin gown with gold

spangles.”

“They’ll, hardly know what she’s meant for; will they?”

inquired Mr. Snodgrass.

“ Of course they will,” replied Mr. Winkle indignantly. “ They’U

see her lyre, won’t they ?
” ’

“ True
;

I forgot that,” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“ I shall go as a Bandit,” interposed Mr. Tupman.
“ What !

” said Mr. Pickwick, with a sudden start.

“ As a bandit,” repeated Mr. Tupman, mildly.

“You don’t mean to say,” said Mr. Pickwick, gazing with

solemn sternness at his friend, “You don’t mean to say, Mr. Tup-

man, that it is your intention to put yourself into a green velvet

jacket, with a two-inch tail ?
”

“Such is my intention. Sir,” replied Mr. Tupman warmly.
“ And why not. Sir ?

”

“ Because Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, considerably excited—“ Be-

cause you are too old, Sir.”

“ Too old !
” exclaimed Mr. Tupman.
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“ And if any further ground of objection be wanting,” continued

Mi« Pickwick, you are too fat, Sir.”

“Sir,” said Mi. Tupman, his face suifused with a crimson glow,
‘ This is an insult.”

“ Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick in the same tone, “ It is not half

the insult to you, that your appearance in my presence in a green

velvet jacket, with a two-inch tail, would be to me.”

“Sir,” said Mr. Tupman, “you^re a fellow.”

“ Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ you^rc another !

”

Mr. Tupman advanced a step or two, and glared at Mr. Pick-

wick. Mr. Pickwick returned the glare, concentrated into a focus

by means of his spectacles, and breathed a bold defiance. Mr.
Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle, looked on, petrified at beholding such

a scene between two such men.
“ Sir,” said Mr. Tupman, after a short pause, speaking in a low

deep voice, “ you have called me old.”

“ I have,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“And fat.”

“ I reiterate the charge.”

“ And a fellow.”

“ So you are !

”

There was a fearful pause.

“ My attachment to your person, Sir,” said Mr. Tujnnan, speak-

ing in a voice tremulous with emotion, and tucking up his wrist-

bands meanwhile, “ is great—very great—but upon that person, I

must take suminary vengeance.”

“Come on, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick. Stii^ulated by the

exciting nature of the dialogue, the heroic man actually threw

himself into a paralytic attitude, confidently supposed by the two

by-staiiders to have been intended as a posture of defiuice.

“ What !
” exclaimed Mr. SuDdgrass, suddenly recovering the

power of speech, of which intense astonishment had previously

bereft him, and rushing between the two, at the imminent hazard

of receiving an application on the temple from each. “ What ! Mr.

Pickwick, with the eyes of the world upon you ! Mr. Tupman !

who, in common with us all, derives a lustre from his undying

name ! For shame, gentlemen
;

for shame.”

The unwonted lines which momentaiy passion had ruled in Mr.

Pickwick’s clear and open brow, gradually melted away, as his

young friend spoke, like the marks of a black-lead pencil beneath

the softening influence of India rubber. His countenance had

resumed its usual benign expression ere he concluded.

“ I have been hasty,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ very hasty. Tu|^

man ;
your hand.”
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The dark shadow passed from Mr. Tupman*s face, as he warmlj
grasped the hand of his friend.

“ I have been hasty, too,” said he.

“ No, no,” interrupted Mr. Pickwick, “ the fault was mine.

You will wear the green velvet jacket?”

“No, no,” replied Mr. Tupman.
“ To oblige me, you will,” resumed Mr. Pickwick.
“ Well, well, I will,” said Mr. Tupman.
It was accordingly settled that Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and

Mr. Snodgrass, sJiould all wear fancy dresses. Thus Mr. Pickwick

was led by the very warmth of his own good feelings to give his

consent to a proceeding from which his better judgment would

have recoiled—a more striking illustration of his amiable character

could hardly have been conceived, even if the events recorded in

these pages had been wholly imaginary.

Mr. Leo Hunter had not exaggerated the resources of Mr.

Solomon Lucas. His wardrobe was extensive—very extensive

—

not strictly classical perhaps, nor quite new, nor did it contain any

one garment made precisely after the fashion of any age or time,

but everything was more or less spangled
;
and what can be prettier

than spangles ? It may be objected that they are not adapted to

the daylight, but everybody knows that they would glitter if there

were lamps
;
and nothing can be clearer than that if people give

fancy balls in the day-time, and the dresses do not show quite as

well as they would by night, the fault lies solely with the people

who give the fancy balls, and is in no wise chargeable on the

spangles. Such was the convincing reasoning of Mr. Solomon

Lucas
;
and influenced by such arguments did Mr. Tupman, Mr.

Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass, engage to array themselves in costumes

which his taste and experience induced him to recommend as

admirably suited to the occixsion.

A carriage was hired from the Town Arms, for the accommoda-

tion of the Pickwickians, and « chariot was ordered from the same

repository, for the purpose of conveying Mr. and Mrs. Pott to

Mrs. Leo Hunter^s grounds, which Mr. Pott, as a delicate acknow-

ledgment of having received an invitation, had already confidently

predicted in the Eatanswill Gazette “would present a scene of

varied and delicious enchantment—a bewildering coruscation of

beauty and talent—a lavish and prodigal display of hospitality

—

above aU, a degree of splendour softened by the most exquisite

taste
;
and adornment refined with perfect harmony and the

chastest good-keeping—compared with which, the fabled gorgeous-

ness of Eastern Fairy Land itself, would appear to be clothed in

as many dark and murky colours, as must be the mind of the
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splenetic and unmanly being who could presume to taint with the

vehbm of his env^, the preparations making by the virtuous and
highly distinguished lady, at whose shrine this humble tribute of

admiration was offered.’* This last was a piece of biting sarcasm

against the Independent, who in consequence of not liaving been

invited at all, had been through four numbers affecting to sneer at

the whole affair, in his very largest type, with all the adjectives in

capital letters.

The morning came; it was a pleasant sight to behold Mr.
Tupman in full Brigand’s costume, with a very tight jacket, sitting

like a pincushion over his back and shoulders : the upper portion

of his legs encased in the velvet shorts, and the lower part thereof

swathed in the complicated bandages to which all Brigands are

peculiarly attached. It was pleasing to see his open and ingenuous

countenance, well mustachioed and corked, looking out from an

open shirt collar
;
and to contemplate the sugar-loaf hat, decorated

with ribbons of all colours, which he was compelled to carry on

his knee, inasmuch as no known conveyance with a top to it, would
admit of any man’s carrying it between his head and the roof.

Equally humourous and agreeable, was the appearance of Mr.

Snodgrass in blue satin trunks and cloak, white silk tights and

shoes, and Grecian helmet, which everybody knows (and if they

do not, Mr. Solomon Lucas did) to have been the regular, authentic,

every-day costume of a Troubadour, from the earliest ages down
to the time of their final disappearance from the face of the earth.

All this was pleasant, but this was as nothing compared with the

shouting of the populace when the carriage drew up, behind Mr.

Pott’s chariot, which chariot itself drew up at Mr. Pott’s door,

which door itself opened, and displayed the great Pott accoutred

as a Russian officer of justice, with a tremendous knout in his

hand— tastefully tyjdcal of the*Btern and mighty power of the

Eatanswill Gazette, and the fearful lashings it bestowed on public

offenders.

“ Bravo !
” shouted Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass from the

passage, when they beheld the walking allegory.

“ Bravo I
” Mr. Pickwick was heard to exclaim, from the

passage.

“ Hoo—roar Pott,” shouted the • populace. Amid these

salutations, Mr. Pott, smiling with that kind of bland dignity

which sufficiently testified that he felt his power, and knew how
to exert it, got into the chariot.

Then there emerged from the house, Mrs. Pott, who would

have looked very like Apoljp if she hadn’t had a gown on :

conducted by Mr. Winkle, who in his light red-coat, could not

H
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possibly have been mistaken for anything but a sportsman, if he

had not borne an equal resemblance to a general postman. Last

of all, came Mr. Pickwick, whom the boys applauded as loudly

as anybody, probably under the impression that his tights and
gaiters were some remnants of the dark ages

;
and then the two

vehicles proceeded towards Mrs. Leo Hunter’s, Mr. Weller (who
was to assist in waiting) being stationed on the box of that in

which his master was seated.

Every one of the men, women, boys, girls, and babies, who
were assembled to see the visiters in their fancy dresses, screamed

with delight and extasy, when Mr. Pickwick, with the Brigand

on one arm, and the Troubadour on the other, walked solemnly

up the entrance. Never were such shouts heard, as those which

greeted Mr. Tupman’s efforts to fix the sugar-loaf hat on his

head, by way of entering the garden in style.

The preparations were on the most delightful scale ; fully

realising the prophetic Pott’s anticipations about the gorgeousness

of Eastern Fairy -land, and at once affording a sufficient con-

tradiction to the malignant statements of the reptile Independent

The grounds were more than an acre and a quarter in extent,

and they were filled with people! Never was such a blaze of

beauty, and fashion, and literature. There was the young lady

who “ did ” the poetry in the Eatanswill Gazette, in the garb of

a sultana, leaning upon the arm of the young gentleman who
did ” the review department, and who was appropriately habited

in a field marshal’s uniform—the boots excepted. There were

hosts of these geniuses, and any reasonable person would have

thought it honour enough to meet them. But more than these,

there were half a dozen lions from London—authors, real authors,

who had written whole books, and printed them afterwards—and

here you might see ’em, waiting about, like ordinary men,

smiling, and talking— aye, and talking pretty considerable

nonsense too, no doubt with tiie benign intention of rendering

themselves intelligible to the common people about them. More-

over, there was a band of music in pasteboard caps
;
four some-

thing-ean singers in the costume of their country, and a dozen

hired waiters in the costume of their country—and very dirty

costume too. And abovd’ a*!, there was Mrs. Leo Hunter in the

character of Minerva, receiving the company, and overflowing with

pride and gratification at the notion of having called such dis

tinguished individuals together.

**Mr. Pickwick, Ma’am,” said a servant, as that gentleman

approached the presiding goddess, ^th his hat in his hand, and

the Brigand and Troubadour on either arm.
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“ What—where !
” exclaimed Mrs. Leo Hunter, starting up, ia

an affected rapti re of surprise.

“ Here,” said IVIr. Pickwick.

“Is it possible that I have really the gratification of beholding

Mr. Pickwick himself !
” ejaculated Mrs. Leo Hunter.

“No other, Ma’am,” replied Mr. Pickwick, bowing very low.

“ Permit me to introduce my friends—Mr. Tupman—Mr. Winkle
—Mr. Snodgrass—to the authoress of ‘ The Expiring Frog.’ ”

Very few people but those who have tried it, know what a

difficult process it is, to bow in green velvet smalls, and a tight

jacket and high-crowned-hat, or in blue satin trunks and white

silks, or knce-cords and top-boots that were never made for the

wearer, and have been fixed upon him without the remotest

reference to the comparative dimensions of himself and the suit.

Never were such distortions as Mr. Tupman’s frame underwent in

his efforts to appear easy and gracieful—never was such ingenious

posturing, as his fancy-dressed friends exhibited.

“ Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter, “ I must make you

promise not to stir from my side the whole day. There are

hundreds of people here, that I must positively introduce you to.”

“ You are very kind, Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ In the first place, here are my little girls

;
I had almost

forgotten them,” said Minerva, carelessly pointing towards a couple

of full-grown young ladies, of whom one might be about twenty,

and the other a year or two older, and who were dressed in

very juvenile costumes—whether to make them look young, or

their mamma younger, Mr. Pickwick does not distfiictly inform us.

“They are very beautiful,” said Mr. Pickwick, as the juveniles

turned away, after being presented.

“ They are very like their ^mamma. Sir,” said Mr. Pott,

majestically.
,

“Oh you naughty man,” exclaimed Mrs. Leo Hunter, play-

fully tapping the Editor’s arm with her fan (Minerva with a fan 1)

“Why now, my dear Mra Hunter,” said Mr. Pott, who was

trumpeter in ordinary at the Den, “you know that when your

picture was in the Exhibition of the Royal Academy, last year,

everybody inquired whether it was intended for you, or your

youngest daughter; for you were so nfuch alike that there was

no telling the difference between you.”

“Well, and if they did, why need you repeat it, before

strangers ? ” said Mrs. Leo Hunter, bestowing another tap on the

slumbering lion of the Eatanswill Gazette.

“ Count, Count,” screamed^Mrs. Leo Hunter to a well-whiskered

individual in a foreign uniform, who was passing by.
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** Ah ! you want me 1 ” said the Count, turning back.

I want to introduce two very clever people to each other,

^

said Mrs. Leo Hunter. “Mr. Pickwick, I have great pleasure

in introducing you to Count Smorltork.” She added in a hurried

whisper to J\Ir. Pickwick— “the famous foreigner— gathering

materials for his great work on England—hem 1—Count Sinorltork,

Mr. Pickwick.’*

Mr. Pickwick saluted the Count with all the reverence due to

BO great a man, and the Count drew forth a set of tablets.

“What you say, Mrs. Huntl" inquired the Count, smiling

graciously on the gratified Mrs. Leo Hunter, “ Pig Vig or Big Vig

—what you call—Lawyer—eh ? I see—that is it. Big Vig ”

—

and the Count was proceeding to enter Mr. Pickwick in his

tablets, as a gentleman of the long-robe, who derived his name
from the profession to which he belonged, when Mrs. Leo Himter

interposed.

“ No, no, Count,” said the lady, “ Pick-wick.”
“ Ah, ah, I sec,” replied the Count. “ Peek

—

Christian name

;

Weeks—surname
;
good, ver good. Peck Weeks. How you do

Weeks 1”

“ Quite well, I thank you,” replied Mr. Pickwick, with all his

usual affability. “ Have you been long in England ?
”

“ Long—ver long time—fortnight—more.**

“ Do you stay here long 1
**

“ One week.”
“ You will have enough to do,” said Mr. Pickwick, smiling, “ to

gather all the materials you want, in that time.**
*

“ Eh, they are gathered,** said the Count.
“ Indeed !

” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ They are here,** added the Count, tapping his forehead signi-

ficantly. “I^rge book at home—full of notes—music, picture,

science, potry, poltic
;

all tings.”

“The word politics. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “comprises, in

itself, a difficult study of no inconsiderable magnitude.**

“ Ah !
** said the Count, drawing out the tablets again, “ ver

good—fine words to begin a chapter. Chapter forty-seven. Poltica.

The word poltic surprises by himself
—

** And down went Mr.

Pickwick’s remark, in Count Smorltork^ tablets, with such varia-

tions and additions as the Count’s exuberant fancy suggested, or

his imperfect knowledge of the language, occasioned.

“ Count,** said Mrs. Leo Hunter.
“ Mrs. Hunt,** replied the Count.
“ This is Mr. Snodgrass, friend of Mr. Pickwick’s, and a poet.”

“Stop,” exclaimed the Count, bringing out the tablets once
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more. “ Head, potry—chapter, literary firiends—name, Snowgrassj

ver good. Introduced to Snowgraas—^great poet, friend of Peek
Weeks—by Mrs. Hunt, which wrote other sweet poem—what is

that name ?—Frog—Perspiring Frog—ver good—ver good indeed.”

And the Count put up his tablets, and with sundry bows and
acknowledgments walked away, thoroughly satisfied that he had

made the most important and valuable additions to his stock of

information.
“ Wonderful man, Count Smorltork,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter.
“ Sound philosopher,” said Pott.

“ Clear-headed, strong-minded person,” added Mr Snodgrass.

A chorus of by-standers took up the shout of Count Smorl-

tork’s praise, shook their heads sagely, and unanimously cried

“ Very !

”

As the enthusiasm in Count Smorltork’s favour ran very high,

his praises might have been sung until the end of the festivities,

if the four something-ean singers had not ranged themselves in

front of a small apple-tree, to look picturesque, and commenced
singing their national songs, which appeared by no means difficult

of execution, inasmuch as the grand secret seemed to be, that three

of the something-ean singers should grunt, while the fourth howled.

This interesting perfoimance having concluded amidst the loud

plaudits of the whole company, a boy forthwith proceeded to

entangle himself with the rails of a chair, and to jump over it,

and crawl under it, and fall down with it, and do everything but

sit upon it, and then to make a cravat of his legs, and tie them
round his neck, and then to illustrate the ease with which a human
being can be made to look like a magnified toad—all which feats

yielded high delight and satisfaction to the assembled spectators.

After which, the voice of Mrs. Pott was heard to chirp faintly

forth, something which courtesy interpreted into a song, which was

all very classical, and strictly in character, because Apollo was
himself a composer, and composers can very seldom sing their own
music or anybody else’s, either. This was succeeded by Mrs. Leo

Hunter’s recitation of her far-famed ode to an Expiring Frog,

which was encored once, and would have been encored twice, if

the major part of the guests, who thought it was high time to get

something to eat, had not said that it was perfectly shameful to

take advantage of Mrs. Hunter’s good nature. So although Mrs.

Leo Hunter professed her perfect willingness to recite the ode

again, her kind and considerate friends wouldn’t hear of it on any

account; and the refreshment room being thrown open, all the

people who had ever been there l;^fore, scrambled in with all

possible despatch : Mrs. Leo Hunter’s usual course of proceeding,
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Deing, to issue cards for a hundred, and breakftist for fifty, or in

ottfer words to feed only the very particular lions, and let the

smaller animals take care of themselves.

“ Where is Mr. Pott 1 ” said Mrs. Leo Hunter, as she placed the

aforesaid lions around her.

“ Here I am,” said the editor, from the very furthest end of the

room
;

far beyond all hope of food, unless something was done for

him by the hostess.

“ Won't you come up here 1
”

“ Oh pray don't mind him,” said Mrs. Pott, in the most obliging

voice— you give yourself a great deal of unnecessary trouble, Mrs.

Hunter. You'll do very well there, won't you—dear.”

“Certainly— love,” replied the unhappy Pott, with a grim

smile. Alas for the knout 1 The nervous arm that wielded it,

with such gigantic force upon public characters, was paralysed

beneath the glance of the imperious Mrs. Pott.

Mrs. Leo Hunter looked round her in triumph. Count Smorl-

tork was busily engaged in taking notes of the contents of the

dishes
;
Mr. Tupman was doing the honours of the lobster salad

to several lionesses, with a degree of grace which no Brigand ever

exhibited before
;
Mr. Snodgrass having cut out the young gentle-

man who cut up the books for the Eatanswill Gazette, was engaged

in an impassioned argument with the young lady who did the

poetry : and Mr. Pickwick was making himself universally agree-

able. Nothing seemed wanting to render the select circle complete,

when Mr. Leo Hunter—whoso department on these occasions, was
to stand about in door-ways, and talk to the less Important people

—suddenly called out

—

“ My dear
;

here's Mr. Charles Fitz-Marehall.”

“ Oh dear,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter, “ how anxiously I have been

expecting hiri]. Pray make room, to let Mr. Fitz-Marshall pass.

Tell Mr. Fitz-Marshall, my dear, to come up to me directly, to be

scolded for coming so late.”

“ Coming, my dear Ma’am,” cried a voice, “ as quick as I can

—

crowds of people—full room—hard work—very.”

Mr. Pickwick's knife and fork fell from his hand. He stared

across the table at Mr. Tupman, who had dropped Ata knife and

fork, and was looking as if he were abbut to si^ into the ground

without further notice.

“ Ah !
” cried the voice, as its owner pushed his way among

the last five and twenty Turks, oflScers, cavaliers, and Charles the

Seconds, that remained between him and the table, “regular

mangle—Baker's patent—nof^^ a crease in my coat, after all this

squeezing— might have *got up my linen/ as I came along—hal
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ha ! not a bad idea, that—queer thing to have it mangled when
it’s upon one, though—trying process—very.”

With these broken words, a young man dressed as a naval

officer made his way up to the table, and presented to the aston-

ished Pickwickians, the identical form and features of Mr. Alfred

Jingle.

The offender had barely time to take Mrs. Leo Hunter’s proffered

hand, when his eyes encountered the indignant orbs of Mr.

Pickwick.
“ Hallo 1

” said Jingle. “ Quite forgot—no directions to postilion

—give ’em at once—back in a minute.”

“The servant, or Mr. Hunter will do it in a moment, Mr.

Fitz-Marshall,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter.
“ No, no—I’ll do it—shan’t be long—back in no time,” replied

Jingle. With these words he disappeared among the crowd.
“ Will you allow me to ask you, Ma’am,” said the excited Mr.

Pickwick, rising from his scat, “who that young man is, and

where he resides ?
”

“ He is a gentleman of fortune, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Leo
Hunter, “to whom I very much want to introduce you. The
Count will be delighted with him.”

“Yes, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily. “His residence
—

”

“ Is at present at the Angel at Bury.”
“ At Bury 1

”

“ At Bury St. Edmunds, not many miles from here. But dear

me, Mr. Pickwick, you are not going to leave us : surely Mr.

Pickwick you cannot think of going so soon.”

But long before Mrs. Leo Hunter had finished speaking, Mr.

Pickwick had plunged through the throng, and reached the

garden, whither he was shortly afterwards joined by Mr. Tupman,
who had followed his friend closely.

^

“ It’s of no use,” said Mr. Tupman. “ He has gone.”

“ I know it,” said Mr. Pickwick, “and I will follow him.”
“ Follow him. Where ?

” inquired Mr. Tupman.
“ To the Angel at Bury,” replied Mr. Pickwick, speaking very

quickly. “ How do we know whom he is deceiving there ? He
deceived a worthy man once, and we were the innocent cause.

He shall not do it again, if i. can help it
;

I’ll expose him. Sam I

Where’s my servant 1
”

“Here you are. Sir,” said Mr. Weller, emerging from a

sequestered spot, where he had been engaged in discussing a

bottle of Madeira, which he had abstracted from the breakfast-

table, an hour or two before. “ Heine’s your servant. Sir. Proud

o’ the title, as the Living Skellinton said, ven they show’d him.”
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“Follow me instantly,” said Mr. Pick>\u.k. “Tupinan, if I

stify at Bury, you can join me there, when I write. Till then,

good-bye.”

Remonstrances were useless. Mr. Pickwick was roused, and

his mind was made up. Mr. Tupman returned to his companions
;

and in another hour had drowned all present recollection of Mr.

Alfred Jingle, or Mr. Charles Fitz-Marshall, in an exhilarating

quadrille and a bottle of champagne. By that time, Mr. l^ickwick

and Sam Weller, perched on the outside of a stage coach, were

every succeeding minute placing a less and less distance betwt^en

themselves and the good old town of Bury Saint Edmunds.

CHAPTER XVI.

TOO FULL OF ADVKNTURK TO BK BRIEFLY DESCRIBED.

There is no month in the whole year, in which nature wears

a more beautiful appearance than in the month of August.

Spring has many beauties, and May is a fresh and blooming month,

but the charms of this time of year, are enlianced by their

contrast with the winter setison. August has no such advantage.

It comes when we remember nothing but clear skies, green fields,

and swcet-smclling llowcrs—when the reiiolleclion of snow, and
ice, and bleak winds, has faded from our minds as completely as

they have disappeared from the earth,—and yet what a pleasant

time it is. Orchards and corn-fields ring with the hum of labour,

trees bend beneath the thick clusters of ric.h fruit which bow
their branches to the ground ; and the corn, pilcvl in graceful

sheaves, or waving in every lighi? breath that sweeps above it, as

if it wooed tlie sickle, tinges the landscape with a golden hue. A
mellow softness appears to hang over the whole earth

;
the

influence of the season seems to extend itself to tlie very wagon,

whose slow motion across the well-reaped field, is perceptible only

to the eye, but strikes with no harsh sound upon the ear.

As the coach rolls swiftly past the fields and orchards which

skirt the road, groups of women and children, piling the fruit in

sieves, or gathering the scattered ears of corn, pause for an instant

from their labour, and shading the sun-burnt face with a still

browner hand, gaze upon the passengers with curious eyes, while

some stout urchin, too small to work, but too mischievous to be

left at home, scrambles over the side of the basket in which he

has been deposited for seciluity, and kicks and screams with
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delight. The reaper stops in his work, and stands with folded

arms, looking at the vehicle as it whirls pswt
;
and the rough cai t-

horses bestow a sleepy glance upon the smart coach team, which
says, as plainly as a horse’s glance can, “ It’s all very fine to look

at, but slow going, over a heavy field, is better than warm work
like that, upon a dusty road, after all.” You cast a look behind

you, as you turn a comer of the road. The women and children

have resumed their labour, the reaper ouca more stoops to his

work, the cart-horses have moved on, and aU are again in

motion.

The influence of a scene like this, was not lost upon the well-

regulated mind of Mr. Pickwick. Intent upon the resolution he

had formed, of exposing the real character of the nefarious Jingle,

in any quarter in which he might be pursuing his fraudulent

designs, he sat at first taciturn and contemplative, brooding over

the means by which his purpose could be best attained. By
degrees his attention grew more and more attracted by the objects

around him
;
and at last he derived as much enjoyment from the

ride, as if it had been undertaken for the pleasantest reason in

the world

Delightful prospect, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Beats the chimbley pots. Sir,” replied Mr. AVeller, touching

his hat.

“ I suppose you have hardly seen anything but chimney-pots

and bricks and mortar, all your life, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick,

smiling.

“ I wora’t always a boots. Sir,” said Mr. Weller, with a shake

of the head. “ I was a vagginer’s boy, once.”

“ When was that 1 ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ When I vas first pitched neck and crop into the world, to

play at leap-frog with its troubles,” replied Sam. “ I vas a

carrier’s boy at startin’ : then a vagginer’s, then a Relper, then a

boots. Now I’m a gen’lm’n’s servant. I shall be a gen’lm’n

myself one of these days, perhaps, witli a pipe in my mouth, and a

suminer-houso in the back garden. Who knows ? / shouldn’t be

surprised, for once.”

“ You are quite a philosopher, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“It runs in the family, I b’lieve Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

* My father’s wery much in that line, now. If my mother-in-law

blows him up, he whistles. She flies in a passion, and breaks

his pipe
;
he steps out, and gets another. Then she screams wery

loud, and falls into 'sterics
;

and he smokes wery comfortably

’till she comes to agin. That’s philc^sophy Sir, an’t it 1”

“A very good substitute for it, at all events,” replied Mr
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Pickwick, laughing. ** It must have been of great service to you,

in ^he course of your rambling life, Sam.”

“Service Sir,” exclaimed Sam. “You may say that. Arter I

run away from the carrier, and afore I took up with the vagginer,

I had unfurnished lodgin’s for a fortnight.”

“ Unfurnished lodgings i
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes—the dry arches of Waterloo Bridge. Fine sleeping-

place—vithiii ten minutes’ walk of all the public odices—only if

there is any objection to it, it is that the sitivation’s rayther too

airy. I see some queer sights there.”

“Ah, I suppose you did,” said Mr. Pickwick, with an air of

considerable interest.

“Sights, Sir,” resumed Mr. Weller, “as ’ud penetrate your

l)enevolent heart, and come out on the other side. You don’t see

the reg’lar wagrants there
;

trust ’em, they knows better than

that. Young beggars, male and female, as hasn’t made a rise in

their profession, takes up their quarters there sometimes
;
but it’s

generally the worn-out, starving, houseless creeturs as rolls them-

selves up in the dark comers o’ them lonesome places—jwor

creeturs as an’t up to the twopenny rope.”

“And pray Sam, what w the twopenny rope?” inquired Mr.

Pickwick.
“ The twopenny rope, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, “is just a cheap

lodgin’house, vere the beds is twopence a night.”

“ What do they call a bed a rope for ? ” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Bless your innocence. Sir, that a’nt it,” replied Sam. “ Yen

the lady and gcn’lm’n as keeps the Hot-el, first 'begun business,

they used to make the beds on the floor
;
but this wouldn’t do at

no price, ’cos instead o’ taking a moderate twopenn’orth o’ sleep,

the lodgers used to lie there half the day. So now they has two

ropes, ’bout ^ix foot apart, and three from the floor, which goes

right down the room
;
and the beds are made of slips of coarse

sacking, stretched across ’em.”

“ Well,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Well,” said Mr. Weller, “the adwantage o’ the plan’s

hobvious. At six o’clock every mornin*, they lets go the ropes at

one end, and down falls all the lodgers. ’Consequence is, that

being thoroughly waked, they get u^ wery quietly, and walk

away !

”

“Beg your pardon, Sir,” said Sam, suddenly breaking off* in

his loquacious discourse. “ Is this Bury Saint Edmunds ?
”

“ It is,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

The coach rattled through the well paved streets of a handsome

little town, of tbriviner and cleanly appearance, and stopped before
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a large inn situated in a wide open street, nearly facing the old

abbey. '

“And this,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking up, “is the Angel.

We alight here, Sam. But some caution is necessary. Order a

private room, and do not mention my name. You understand.”
“ Right as a trivet, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, with a wink ol

intelligence
;

and having dragged Mr. Pickwick’s portmanteau

from the hind boot, into which it had been hastily thrown when
they joined the coach at Eatanawill, Mr. Weller disappeared on

his errand. A private room was speedily engaged
;
and into it,

Mr. Pickwick was ushered without delay.

“ Now Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “the first thing to be done

is to
—

”

“ Order dinner, Sir,” interposed Mr. Weller. “ Its wery late,

Sir.”

“Ah, so it is,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking at his watch.

“You are right, Sam,”

“And if I might adwise. Sir,” added Mr. Weller, “Fd just

have a good night’s rest arterwards, and not begin inquiring arter

this here deep ’un ’till the mornin’. There’s nothin’ so refreshin’

as sleep. Sir, as the servant-girl said afore she drank the egg-

cup-full o’ laudanum.”
“ I think you are right, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ But I must

first ascertain that he is in the house, and not likely to go away.”
“ Leave that to me. Sir,” said Sam. “ Let me order you a

snug little dinner, and make my inquiries below w'hile it's a

getting ready
;

I could worm eVry secret out o’ the boots’s heart,

in five minutes.”

“Do so,” said Mr. Pickwick : and Mr. Weller at once retired.

In half an hour, Mr. Pickwick was seated at a very satisfactory

dinner; and in three-quarters ‘Mr. Weller returt^ed with the

intelligence that Mr. Charles Fitz- Marshall had ordered his

private room to be retained lor him, until further notice. He
was going to spend the evening at some private house in the

neighbourhood, had ordered the boots to sit up until his return,

and had taken his servant with him.
“ Now Sir,” argued Mr. Weller, when he had concluded hia

report, “ if I can get a talk with this here servant in the mornin’,

he’ll tell me all hia master’s concerns.”

“ How do you know that ? ” interposed Mr. Pickwick.
“ Bless your heart. Sir, servants always do,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ Oh, ah, I forgot that,” add Mr. Pickwick. “ Well.”

“ Then you can arrange what’s ^best to be done. Sir, and we

can act accordingly.”
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Ab it appeared that this was the best arrangement that could

be*made, it was finally agreed upon. Mr. Weller, by his master’s

permission, retired to spend the evening in his own way
;
and was

shortly afterwards, elected, by the unanimous voice of the

assembled company, into the tap-room chair, in which honourable

post he acquitted himself so much to the satisfaction of the

gentlemen-frequenters, that their roars of laughter and appn^bation

penetrated to Mr. Pickwick’s bed-room, and shortened the term of

his natural rest, by at least three hours.

Early on the ensuing morning, Mr. Weller was dispelling all

tlie feverish remains of the previous evening’s conviviality, through

the instrumentality of a halfpenny shower-bath (having induced a

young gentleman attached to the stable-department, by the offer

of that coin, to pump over his head and face, until he was
perfectly restored), when he was attracted by the ap])earance of a

young fellow in mulberry-coloured livery, who was sitting on a

bench in the yard, reading what appeared to be a hymn-book,

with an air of deep abstraction, but who occasionally stole a

glance at the individual under the pump, as if he took some
interest in his proceedings, nevertheless.

“ You’re a rum ’un to look at, you arc,” thoiiglit Mr. Weller,

the first time his eyes encountered the glance of the stranger in

the mulberry-coloured suit, who had a large, sallow, ugly face :

very sunken eyes, and a gigantic head, from which depended a

quantity of lank black hair. “You’re a rum ’un,” thought Mr.

Weller
;

and thinking this, he went on washing himself, and

thought no more about him.

Still the man kept glancing from his hym/i-book to Sam, and

from Sam to his hymn-book, as if he wanted to open a conversa-

tion. So at last, Sam, by way of giving him an opportunity, said,

with a fainiliiir nod

—

“ How are you, governor 1 ”

“I am ha})py to say, I am pretty well. Sir,” said the man,

speaking with great delibcratjon, and closing the book. “ I hope

you are the same. Sir ?
”

“ Why, if I felt less like a walking brandy-bottle, I shouldn’t

be quite so staggery this momin’,” replied Sam. “ Are you stoppin’

in this house, old ’un ?
” *

The mulberry man replied in the affirmative.

“ How was it, you worn’t one of us, last night ?
” inquired Sam,

scrubbing his face with the towel. “ You seem one of the jolly

sort—looks as conwivial as a live trout in a lime-basket,” added

Mr. Weller, in an under ton^
“ I was out last night, with my master,” replied the stranger
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“ What’s his name ? ” inquired Mr. Weller, colouring up very

red with sudden excitement, and the friction of the towel

combined.
“ Fitz-Marshall,” said the mulberry man.
“ Give us your hand,” said Mr. Weller, advancing

;
“ I should

like to know you. I like your appearance, old fellow.”

“Well, that is very strange,” said the mulberry man, with

great simplicity of manner. “I like youFs si» much, that I wanted

to speak to you, from the very first moment I saw you under the

pump. ”

“ Did you though ?
”

“Upon my word. Now, isn’t that ciuious?”

“Wery sing’ler,” said Sam, inwardly congratulating himself

upon the softness of the stranger. “What’s your name, my
patriarch ?

”

“Job.”

“ And a wery good name it is; only one, I know, that ain’t

got a nickname to it. What’s the other name 1
”

“ Trotter,” said the stranger. “ What is yours 1
”

Sam bore in mind his master’s caution, and replied,

“My name’s Walker
;
my master’s name’s Wilkins. Will you

take a drop o’ somethin’ this momin’, Mr. Trotter ?
”

Mr. Trotter acquiesced in this agreeable proposal : and having

deposited his book in his coat-pocket, accompanied Mr. Weller to

the tap, where they were soon occupied in discussing an exhilarate

ing cojupound, formed by mixing together, in a pewter vessel,

certain quantities of British Hollands, and the fragrant essence of

the clove.

“ And what sort of a place have you got ?
” inquired Sam, as he

filled liis companion’s glass, for the second time.

“ Bad,” said Job, smacking his lips, “ very bad.” ,

“ You don’t mean tliat,” said Sara.

“I do, indeed. Worse than that, my master’s going to be

married.”
“ No.”
“ Yes ;

and worse than that, too, he’s going to run away with

an immense rich heiress, from boarding-school.”

“ What a dragon,” sai(f Sam, refilling his companion’s glass.

“ It’s some boarding-school in this town, I suppose, a’nt it ?
”

Now, although this question was put in the most careless tone

imaginable, Mr. Job Trotter plainly showed, by gestures, that he

perceived his new friend’s anxiety to draw forth an answer to it

He emptied his glass, looked mysteriously at his companion,

winked both of his small eyes, one after the other, and finally
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ui^e a motion with his arm, as if he were working an imaginary

pump-handle : thereby intimating that be (Mr. Trotter) considered

himself as undergoing the process of being pumped, by Mr. Samuel

Weller.

“No, no,” said Mr. Trotter, in conclusion, “that’s not to

be told to everybody. That is a secret—a great secret, Mr.

Walker.”

As the mulberry man said this, he turned his glass upside down,

by way of reminding his companion that he had nothing left

wherewith to slake his thirst. Sam observed the hint
; and

feeling the delicate manner in which it was conveyed, ordered the

pewter vessel to be refilled, whereat the small eyes of the mulberry

man glistened.

“ And so it^s a secret,” said Sam.
“ I should rather suspect it was,” said the mulberry man, sip-

ping his liquor, with a complacent face.

“ I suppose your masVs very rich ?
” said Sam.

Mr. Trotter smiled, and holding his glass in his left hand, gave

four distinct slaps on the pocket of his mulberry indcscribables

with his right, as if to intimate that his master might have done

the same without alarming anybody much by the chinking of

coin.

“Ah,” said Sam, “that’s the game, is it?”

T’he mulberry man nodded significantly.

“Well, and don’t you think, old feller,” remonstrated Mr.

Weller, “that if you let your master take in thisjiere young lady,

you’re a precious rascal ?
”

“ I know that,” said Job Trotter, turning upon his companion

a countenance of deep contrition, and groaning slightly. “ I know
that and tha-t’s what it is that ,preys upon my mind. But what

am I to do ? ’V

“ Do !
” said Sam

;
“ di-wulge to the missis, and give uj) your

master.”

“Who’d believe me?” replied Job Trotter. “The young

lady’s considered the very picture of innocence and discretion.

She’d deny it, and so would my master. Who’d believe me ? I

should lose my place, and get indicted, for a conspiracy, or some
such thing

;
that’s all I should take by my motion.”

“ There’s somethin’ in that,” said Sam, ruminating
;
“ there’s

somethin’ in that.”

“If I knew any respectable gentleman who would take the

matter up,” continued Mr. Trotter, “ I might have some hope of

preventing the elopement
;
#but there’s the same difficulty, Mr.

Walker, just the same. I know no gentleman in this strangs
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place
;
and ten to one if I did, whether he would believe my

Btory.”

“ Come this way,” said Sam, suddenly jumping up, and grasp-

ing the mulberry man by the arm. “ My mas’r’s the man you
want, I see.” And after a slight resistance on the part of Job
Trotter, Sam led his newly-found friend to the apartment of Mr.
Pickwick, to whom he presented him, to^'-ether with a brief sum-
mary of the dialogue we have just repeated.

“ I am very sorry to betray my master, Sir,” said Job Trotter,

applying to his eyes a pink check pocket handkerchief of about

three inches square.

“The feeling does you a great deal of honour,” replied Mr.

Pickwick
;
“but it is your duty, nevertheless.”

“ I know it is my duty, Sir,” replied Job, with great emotion.

“We should all try to discharge our duty, Sir, and I humbly en-

deavour to discharge mine, Sir
;
but it is a hard trial to betray a

rrnister. Sir, whose clothes you wear, and whose bread you eat,

even though he is a scoundrel. Sir.”

“ You are a very good fellow,” said Mr. Pickwick, much affected,

“an honest fellow,”

“ Come, come,” interposed Sam, who had witnessed Mr.

Trotter’s tears with considerable impatience, “blow this here

water-cart bis’ness. It won’t do no good, this won’t.”

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, reproachfully, “ I am sorry to find

that you have so little respect for this young man’s feelings.”

“His feclins is all wery well, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller; “and

as they’re so wery fine, and it’s a pity he should lose ’em, I think

he’d Ixjtter keep ’em in his own bussum, tlian let ’em ewaporate in

hot water, ’specially as they do no good. Tears never yet wound
up a clock, or worked a steam ingin’. The next time you go out

to a smoking party, young feller, fill your pipe with that ’ere

reflection
;
and for the present, just put that bit of pink gingham

into your pocket. ’T’a’n’t so handsome that you need keep waving

it about, as if you was a tight-rope dancer.”

“My man is in the right,” said Mr. Pickwick, accosting Job,

“ although his mode of expres.sing his opinion is somewhat homely,

and occasionally incomprehensible.”

“He is. Sir, very right,” said Mr. Trotter, “and I will give

way no longer.”

“ Very well,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Now, where is this

boarding-school ?
”

“ It is a large, old, red-brick bouse, just outside the town, Sir,”

replied Job Trotter.

“And when,” said Mr. Pickwick, “when is this villainous
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design to be carried into execution—when is this elopement to take

place?”
“ To-night, Sir,” replied Job.

*

“To-night I” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.
“ This very night, Sir,” replied Job Trotter. “ That is what

alarms me so much.”
“ Instant measures must be taken,” said Mr. Pickwii'k. “ I

will see the lady who keeps the establishment, immediately.”

“I beg your pardon, Sir,” said Job, “but that course of ]»ro-

ceeding will never do.”

“ Why not ?
” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ My master, Sir, is a very artful man.”
“1 know he is,” said Mr. I^ickwick.

“And he has so wound himself round the old lady’s heait, Sir,”

resumed Job, “that she would believe nothing to his prejudice, if

you went down on your bare knees, and swore it
;

especially as

you have no proof but the word of a servant, who, for anything

she knows (and my master would be sure to say so), was dis-

charged for some fault, and does this, in revenge.”
“ What had better be done, then ? ” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Nothing but taking him in the very fact of eloping, will con-

vince the old lady. Sir,” replied Job.
“ All them old cats toill run their heads agin mile-stones,” ol>-

served Mr. Weller in a parenthesis.

“But this taking him in the very act of elo})enient, would be

a very difficult thing to accomplish, 1 fear,” said ]\lr. Pn kwiek.
“ I don’t know, Sir,” said Mr. Trotter, after a lew moments’

reflection. “ I think it miglit be very easily done.”

“Ilow?” was Mr. Pickwick’s inquiiy.

“Why,” replied Mr. Trotter,/* my master and I, being in the

confidence of, the two servants, will be secreti'd in the kitchen at

ten o’clock. When the family have retired to rest, we shall come
out of the kitchen, and the young lady out of her bed-room. A
post-chaise will be waiting, and away we go.”

“Well,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Well, Sir, I have been thinking that if you were waiting in

the garden behind, alone—

”

“Alone,” said Mr. Pickwdek. “ Wty alone ?”

“ I thought it very natural,” replied Job, “ that the old lady

wouldn’t like such an unpleasant discovery to be made before more

persons than can possibly be helped. The young lady too, Sir

—

consider her feelings.”

“You are very right,” *^iid Mr. Pickwick. “The considera-

tion evinces great delicacy of feeling. Go on
;
you are very right”
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“Well Sir, I was thinking that if you were waiting in the

back garden alone, and I was to let you in, at the door w^ich

opens into it, from the end of the passage, at exactly half-past

eleven o’clock, you would be just in the very moment of time, to

assist me in frustrating the designs of this bad man, by whom I

have been unfortunately ensnared.” Here Mr. Trotter sighed

deeply.

“ Don’t distress yourself on that account,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“ if he had one grain of the delicacy of feeling which distinguishes

you, humble as your station is, I should have some hopes of him.”

Job Trotter bowed low
;
and in spite of Mr. Weller’s previous

remonstrance, the tears again rose to his eyes.

“ I never see such a feller,” said Sam. “ Blessed if I don’t

think he’s got a main in his head as is always turned on.”

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, with great severity. “ Hold your

tongue.”
“ Wery well, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ I don’t like this plan,” said Mr. Pickwick, after deep

meditation. “ Why cannot I communicate with the young lady’s

friends 1
”

“ Because they live one hundred miles from here, Sir,”

responded Job Trotter.

“ That’s a clincher,” said Mr. Weller, aside.

“Then this garden,” resumed Mr. Pickwick. “How am I to

get into it 1
”

“ The wall is very low. Sir, and your servant will give you k

leg up.”

“ My servant will give me a leg up,” repeated Mr. Pic'kwick,

mechanically. “ You will be sure to be near this door, that you

speak of ^

“You cannot mistake it. Sir
;

it’s the only one that o{jena

into the garden. Tap at it, w^en you hear the clock strike, and

I will open it instantly.”

“ I don’t like the plan,” said Mr. Pickwick
;
“ but as I see no

other, and as the happiness of this young lady’s whole life is at

stake, I adopt it. I shall be sure to be there.”

Thus, for the second time, did Mr. Pickwick’s innate good-

feeling involve him in an enterprise, from which he would most

willingly have stood aloof.

“ What is the name of the house ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Westgate House, Sir. You turn a little to the right when
you get to the end of the town

;
it stands by itself, some little

distance off the high road, with the i^ame on a brass plate on thr

gate.”
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“I know it,” Baid Mr. Pickwick. “I observed it once before

when I was in this town. You may depend upon me.”

Mr. Trotter made another bow, and turned to depaft, when

Mr. Pickwick thrust a guinea into his hand.

“You're a fine fellow,” said Mr. Pickwick, “and I admire your

goodness of heart. No thanks. Remember—eleven o’clock.”

“ There is no fear of my forgetting it. Sir,” replied Job Trotter.

With these words he left the room, followed by Sain.

“ I say,” said the latter, “ not a bad notion that 'ere crying.

I’d cry like a rain-water spout in a shower, on such good terms.

Row do you do it 1
”

“It comes from the heart, Mr. Walker,” replied Job solemnly.

“Good morning. Sir.”

“You’re a soft customer, you are we’ve got it all out o’ you,

any how,” thought Mr. Weller, as Job walked away.

We cannot state the precise nature of the thoughts wfiich passed

through Mr. Trotter’s mind, because we don’t know what they were.

The day wore on, evening came, and at a little before ten

o’clock Sam Weller reported that Mr. Jingle and Job had gone

out together, that their luggage was packed up, and that they had

ordered a chaise. The plot w^as evidently in execution, as Mr.

Trotter had foretold.

Half-past ten o’clock arrived, and it was time for Mr. Pickwick

to issue forth on his delicate errand. Resisting Sam’s tender of

his great coat, in order that he might have no incumbrance in

scaling the wall, he set forth, followed by his attendant.

There was a bright moon, but it was behind the clouds. It

was a fine dry night, but it was most uncommonly dark. Paths,

hedges, fields, houses, and trees, were enveloped in one deep

shade. The atmosphere was hot and sultry, the summer lightning

quivered faintly on the verge of the horizon, and was the only

sight that varied the dull gloom in which everything was wrapped

—sound there was none, except the distant barking of some

restless house-dog.

They found the house, read the brass-plate, walked round the

wall, and stopped at that portion of it which divided them from

the bottom of the garden.

“ You will return to the inn, Sam, when you have assisted me
over,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Wery well. Sir.”

“ And you will sit up, ’till I return.”

** Cert’nly, Sir.”

“ Take hold of my leg \ and, when I say ‘ Over,' raiae me
gently''
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“All right, Sir.”

Having settled these preliminaries, Mr. Pickwick grasped the

top of the wall, and gave the word “Over,” which was very

literally obeyed. Whether his body partook in some degree of the

elasticity of his mind, or whether Mr. Weller’s notions of a gentle

push were of a somewhat rougher description than Mr. Pickwick’s,

the immediate effect of his assistance was to jerk that immortal

gentleman completely over the wall on to the bed beneath, where

after crushing tlirce gooseberry-bushes and a rost-tree, he finally

alighted at full length.

“You ha’n’t hurt yourself, I hope. Sir?” said Sam, in a loud

whisper, as soon as he recovered from the surprise consequent

upon the mysterious disappearance of his master.

“ I have not hurt myself^ Sam, certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick,

from the other side of the wall, “ but I rather think that you have

hurt ?wg.”

“ 1 hope not. Sir,” said Sam.

“Never mind,” said Mr. Pickwick, rising, “it’s nothing but a

few scratches. Go away, or we shall be overheard.”

“Good-bye, Sir.”

“ Good-bye.”

With stealthy steps Sam Weller departed, leaving Mr. Pickwick

alone in the garden.

Lights occasionally appeared in the different windows of the

house, or glanced from the staircases, as if the inmates were

retiring to rest. Not caring to go too near the door, until the

appointed time, Mr. Pickwick crouched into an angle of the wall,

and awaited its arrival.

It was a situation which might well have depressed the spirits

of many a man. Mr. Pickwick,^ however, felt neither depression

nor misgiving. He knew that his puipose was iv the main a

good one, and he placed implic it reliance on the high-minded Job.

It was dull, certainly
;
not to say, dreary

;
but a contemplative

man can always employ himself in meditation. Mr. Pickwick had

meditated himself into a doze, when he was roused by the chimes

of the neighbouring church ringing out the hour—half-past eleven.

“That’s the time,” thought Mr. Pickwick, getting cautiously

on his feet. He looked up at the house. The lights had disap-

peared, and the shutters were closed—aU in bed, no doubt. He
walked on tip-toe to the door, and gave a gentle tap. Tvro or

three minutes passing without any reply, he gave another tap

rather louder, and then another rather louder than that.

At length the sound of feet wajs^andible upon the stairs, and

then the light of a candle shone through the key-hole of the dooc
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There was a good deal of unchaining and unbolting, and the dooi

wal slowly opened.

Now the door opened outwards : and as the door opei/ed wider

and wider, Mr. Pickwick receded behind it, more and iiioie. What
was his astonishment when he just peeped out, by ay of caution,

to see that the person who had opened it was—not Job Trotter,

but a servant -girl with a candle in her hand ! Mr. Pickwick

drew in his head again, with the swiftness displa}ed by that

admirable melo-dramatic performer, Punch, when he lies in wait

for the flat-headed comedian wdth the tin box of music.

“It must have been the cat, Sarah,” said the gill, addressing

herself to some one in the house. “Puss, puss, puss— tit, tit, tit
”

But no animal being decoyed by thc^se blaiKlishments, the girl

slowly closed the door, and re-fiustened it; leaving Mr. Pickwick

drawn up straiglit against the wall.

“ This is very curious,” thought Mr. IMckwick. “ They are

sitting up, beyond their usual hour, I suf)p()se. Extremely unfor-

tunate, that they should have chosen this night, of all others, for

such a purpose—exceedingly.” And with these thoughts, Mr.

Pickwick cautiously retired to the angle of the wall in which he

had been before ensconced
;
w’aiting until such time as he might

deem it safe to repeat the bigiial.

He had not been here five minutijs, when a vivid flash of

lightning was followed by a loud peal of thunder that crashed

and rolled away in the d^^tance with terrific noise—then came

another flash of lightning, brighter than the other, and a second

peal of thunder louder than the first; and then down came the

rain, with a force and fury that swept everything befae it.

Mr. Pickwick was yierfectly aware that a tree is a ver} dangerous

neighbour in a thunder-storm. He had a tree on his right, a tree

on his left, a, third before him, and a fourth behind. If he re-

mained where he was, he might fall the victim of an accident
;

if

he showed himself in the centre of the garden, he might be con-

signed to a constable ;—once or twice he tried to scale the wall,

but having no other legs this time, than those with which Nature

had furnished him, the only effect of his struggles was to inflict a

variety of very unpleasant gratings on his knees and shins, and to

throw him into a state of the most proihse perspiration.

“What a dreadful situation,” said Mr. Pickwick, pausing to

wipe his brow after this exercise. He looked up at the house

—

all was dark. They must be gone to bed now. He would try

the signal again.

He walked on tip-toe acr^osa the moist gravel, and tapped at

the door. He held his breath, and listened at the key-hole. Nc
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reply : very odd. Another knock. He liotened again. Tlier^

wa^a low whimpering inside, and then a voice cried

—

“ Who’s there #

“That’s not Job,” thought Mi. Pickwick, hastily drawing him-

self straight up against the wall again. “It’s a woman.”
He had scarcely had time to form this conclusion, when a

window above stairs, was thrown up, and three or four female

voices repeated the query—“Who’s there?”

Mr. Pickwick dared not move hand or foot. It wa.> clear that

the whole establishment was roused. He made up his mind to

remain where he was, until the alarm had subsided : and then to

make a fcupernatural effort, and get over the wall, or perish in the

attempt.

Like all Mr. Pickwick’s determinations, this was the best that

could be made under tlie circumstances
;

but, unfortunately, it w'as

founded upon the assunifition that they would not venture to open

the door again. What was his discomfiture, when he heard the

chain and bolts withdrawn, and saw the door slowly opening,

wider and wider 1 He retreated into the corner, step by step
;
but

do what he would, the interposition of his own person, prevented

its being opened to its utmost width.

“Who’s there?” screamed a numerous chorus of treble voices

from the stair-case inside, consisting of the spinster lady of the

establishment, three teachers, tive female servants, and thirty

boarders, all half-dressed, and in a forest of curl-papers.

Of course Mr. Pickwick didn’t say who was there : and then

the burden of the chorus changed into
—“ Lor’ ! I am so frightened”

“ Cook,” said the lady abbess, who took care to be on the top

stair, the very last of the group—“ Cook, why don’t you go a

little way into the garden?”

“Please m^’am, I don’t like,” ’responded the cook.

“Lor’, what a stupid thing that cook is!” said the thirty

boarders.

“ Cook,” said the lady abbess, with great dignity
;
“ don’t

answer me, if you please. I insist upon your looking into the

garden, immediately.”

Here the cook began to cry, and the house-maid said it was “ a

shame !
” for which partisanship she received a month’s warning

on the spot.

“ Do you hear, cook ? ” said the lady abbess, stamping her foot,

impatiently.

“Don’t you hear your missis, cook?” said the three teachers.

“ What an impudent thing, that cook is !
” said the thirty

boarders.
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The unfortunate cook, thus strongly urged, advanced a step

or two, and holding her candle just where it prevented ‘her

seeing any thing at all, declared there was nothing there, and it

must have been the wind
;
and the door was just going to be

closed in consc(iuence, wlicn an inquisitive boarder, who had been

peeping between the hinges, set up a fearful screaming, which

called back the cook and the housemaid, and all the more adven-

turous, in no time.

“What is the matter with Miss Smithers?” said the lady

abbess, as the aforesaid Miss Smithers proceeded to go into

hysterics of fniir young lady power.

“Lor, Miss Smithers dear,” said the other nine-and-twenty

boarders.

“ Oh, the man-—the man—behind the door !
” screamed Miss

Smithers.

Tlie lady abbess no sooner heard this appalling cry, than she

retreated to her own bed-room, double-locked the door, and

fiiinted away all comfortably. The boarders, and the teachers,

and the servants, fell back upon the stairs, and upon each other

;

and never was such a screaming, and fainting, and struggling,

beheld. Tn the midst of the tumult, Mr. Pickwick emerged from

his concealment, and presented himself amongst them.

“ Ladies—dear ladies,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Oh, he says we’re dear,” cried the oldest and ugliest teacher.

“ Oh the wretch.”
“ Ladies,” roared Mr, Pickwick, rendered desperate by the

danger of his situation. “ Hear me. I am no robber. I want

the lady of the house.”

“ Oh, what a ferocious monster !
” screamed another teacher.

“ He wants Miss Tomkins.”

Here there was a general screjftn.
^

“ Ring the alarm bell, somebody,” cried a dozen voices.

“ Don’t—don’t,” shouted Mr. Pickwick. “ Look at me. Do
I look like a robber 1 My dear ladies—you may bind me hand

and leg, or lock me up in a closet, if you like. Only hear what I

have got to say—only hear me.”
“ How did you come in our garden ? ” faultered the house-maid.

“ Call the lady of the' nouse, and I’ll tell her everything

—

everything:” said Mr. Pickwick, exerting his lungs to the utmost

pitch. “ Call her—only be quiet, and call her, and you shall hear

everything.”

It might have been Mr. Pickwick’s appearance, or it might

have been his manner, or it might have been the temptation—so

irresistible to a female mind—of Hearing something at present
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enveloped in m’^atery, that reduced the more reasonable portion of

the*establiahm‘jnt (some four individuals) to a state of comparative

quiet. By them it was proposed, as a test of Mr. Pitkwick’s

sincerity, that he should immediately submit to personal restraint

;

and that gentleman having consented to hold a conference with

Miss Tomkins, from the interior of a closet in which the day
boarders hung their bonnets and sandwich-bags, he at once stepped

into it, of his own accord, and was securely locked in. This revived

the others
;
and Miss Tomkins having been brought to, and brought

down, the conference began.
“ What did you do in my garden, man ? ” said Miss Tomkins,

in a faint voice.

“ I came to warn you, that one of your young ladies was going to

elope to-night,” replied Mr. Pickwick, from the interior of the closet.

“ Elope !
” exclaimed Miss Tomkins, the three teachers, the

thirty boarders, and the five servants. “ Who with ?
”

“ Your friend, Mr. Charles Fitz-Marshall.”
“ J/y friend ! I don’t know any such person.”

‘^Well; Mr. Jingle, then.”
“ I never heard the name in ray life.”

“ Then, I have been deceived, and deluded,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ I have been the victim of a conspira<*y—a foul and base con-

spiracy. Send to the Angel, my dear ma’am, if you don’t believe

me. Send to the Angel for l^Ir. Pickwick’s man-servant, 1 implore

you ma’am.”
“ He must be respectable—he keeps a man-servant,” said Miss

Tomkins to the writing and ciphering governess.

“ It’s my opinion. Miss Tomkins,” said the writing and ciphering

governess, “that his man-servant keeps him. / think he’s a

madman. Miss Tomkins, and the other’s his keeper.”

“I think you are very right,' IMiss Gwynn,” responded Miss

Tomkins. “ Let two of the servants repair to the Angel, and let

the others remain here, to protect us.”

So two of the servants were despatched to the Angel in search

of Mr. Samuel Weller : and the remaining three stopped behind

to protect Miss Tomkins, and the three teachers, and the thirty

boarders. And Mr. Pickwick sat down in the closet, beneath a

grove of sandwich bags, and awaited th4 return of the messengers,

with all the philosophy and fortitude he could summon to his aid.

An hour and a half elapsed before they came back, and when

they did come, Mr. Pickwick recognised, in addition to the voice

of Mr. Samuel Weller, two other voices, the tones of which struck

familiarly on his ear
;
but whose they were, he could not for the

life of him c^ll to mind.
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A very brief conversation ensued. The door was unlocked.

Mr. Pickwick stepped out of the closet, and found himself in^'^thf^

presence of the whole establishment of Westgate House, Mr.

Samuel Weller, and—old Wardle, and his destined son-in-law, Mr.

Trundle !

“My dear friend,” said Mr. Pickwick, running forward and

grasping Wardle's hand, “ my dear friend, pray, for Heaven’s sake,

explain to this lady the unfortunate and dreadful situation in which

I am placed. You must have heard it from my servant
;

say, at

all events, my dear fellow, that I am neither a robber nor a

madman.”
“I have said so, my dear friend. I have said so already,”

replied Mr. Wardle, shaking the right hand of his friend, while

Mr. Trundle shook the left.

“And whoever says, or has said, he is,” interposed Mr. Weller,

stepping forward, “ says that which is not the truth, but so far from

it, on the contrairy, quite the rewerse. And if there’s any number o’

men on these here premises as has said so, I shall be wery happy to

give ’em all a wery convincing proof o’ their being mistaken, in this

here wery room, if these wery respectable ladies ’ll have the good-

ness to retire, and order ’em up, one at a time.” Having delivered

this defiance with great volubility, Mr. Weller struck his open

palm emphatically with his clenched fist, and winked pleasantly on

Miss Tomkins, the intensity of whose horror at his supposing it

within the bounds of possibility that there could be any men on

the premises of Westgate House Establishment for Young Ladies,

it is impossible to describe.

Mr. Pickwick’s explanation having been already partially made,

was soon concluded. But neither in the course of his walk home
with his friends, nor afterwards when seated before a blazing fire

at the supper ho so much needed, could a single observation be

drawn from him. He seemed bewildered and amazed. Once, and

only once, he turned round to Mr. Wardle, and said

“ How did you come hero ]
”

“ Trundle and I came down here, for some good shooting on the

first,” replied Wardle. “We arrived to-night and were astonished

to hear from your servant that you were here too. But I am glad

you are,” said the jolly old fellow, slapping him on the back. “ I

am glad you are. We shall have a jolly party on the first, and

we’ll give Winkle another chance—eh, old boy ?
”

Mr. Pickwick made no reply; he did not even ask after his

fnends at Dingley Dell, and shortly afterwards retired for the

night, desiring Sam to fetch his candle when he rung.

The bell did ring in due course, and Mr. Weller presented himself
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“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking out from under the bed-

elofhes.

“Sir,” said Mr. Weller. *

Mr. Pickwick paused, and Mr. Weller snuffed the candle.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick again, as if with a desperate effort.

“ Sir,” said Mr. Weller, once more.
“ Where is that Trotter 1

”

“Job, Sirl”
“ Yes.”

“Gone, Sir.”

“ With his master, I suppose 1
”

“Friend or master, or whatever he is, he^s gone with him,”

replied Mr. Weller. “ There^s a pair on ^em, Sir.”

“ Jingle suspected my design, and set that fellow on you, with

this story, I suppose ?
” said Mr. Pickwick, half choking.

“Just that. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.
“ It was aU false, of course ?

”

“All, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “Reg’lar do, Sir; artful

dodge.”
“ I don’t think he’ll escape us quite so easily the next time,

Sam 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ I don’t think he will. Sir.”

“ Whenever I meet that Jingle again, wherever it is,” said

Mr. Pickwick, raising himself in bed, and indenting his pillow with

a tremendous blow, “ I’ll indict personal chastisement on him, in

addition to the exposure he so richly merits. I will, or my name
is not Pickwick.”

“And venever I catches hold o’ that there melan-cholly chap

with the black hair,” said Sam, “if I don’t bring some real water

into his eyes, for once in a way, my name a’nt Weller. Good
night, Sir.”

CHAPTER XVII.

SHOWING THAT AN ATTACK OF KHEUMATI8M, IN SOME CASES,

ACTS AS A QUICKENKR TO INVENTIVE GENIUS.

The constitution of Mr. Pickwick, though able to sustain a

very considerable amount of exertion and fatigue, was not proof

against such a combination of attacks as he had undergone on the

memorable night, recorded in the last chapter. The process of

being washed in the night air, and rough-dried in a close closet, is

as dangerous as it is peculiar. Mr. Pickwick was laid up with an

attack of rheumatism.
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But although the bodily powers of the great man were thus

impaired, his mental energies retained their pristine vigour. ‘Tlis

spirits were elastic; his good humour was restored. Even the

vexation consequent upon his recent adventure had vanished from

his mind
;
and he could join in the hearty laughter which any

allusion to it excited in Mr. Wardle, without anger and without

embarrassment. Nay, more. During the two days Mr. Pickwick

was confined to his bed, Sam was his consLunt attendant. On the

first, he endeavoured to amuse his master by ant.^dote and conver-

sation
;
on the second Mr. Pickwick demanded his writing-desk,

and pen and ink, and was deeply engaged during the whole day.

On the third, being able to sit up in his bed-ehamber, he despatched

his valet with a message to Mr. Wardle and Mr. Trundle, inti-

mating that if they would take their wine there, that evening, they

would greatly oblige him. The invitation was most willingly

accepted
;
and when they were seated over their wine, Mr. Pick-

wick with sundry blushes, produced the following little tale, as

having been “ edited ” by himself, during his recent indisposition,

from his notes of Mr. WellePs unsophisticated recital.

“THE PAlHSH CLEKK—A TALE OF TRUE LOVE.

“ Once upon a time, in a very small country town, at a con-

siderable distance from London, there lived a little man named
Nathaniel Pipkin, who was the parish clerk of the little town, and

lived in a little house in the little high street, within ten minutes’

walk of the little church
;
and who was to be found every day

from nine till four, teaching a little learning to the little boys.

Nathaniel Pipkin was a harmless, inoffensive, good-natured being,

with a turned-up nose, and rather turned-in legs, a cast in his eye,

and a halt in his gait
;
and h& divided his tim^ between the

church and his school, verily believing that there existed not, on

the face of the earth, so clever a man as the curate, so imposing an

apartment as the vestry-room, or so well-ordered a seminary as his

own. Once, and only once, in his life, Nathaniel Pipkin had seen

a bishop—a real bishop, with his arms in lawn sleeves, and his

head in a wig. He had seen him walk, and heard him talk at a

confirmation, on which m6inentous occasion Nathaniel Pipkin was

BO overcome with reverence and awe, when the aforesaid bishop

laid his hand on his head, that he fainted right clean away, and

was borne out of church in the arms of the beadle.

“This was a great event, a tremendous era, in Nathaniel

Pipkin’s life, and it was about the only one that had ever occurred

to ruffle the smooth current of hia qmet existence, when happening
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one fine afterroon, in a fit of mental abstraction, to raise his

ejdk from the elate on which he was devising some tremendous
problem in compound addition for an offending urchin 'to solve,

they suddenly rested on the blooming countenance of Maria Lobbs,

the only daughter of old Lobbs the great saddler over the way.

Now, the eyes of Mr. Pi])kin had rested on the pretty face of

Maria Lobbs many a time and oft before, at church and elsewhere :

but the eyes of Maria Lobbs had never looked so bright, the

cheeks of Maria Lobbs had never looked so ruddy, as upon this

jmrticular occasion. No wonder then, that Nathaniel Pipkin was
unable to take his eyes from the countenance of Miss Lobbs

;
no

wonder that Miss Lobbs, finding herself stared at by a young man,
withdrew her head from the window out of which she had been

peeping, and shut the casement and pulled down the blind
;
no

wonder that Nathaniel Pipkin, immediately thereafter, fell upon
the young urchin who had previously offended, and cufled and
knocked him to his heart’s content. All this was very natural,

and there’s nothing at all to wonder at about it

“ It is matter of wonder, though, that any one of Mr. Nathaniel

Pipkin’s retiring disposition, nervous temperament, and most parti-

cularly diminutive income, should from this day forth, have dared

to aspire to the hand and heart of the only daughter of the fiery

old Lobbs— of old Lobbs the great saddler, who could have

bought up the whole village at one stroke of his pen, and never

felt the outlay—old Lobbs, who was well known to have heaps of

money, invested in the bank at the nearest market town—who
was reported to have countless and inexhaustible treasures, lioarded

up in the little iion safe with the big key-hole, over the chimney-

piece in the back parlour—and who, it was well known, on festive

occasions garnished his board with a real silver tea-pot, cream

ewer, and sugar-basin, which he was wont, in the pride of his

heart, to boast should be his daughter’s property when she found

a man to her mind. I repeat it, to be matter of profound astonish-

ment and intense wonder, that Nathaniel Pipkin should have had

the temerity to cast his eyes in this direction. But love is blind,

and Nathaniel had a cast in his eye : and perhaps these two cir-

cumstances, taken together, prevented his seeing the matter, in its

proper light.
*

“ Now, if old Lobbs had entertained the most remote or distant

idea of the state of the affections of Nathaniel Pipkin, he woidd

just have razed the school-room to the ground, or exterminated its

master from the surface of the earth, or committed some other

outrage and atrocity of an equally ferocious and violent description;

for he was a terrible old fellow, that Lobbs, when his pride was
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injured, or his blood waa up. Swear ! Such trains of oaths

would come rolling and pealing over the way, sometimes, whefi he

was denouncing the idleness of the bony apprentice with the

thin legs, that Nathaniel Pipkin would shake in his shoes with

horror, and the hair of the pupils’ heads would stand on end

with fright.

“Well, day after day, when school waa over, and the pupils

gone, did Nathaniel Pipkin sit himself down at the front window,

and while he feigned to be reading a book, throw sidelong glances

over the way in search of the bright eyes of Maria Lobbs
;
and he

hadn’t sat there many days, before the bright eyes appeared at an

upper window, apparently deeply engaged in reading too. This

was delightful, and, gladdening to the heart of Nathaniel Pipkin.

It was something to sit there for hours together, and look upon

that pretty face when the eyes were cast down
;
but when Maria

Lobbs began to raise her eyes from her book, and dart their rays

in the direction of Nathaniel Pipkin, his delight and admiration

were perfectly boundless. At last, one day when he knew old

Lobbs was out, Nathaniel Pipkin had the temerity to kiss his

hand to Maria Lobbs
;
and Maria Lobbs, instead of shutting the

window, and pulling down the blind, kissed hers to him, and

smiled. Upon which, Nathaniel Pipkin determined, that, come

what might, he would develope the state of his feelings, without

further delay.

“A prettier foot, a gayer heart, a more dimpled face, or a

smarter form, never bounded so lightly over the earth they graced,

ajs did those of Maria Lobbs, the old saddler’s daughter. There

was a roguish twinkle in her sparkling eyes, that would have

made its way to far less susceptible bosoms than that of Nathaniel

Pipkin
;
and there was such a joyous sound in her merry laugh,

that the sternest misanthrope must have smiled to hear it. Even
old Lobbs himself, in the ve’^ height of his ferocity, couldn’t

resist the coaxing of his pretty daughter
;
and when she, and her

cousin Kate—an arch, impudent-looking, bewitching little person

—

made a dead set upon the old man together, as, to say the tnith,

they very often did, he could have refused them nothing, even had

they asked for a portion of the countless and inexhaustible treasures,

which were hidden from tH^e light, in the iron safe.

“ Nathaniel Pipkin’s heart beat high within him, when he saw

this enticing little couple some hundred yards before him, one

summer’s evening, in the very field in which he had many a time

strolled about till night-time, and pondered on the beauty of Maria

Lobbs. But though he had often thought then, how briskly he

would walk up to Maria Lobbs and teU her of his passion if he
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could only meet her, he felt, now that she was unexpectedly before

him* all the blood in his body mounting to his face, manifestly to

the great detriment of his legs, which, deprived of their usual

portion, trembled beneath him. When they stopped to gather a

hedge-flower, or listen to a bird, Nathaniel Pipkin stopped too,

and pretended to be absorbed in meditation, as indeed he really

was
;

for he was thinking what on earth he should ever do, when
they turned back, as they inevitably must in time, and meet him
face to face. But though he was afraid to make up to them, he

couldn’t bear to lose sight of them
;

so when they walked faster

he walked faster, when they lingered he lingered, and when they

stopped he stopped
;
and so they might have gone on, till the

darkness prevented them, if Kate had not looked slily back, and

encouragingly beckoned Nathaniel to advance. There was some-

thing in Kate’s manner that was not to be resisted, and so

Nathaniel Pipkin complied with the invitation
;
and after a great

deal of blushing on his part, and immoderate laughter on that of

the wicked little cousin, Nathaniel Pipkin went down on his knees

on the dewy grass, and declared his resolution to remain there for

ever, unless he was permitted to rise the accepted lover of Maria

Lobbs. Upon this, the merry laughter of Maria Lobbs rang

through the calm evening air—without seeming to disturb it,

though
;

it had such a pleasant sound—and the wicked little

cousin laughed more immoderately than before, and Nathaniel

Pipkin blushed deeper than ever. At length, Maria Lobbs being

more strenuoasly urged by the love-worn little man, turned away
her head, and whispered her cousin to say, or at all events Kate
did say, that she felt much honoured by Mr. Pipkin’s addresses,

that her hand and heart were at her father’s disposal, but that

nobody could be insensible to Mr. Pipkin’s merits. As all this

was said with much gravity, and as Nathaniel Pipkin walked

home with ]\Iaria Lobbs, and struggled for a kiss at parting, he

went to bed a happy man, and dreamed all night long, of softening

old Lobbs, opening the strong box, and marrying Maria.

“ The next day, Nathaniel Pipkin saw old Lobbs go out upon

his old grey poney, and after a great many signs at the window
from the wicked little cousin, the object and meaning of which he

could by no means understand, the bony* apprentice with the thin

legs came over to say that his master wasn’t coming home all

night, and that the ladies expected Mr. Pipkin to tea, at six

o’clock precisely. How the lessons were got through that day,

neither Nathaniel Pipkin nor his pupils knew any more than you

do ; but they were got through somehow, and, after the boys had

gone, Nathaniel Pipkin took till full six o’clock to dress himself to
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nis satisfaction
;
not that it took long to select the garments he

should wear, inasmuch as he had no choice about the matter,

but the putting them on to the best advantage, and touching

them up previously, was a task of no inconsiderable diificulty or

importance.
“ There was a very snug little party, consisting of Maria Lobbs

and her cousin Kate, and three or four romping, good-humoured,

rosy-cheeked girls. Nathaniel Pipkin had ocular demonstration of

the fact, that even the rumours of old Lobbs*s treitsures were not

exaggerated. There were the real solid silver tea-pot, cream-ewer,

and sugar-basin, on the table, and real silver spoons to stir the tea

with, and real china cups to drink it out of, and plates of the

same, to hold the cakes and toast in. The only eye-sore in the

whole place, was another cousin of Maria Lobbs’s, and brother of

Kate, whom Maria Lobbs called ‘ Henry,* and who seemed to keep

Maria Lobbs all to himself, up in one corner of the table. It*s a

delightful thing to see affection in families, but it may be carried

rather too far, and Nathaniel Pipkin could not help thinking that

Maria Lobbs must be very particularly fond of her relations, if she

paid as much attention to all of them as to this individual cousin.

After tea, too, when the wicked little cousin proposed a game at

blind man's buff, it somehow or other happened that Nathaniel

Pipkin was nearly always blind, and whenever he laid his hand

upon the male cousin, he was sure to find that Maria Lobbs was

not far off. And though the wicked little cousin and the other

girls pinched him, and pulled his hair, and pushed chairs in his

way, and all sorts of things, Maria Lobbs never seemed to come
near him at all

;
and once—once—Nathaniel Pipkin could have

sworn he heard the sound of a kiss, followed by a faint remon-

strance from Maria Lobbs, and ^ half-suppressed laugh from her

female friends. All this was odd— very odd— and there is no

saying what Nathaniel Pipkin night or might not have done, in

conseejuence, if his thoughts had not been suddenly directed into

a new channel
“ The circumstance which directed his thoughts into a new

channel was a loud knocking at the street-door, and the person

who made this loud knockinor at the street-door, was no other than

old Lobbs himself, who had unexpectedly returned, and was

hammering away, like a coffin-maker : for he wanted his supper.

The alarming intelligence was no sooner communicated by the

bony apprentice with the thin legs, than the girls tripped up stairs

to Maria Lobbs’s bed-room, and the male cousin and Nathaniel

Pipkin were thrust into a couple of closets in the sitting-room, for

want of any better places of concealment
;
and when Maria Lobbs
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and the wicked little cousin had stowed them away, and put the

rooiB to rights, they opened the street door to oM Lobbs, who had

never left off knocking since he first began.

“ Now it did unfortunately happen that old Lobbs being very

hungry was monstrous cross. Nathaniel Pipkin could hear him
growling away like an old mastiff with a sore throat

;
and when-

ever the unfortunate apprentice with the thin legs came into the

room, so surely did old Lobbs commence swearing at him in a

most Saracenic and ferocious manner, though apparently with no

other end or object than that of ejising his bosom by the discharge

of a few superfluous oaths. At length some supper, which had

been warming up, was placed on the table, and then old Lobbs fell

to, in regular style
;
and, having made clear work of it in no time,

kissed his daughter, and demanded his pipe.

“ Nature had placed Nathaniel Pii)kin's knees in very close

juxtaposition, but when he heard old Lobbs demand his pipe, they

knocked together, as if they were going to reduce each other to

powder
;

for, depending from a couple of hooks, in the very closet

in which he stood, was a large brown-stemmed, silver-bowled pipe,

which pipe he himself had seen in the mouth of old Lobbs,

regularly every afternoon and evening, for the last five years.

The two girls went down stairs for the pipe, and up stairs for the

pipe, and everywhere but where they knew the pipe was, and old

Lobbs stormed away meanwhile, in the most wonderful manner.

At last ho thought of the closet, and walked up to it. It was of

no use a little man like Nathaniel Pipkin pulling the door inwards,

when a great strong fellow like old Lobbs was pulling it outwards.

Old Lobbs just gave it one tug, and open it flew, disclosing

Nathaniel Pipkin standing bolt upright inside, and shaking with

apprehension from head to foot. Bless us ! what an aj)palling

look old Lobbs gave him, as he dragged him out by the collar, and

held him at arm’s length.
“

* Why, what the devil do you want here ?
’ said old Lobbs, in

a fearful voice.

“ Nathaniel Pipkin could make no reply, so old Lobbs shook

him backwards and forwards, for two or three minutes, by way of

arranging his ideas for him.
“

‘ What do you want here ? ’ roared Lobbs, * I suppose yon

have come after my daughter, now.’
“ Old Lobbs merely said this as a sneer : for he did not believe

that mortal presumption could have carried Nathaniel Pipkin so

far. What was his indignation, when that poor man replied

—

“ ‘Yes, I did, Mr. Lobbs—I did come after your daughter. I

love her, Mr. Lobbs.’
I
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‘•‘Why, you snivelling, wry-faced little villain,* gasped old

Lobbs, paralysed at the atrocious confession
;

‘ what do you mean
by that ] Say this to my face ! Damme, 1*11 throttle you.'

“It is by no means improbable that old Lobbs would have
carried this threat into execution, in the excess of his rage, if his

arm had not been stayed by a very unexpected apparition, to wit,

the male cousin, who, stepping out of his closet, and walking up
to old Lobbs, said

—

“ ‘ I cannot allow this harmless person. Sir, who has been asked
here, in some girlish frolic, to take upon himself, in a very noble

manner, the fault (if fault it is) which I am guilty of, and am
ready to avow. I love your daughter, Sir

;
and I came here for

the purpose of meeting her.*

“ Old Lobbs opened his eyes very wide at this, but not wider

than Nathaniel Pipkin.
“

‘ You didl’ said Lobbs : at last finding breath to speak.

“‘I did.*
“ ‘ And I forbade you this house, long ago.'
“ ‘You did, or I should not have been here, clandestinely,to-night*
“ I am sorry to record it, of old Lobbs, but I think he would

have struck the cousin, if his pretty daughter, with her bright eyes

swimming in tears, had not clung to his arm.
“

‘ Don’t stop him, Maria,* said the young man :
‘ if he has the

will to strike me, let him. I would not hurt a hair of his grey

head, for the riches of the world.*

“ The old man cast down his eyes at this reproof, and they met
those of his daughter. I have hinted once or twice before, that

they were very bright eyes, and, though they were tearful now,

their influence was by no means lessened. Old Lobbs turned his

head away, as if to avoid being persuaded by them, when, as fortune

would have it, he encountered the face of the wicked little cousin,

who, half afraid for her brother, and half laughing at Nathaniel

Pipkin, presented as bewitching an expression of countenance, with

a touch of slyness in it too, as any man, old or young, need look

upon. She drew her arm coaxingly through the old man*s, and

whispered something in his ear
;
and do what he would, old Lobbs

couldn’t help breaking out into a smile, while a tear stole down
his cheek, at the same tim\..

“ Five minutes after this, the girls were brought down from the

bed-room with a great deal of giggling and modesty
;
and while

the young people were making themselves perfectly happy, old

Lobbs got down the pipe, and smoked it : and it was a remarkable

circumstance about that particular pipe of tobacco, that it was the

most soothing and lightful one he eveV smoked.
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** Nathaniel Pipkin thought it best to keep hia own counsel,

and by BO doing gradually rose into high favour with old Lobbs,

who taught him to smoke in time
;
and they used to sit out in the

garden on the fine evenings, for many years afterwards, smoking

and drinking in great state. He soon recovered the effects of his

attachment, for we find his name in the parish register, as a

witness to the marriage of Maria Lobbs to her cousin
;
and it also

appears, by reference to other documents, that on the night of the

wedding, he was incarcerated in the village cage, for having, in a

state of extreme intoxication, committed sundry excesses in the

streets, in all of which he was aided and abetted by the bony

apprentice with the thin legs.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

BRIEFLY ILLUSTRATIVE OF TWO POINTS ;—FIRST, THE POWER OF

HYSTERICS, AND, SECONDLY, THE FORCE OF CIRCUMSTANCES.

Foe two days after the dejeune at Mrs. Hunter’s, the Pick-

wickians remained at Eatanswill, anxiously awaiting the arrival

of some intelligence from their revered leader. Mr. Tupman and

Mr. Snodgrass, were once again left to their own means of amuse-

ment; for Mr. Winkle, in compliance with a most pressing

invitation, continued to reside at Mr. Pott’s house, and to devote

his time to the companionship of his amiable lady. Nor was the

occasional society of Mr. Pott himself, wanting to complete their

felicity. Deeply immersed in the intensity of his speculations for

the public weal, and the destruction of the Independent, it was not

the habit of that great man to desbend from his mental pinnacle to

the humble level of ordinary minds. On this occasion, however,

and as if expressly in compliment to any follower of Mr. Pickwick’s,

he unbent, relaxed, stepped down from his pedestal, and walked

upon the ground : benignly adapting his remarks to the compre-

hension of the herd, and seeming in outward form, if not in spirit,

to be one of them.

Such having been the demeanour ^f this celebrated public

character towards Mr. Winkle, it will be readily imagined that

considerable surprise was depicted on the countenance of the latter

gentleman, when, as he was sitting alone in the breakfast-room,

the door was hastily thrown open, and as hastily closed, on the

entrance of Mr. Pott, who, stalking majestically towards him, and

thrusting aside his proffered hand, ground his teeth, as if to put a
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eharper edge on what he was about to utter, and exclaimed, in a

aaw-like voice,

—

“ Serpent !

”

“ Sir !
” exclaimed Mr. Winkle, starting from his chair.

“ Serpent, Sir,” repeated Mr. Pott, raising his voice, and then

suddenly depressing it; “I said. Serpent, Sir—make the most
of it.”

Now when you have parted with a man, at two o’clock in the

morning, on terms of the utmost good fellowbliip, and he meets

you again, at half-past nine, and greets you as a serpent, it is not

unreasonable to conclude that something of an unpleasant nature

has occurred meanwhile. So Mr. Winkle thought. He returned

Mr. Pott’s gaze of stone, and in compliance with that gentleman’s

request, proceeded to make the most he could of the “serpent.”

The most, however, was just nothing at all
;

so, after a profound

silence of some minutes’ duration, he said,

—

“ Serpent, Sir ! Serpent, Mr. Pott ! What can you mean.

Sir ?—this is pleasantry.”

“ Pleasantry, Sir !
” exclaimed Pott, with a motion of the hand,

indicative of a strong desire to hurl the Britannia metal tea-pot at

the head of his visiter. “ Pleasantry, Sir ! but no, I will be

calm
;

I will be calm, Sir
;
” and in proof of his calmness, Mr. Pott

flung himself into a chair, and foamed at the mouth.
“ My dear Sir,” interposed Mr. Winkle.
“ Dear Sir !” replied Pott. “ How dare you address me, as dear

Sir, Sir? How dare you look me in the face and do it?”

“Well, Sir, if you come to that,” responded Mr. Winkle, “how
dare you look me in the face, and call me a serpent, Sir ?

”

“ Because you are one,” replied Mr. Pott.

“ Prove it, Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, warmly. “ Prove it.”

A malignant scowl passed over the profound fac^ of the editor,

as he drew from his pocket, the Independent of that morning
;
and

laying his finger on a particular paragraph, threw the journal across

the table to Mr. Winkle.

That gentleman took it up, and read as follows :—

-

“Our obscure and filthy contemporary, in some disgusting

observations on the recent election for this borough, has presumed

to violate the hallowed s'anctity of private life, and to refer, in a

manner not to be misunderstood, to the personal aflfairs of our late

candidate— aye, and notwithstanding his base defeat, we will

add, our future member, Mr. Fizkin. What does our dastardly

contemporary mean ? What would the ruffian say, if we, setting

at naught, like him, the decencies of social intercourse, were to

raise the curtain which happily conceals hii private life from
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general ridicule, not to say from general execration 1 What, if we
werd even to point out, and comment on, facts and circumstances

which are publicly notorious, and beheld by every one, but our

mole-eyed contemporary—what if we were to print the following

effusion, which we received while we were writing the commence
ment of this article, from a talented fellow-townsman and corre-

spondent ;

—

“
‘ LINES TO A BRASS POT.

‘ Oh Pott I if you’d known
How false she'd have grown,

When you heard the marriage bells tinkle ;

You’d have done then, I vow,
What you cannot help now,

And handed her over to W *****. ”*

“ What,” said Mr. Pott, solemnly—“ what rhymes to ‘ tinkle,’

villain ?
”

“What rhymes to tinkle!” said Mrs. Pott, whose entrance at

the moment forestalled the reply. “What rhymes to tinkle 1

Why, Winkle, I should conceive :
” and saying this, Mrs. Pott

smiled sweetly on the disturbed Pickwickian, and extended her

hand towards him. The agitated young man would have accepted

it, in his confusion, had not Pott indignantly interposed.

“ Back, Ma’am—back,” said the editor. “ Take his hand before

my very face !

”

“ Mr. P. !
” said his astonished lady.

“ Wretched woman, look here,” exclaimed the husband. “ Look
here, Ma’am— * Lines to a brass Pot,’ IMa’ara. ‘ Brass pot ;

'

—

that’s me. Ma’am. ‘ False sA^’d have grown
;

’—that’s you, Ma’am
—you.” With this ebullition of rage, which was not unaccom-

panied with something like a tremble, at the expression of his

wife’s face, Mr^ Pott dashed the current number of the Eatanswill
Independent at her feet.

“ Upon my word. Sir,” said the astonished Mrs. Pott, stooping

to pick up the paper. “ Upon my word. Sir.”

Mr. Pott winced beneath the contemptuous gaze of his wife.

He had made a desperate struggle to screw up his courage, but it

was fast coming unscrewed again.

There appears nothing very tremendous in this little sentence,

“ Upon my word. Sir,” when it comes to be read
;
but the tone of

voice in which it was delivered, and the look that accompanied it,

both seeming to bear reference to some revenge to be thereafter

wreaked upon the head of Pott, produced their full effect upon

him. The most unskilful observer could have detected in his

troubled countenance, a readiness to resign his Wellington boots
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to any efficient substitute who would have consented to stand in

them at that moment.
Mrs. Pott read the paragraph, uttered a loud shriek, and threw

herself at full length on the hearth-rug, screaming, and tapping it

with the heels of her shoes, in a manner which could leave no

doubt of the propriety of her feelings on the occasion.

“ My dear,” said the terrified Pott,—“ I didn't say I believed

it ;—I ” but the unfortunate man’s voice was drowned in the

screaming of his partner.

“Mrs. Pott, let me entreat you, my dear Ma’am, to compose

yourself,” said Mr. Winkle; but the shrieks and tappings were

louder, and more frequent, than ever.

“ My dear,” said Mr. Pott, “ I am very sorry. If you won’t

consider your own health, consider me, my dear. We shall have

a crowd round the house.” But the more strenuously Mr. Pott

entreated, the more vehemently the screams poured forth.

Very fortunately, however, attached to Mrs. Pott’s person was
a body-guard of one, a young lady whose ostensible employment
was to preside over her toilet, but who rendered herself useful in

a variety of ways, and in none more so than in the particular

department of constantly aiding and abetting her mistress in every

wish and inclination opposed to the desires of the unhappy Pott.

The screams reached this young lady’s ears in due course, and

brought her to the room with a speed which threatened to derange

materially, the very exquisite arrangement of her cap and ringlets.

“Oh, my dear, dear mistress!” exclaimed the body-guard,

kneeling frantically by the side of the prostrate Mrs. Pott. “ Oh,

my dear mistress, what is the matter ?
”

“ Your master—your brutal master,” murmured the patient.

Pott was evidently giving way.
“ It’s a shame,” said the body-guard, reproachfi’lly. “ I know

he’ll be the death on you, M -’am. Poor dear thing.”

He gave way more. The opposite party followed up the attack.

“Oh don’t leave me— don’t leave, Goodwin,” murmured
Mrs. Pott, clutching at the wrists of the said Goodwin with an

hysteric jerk. “You’re the only person that’s kind to me,

Goodwin.”

At this affecting appeal, Goodwin got up a little domestic

tragedy of her own, and shed tears copiously.

“Never, Ma’am—never,” said Goodwin. “Oh, Sir, you should

be careful—you should indeed ; you don’t know what harm you

may do Missis
;

you’ll be sorry for it one day, I know—I’ve always

said so.”

The unlucky Pott looked timidly on, but said nothing.
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'• Goodwin,” said Mrs. Pott, in a soft voice.

‘•Ma*am,” said Goodwin.
‘ If you only knew how I have loved that man-
“Don^t distress yourself by recollecting it. Ma’am,” said the

body-guard.

Pott looked very frightened. It was time for a clencher.

“ And now,” sobbed Mrs. Pott—“ now, after all, to be treated

in this way ; to be reproached and insulted in the presence of a

third party, and that party almost a stranger. But I will not

submit to it, Goodwin,” continued Mrs. Pott, raising herself, in the

arms of her attendant. “ My brother, the Lieutenant, shall inter-

fere. rU be separated, Goodwin.”
“ It would certainly serve him right, Ma*am,” said Goodwin.

Whatever thoughts the threat of a separation might have

awakened in Mr. Pott’s mind, he forbore to give utterance to

them, and contented himself by saying, with great humility,

—

“ My dear, will you hear me ?”

A fresh train of sobs was the only reply, as Mrs. Pott grew

more hysterical, requested to be informed why she was ever born,

and required sundry other pieces of information of a similar de-

scription.

“ My dear,” remonstrated Mr. Pott, “ do not give way to these

sensitive feelings. I never believed that the paragraph had any

foundation, my dear—impossible. I was only angry, my dear

—

I may say outrageous—with the Independent people for daring to

insert it
;

that’s all :
” and Mr. Pott cast an imploring look at the

innocent cause of the mischief, as if to entreat him to say nothing

about the serpent.

“ And what steps, Sir, do you mean to take to obtain redress 1 ”

inquired Mr. Winkle, gaining courage as he saw Pott losing it.

“ Oh, Goodwin,” observed Mrs. Pott, “ does he mean to horse-

whip the editor of the Independent—does he, Goodwin 1 ”

“ Hush, hush. Ma’am
;
pray keep yourself quiet,” replied the

body-guard. “ I dare say he will, if you wish it. Ma’am.”
“ Certainly,” said Pott, as his wife evinced decided symptoms

of going off again—“ of course I shall.”

“When, Goodwin—when?” said Mrs. Pott, still undecided

about the going off.

“ Immediately, of course,” said Mr. Pott
;

“ before the day is

out.”

“Oh, Goodwin,” resumed Mrs. Pott, “it’s the only way of

meeting the slander, and setting me right with the world.”

“ Certainly, Ma’am,” replied Goodwin. “No man as is a man,

Ma’am, could refuse to do it.”
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So as the hysterics were still hovering about, Mr. Pott said once

more, that he would do it ; but Mrs. Pott was so overcome at the

bare idea of having ever been suspected, that she was half-a-dozen

times on the very verge of a relapse, and most unquestionably

would have gone off, had it not been for the indefatigable eflForts

of the assiduous Goodwin, and repeated entreaties for pardon from

the conquered Pott; and finally, when that unhappy individual

had been frightened and snubbed down to his proper level, Mrs.

Pott recovered, and they went to breakfast.

“You will not allow this base newspaper slander to shorten

your stay here, Mr. Winkle ? said Mrs. Pott, smiling through the

traces of her tears.

“I hope not,” said Mr. Pott, actuated, as he spoke, by an

internal wish that his visiter would choke himself with the morsel

of dry toast which lie was raising to his lips at the moment : and

so terminate his stay effectually.

“ I hope not.”

“ You are very good,” said Mr. Winkle
;
“ but a letter has been

received from Mr. Pickwick—so I learn by a note from Mr. Tup-

man, which was brought up to my bed-room door, this morning

—

in which he requests us to join him at Bury to-day
;
and we are

to leave by the coach at noon.”

“But you will come back?” said Mrs. Pott.

“ Oh, certainly,” replied Mr. Winkle.

“You are quite sure?” said Mrs. Pott, stealing a tender look

at her visiter.

“ Quite,” responded Mr. Winkle.

The breakfast passed off in silence, for each member of the

party was brooding over his, or her, own personal grievances. Mrs.

Pott was regretting the loss of ^ beau
;
Mr. Pott his rash pledge

to horsewhip the Independent
;
and Mr. Winkle hir having placed

himself in so awkward a situation. Noon approached, and after

many adieux and promises to return, he tore himself away.
“ If he ever comes back. I'll poison him,” thought Mr. Pott,

as he turned into the little back office where he prepared his

thunderbolts.
“ If I ever do come back, and mix myself up with these people

again,” thought Mr. Winl&e, as he wended his way to the Peacock,

“ I shall deserve to be horsewhipped myself—that's all.”

His friends were ready, the coach was nearly so, and in half an

hour they were proceeding on their journey, along the road over

which Mr. Pickwick and Sam had so recently travelled, and of

which, as we have already said something, we do not feel called

upon to extract Mr. Snodgrass’s poetical and beautiful description.
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Mr. Weller was standing at the door of the Angel, ready to

recdlve them, and by that gentleman they were ushered to the

apartment of Mr. Pickwick, where, to the no small surprise of Mr.

Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass, and the no small embarrassment of

Mr. Tupman, they found old Wardle and Trundle.
“ How are you 1

”
said the old man, grasping Mr. Tupman’s

hand. “ Don’t hang back, or look sentimental about it
;

it can’t

be helped, old fellow. For her sake, I wish you’d had her
;

for

your own. I’m very glad you have not. A young fellow like you,

will do better one of these days—eh 1 ” With this consolation,

old Wardle slapped Mr. Tupman on the back, and laughed heartily.

“Well, and how are you, my fine fellows?” said the old gentle-

man, shaking hands with Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass at the

same time. “ I have just been telling Pickwick that we must
have you all down at Christmas. We’re going to have a w’edding

—a real wedding this time.”

“ A wedding !
” exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass, turning very pale.

“ Yes, a wedding. But don’t be frightened,” said the good-

humoured old man
;

“ it’s only Trundle there, and Bella.”

“ Oh, is that all?” said Mr. Snodgrass, relieved from a painful

doubt which had fallen heavily on his breast. “ Give you joy,

Sir. How is Joe?”
“Oh, he;—very well,” replied the old gentleman. “Sleepy as

ever.”

“ And your mother, and the clergyman, and all of ’em ?
”

“ Quite well.”

“Where,” said Mr. Tupman, with an effort
—“where is

—

she,

Sir ?” and he turned away his head, and covered his eyes with his

hand.
“ She / ” said the old gentleman, with a knowing shake of the

head. “Do you mean my single relative—eh ?”

Mr. Tupman, by a nod, intimated that his question applied to

the disappointed Rachael.

“Oh, she’s gone away,” said the old gentleman. “ She’s living

at a relation’s, far enough off. She couldn’t bear to see the girls,

so I let her go. But come, here’s the dinner. You must be

hungry after your ride. I am, without any ride at all
;
so let us

faU to.”

Ample justice was done to the meal
;

and when they were

seated round the table, after it had been disposed of, Mr. Pickwick,

to the intense horror and indignation of his followers, related the

adventure he had undergone, and the svccess which had attended

the base artifices of the diabolical Jingle.

And the attack of rheumatism which I caught in that gar-

l2
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den,” paid Mr. Pickwick, in conclusion, “ renders rac lame at this

moment.” *

“ I, too, have had something of an adventure,” said Mr. Winkle,

with a smile
;
and at the request of Mr. Pickwick, he detailed the

malicious libel of the Eatanswill Independent, and the consequent

excitement of their friend, the editor.

Mr. Pickwick’s brow darkened, during the recital. His friends

observed it, and, when Mr. Winkle had concluded, maintained a

profound silence. Mr. Pickwick struck the table v''mphatically with

his clenched fist, and spoke as follows :

—

“ Is it not a wonderful circumstance,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ that

we seem destined to enter no man’s house, without involving him
in some degree of troubled Does it not, I ask, bespeak the

indiscretion, or, worse than that, the blackness of heart—that I

should say so !—of my followers, that, beneath whatever roof they

locate, they disturb the peace of mind and hiippiuess of some con-

fiding female ^ Is it not, I say
”

Mr. Pickwick would in all probability have gone on for some

time, had not the entrance of Sam, with a letter, caused him to

break oflf in his eloquent discourse. He passed his handkerchief

across his forehead, took off his spectacles, wiped them, and put

them on again
;
and his voice had recovered its wonted softness

of tone, when he said,

—

** What have you there, Sam 1
”

“ Called at the Post-office just now, and found this here letter,

as has laid there for two days,” replied Mr. Weller. “ It’s sealed

vith a vafer, and directed in round hand.”

“I don’t know this hand,” said Mr. Pickwick, opening the

letter. “ Mercy on us ! what’s this 1 It must be a jest
;

it—it

—

can’t be true.”

“What’s the matter? ’ was the general inquiry.,

“Nobody dead, is there?” said Wardle, alarmed at the horror

in Mr. Pickwick’s countenance.

Mr. Pickwick made no reply, but, pushing the letter across the

table, and desiring Mr. Tupman to read it aloud, fell back in hia

chair with a look of vacant astonishment quite alarming to behold.

Mr. Tupman, with a trembling voice, read the letter, of which

the following is a copy

(Slw^u^ 28!^, iSiy.

oBa/ideit CK^cUn^t Sicfiwic^

Bit,

3tavitKj 'teen imttncted
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to commence on action against ^oti, ^cyv a

'C}ze<tcfi of |>xomW of macina^e, - 0̂1. wfvicfi tfve 'ptaintiff

foi^ Somo^ea at fifieevi fvun3te9 poun9^, toe 'Geg. td

xnfor/m tfxat a toint 'fioo ^een iddue9 a^o/inot i^oti

in tfvid duit, in tfte QowiX of Common §teao
;

an3

tec^xuot to 'know, kxj> 'letn^ of |>cot, tfvc natite of 'yovw

(Motncx^ in Sondon, wfxo wilt accent oc^vice tfte^ec^.

^IVc a/ie, Bit,

^ou/t okcdic'nt ^ez/oant^,

®o9^on an9 S^og.^.

Somuet Sickwiok^

There was something so impressive in the mute astonishment

with which each man regarded his neighbour, and every man re-

garded Mr. Pickwick, that all seemed afraid to speak. The silence

was at length broken by Mr. Tupman.
** Dodson and Fogg,” he repeated mechanically.

“ Bardell and Pickwick,” said Mr. Snodgrass, musing.
“ Peace of mind and happiness of confiding females,” murmured

Mr. Winkle, with an air of abstraction.

“It’s a conspiracy,” said Mr. Pickwick, at length recovering the

power of speech ;
—“ a base conspiracy between these two grasping

attorneys, Dodson and Fogg. Mrs. Bardell would never do it

;

—she hasn’t the heart to do it ;—she hasn’t the case to do it.

Ridiculous—ridiculous.
”

“Of her heart,” said Wardle, with a smile, “you should

certainly be the best judge. I don’t wish to discourage you, but

I should certaiilly say that, of her case, Dodson and Fogg are far

better judges than any of us, can be.”

“It’s a vile attempt to extort money,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ I hope it is,” said Wardle, with a short, dry cough.

“ Who ever heard me address her in any way but that in which

a lodger would address his landlady ? ” continued Mr. Pickwick,

with great vehemence. “ Who ever saw^ne with her ? Not even

my friends here
’'

“ Except on one occasion,” said Mr. Tupman.

Mr. Pickwick changed colour.

“Ah,” said Wanlle. “Well, that’s important. There wai

nothing suspicious then, I suppose 1
”

Mr. Tupman glanced timidly at his leader. “ Why,” he said,
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“ there was nothing suspicious
; but—I don't know how it hap

pened, mind—she certainly was reclining in his arms.” •

“ Gracious powers !” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, as the recollection

of the scene in question, struck forcibly upon him ;
—“what a dread-

ful instance of the force of circumstances ! So she was—so she

was.’*

“ And our friend was soothing her anguish,” said Mr. Winkle,

rather maliciously.

“ So I was,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ I won’t deny it. So I was.”

“Hallo!” said Wardle; “for a case in which there’s notliing

suspicious, this looks rather queer—eh, Pickwick—eh ? Ah, sly

dog—sly dog I
” and he laughed till the glasses on the side-board,

rang again.

“ What a dreadful conjunction of appearances !
” exclaimed Mr.

Pickwick, resting his chin upon his hands. “ Winkle—Tupman
—I beg your pardon for the observations I made just now. We
are all the victims of circumstances, and I tlie greatest.” With
this apology, Mr. Pickwick buried his head in his hands, and rumi-

nated
;
while Wardle measured out a regular circle of nods and

winks, addressed to the other members of the company.
“ I’ll have it explained, though,” said Mr. Pickwick, raising his

head, and hammering the table. “ I’ll see this IJodson and Fogg.

I’ll go to London to-morrow.”

“Not to-morrow,” said Wardle; “you’re too lame.”
“ Well then, next day.”

“ Next day is the first of September, and you’re pledged to ride

out with us, as far as Sir Geoflfrey Manning’s grounds, at all events,

and to meet us at lunch, if you don’t take the field.”

“Well then, the day after,” said Mr. Pickwick; “Thursday.

—

Sam.”
“ Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ Take two places outside to London, on Thursday morning, for

yourself and me.”
“ Wery well, Sir.”

Mr. Weller left the room, and departed slowly on his errand,

with his hands in his pocket, and his eyes fixed on the ground.

“Rum feller, the hemperor,” said Mr. Weller, as he walked

slowly up the street “ laink o’ his makin’ up to that ere Mra
Bardell—vith a little boy, too! Always the vay vith these here

old ’uns hows’ever, as is such steady goers to look at. I didn’t

think he’d ha’ done it, though—I didn’t think he’d ha’ done it.”

And moralising in this strain, Mr. Samuel Weller bent his steps

towards the booking-office.
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CHAPTER XIX.

1 PLEASANT DAY, WITH AN UNPLEASANT TERMINATION.

The birds, who, happily for their own peace of mind, and per-

sonal comfort, were in blissful ignorance of the preparations which

had been making to astonish them, on the first of September, hailed

it no doubt, as one of the pleasantest mornings they had seen that

season. Many a young partridge who strutted complacently among
the stubble, with all the finicking coxcombry of youth, and many
an older one who watched his levity out of his little round eye,

with the contemptuous air of a bird of wisdom and experience,

alike unconscious of their approaching doom, basked in the fresh

morning air with lively and blithesome feelings, and a few hours

afterwards were laid low upon the earth. But we grow affecting

:

let us proceed.

In plain common-place matter-of-fact, then, it was a fine morning

—so fine that you would scarcely have believed that the few months
of an English summer had yet flown by. Hedges, fields, and trees,

hill and moorland, presented to the eye their ever-varying shades

of deep rich green
;
scarce a leaf had fallen, scarce a sprinkle of

yellow mingled with the hues of summer, warned you that autumn
had begun. The sky was cloudless

;
the sun shone out bright and

warm
;
the songs of birds, and hum of myriads of summer insects,

filled the air
;
and the cottage gardens, crowded with flowers of

every rich and beautiful tint, sparkled in the heavy dew, like beds

of glittering jewels. Everything bore the stamp of summer, and

none of its beautiful colours had ypt faded from the die.

Such was the morning, when an open carriage, in which were

three Pickwickians, (Mr. Snodgrass having preferred to remain at

home,) Mr. Wardle, and Mr. Trundle, with Sam Weller on the box

beside the driver, pulled up by a gate at the road-side, before which

stood a tall, raw-boned gamekeeper, and a half-booted, leather*

leggined boy : each bearing a bag of capacious dimensions, and

accompanied by a brace of pointers.

“ I say,” whispered J\Ir. Winkle to Wardle, as the man let down
the steps, “ they don't suppose we're going to kill game enough to

fill those bags, do they ?
”

“ Fill them !
” exclaimed old Wardle. “ Bless you, yes ! You

shall fill one, and I the other
;
and when we've done wdth them,

the pockets of our shooting-jackets will hold as much more.”

Mr. Winkle dismounted without saying anything in reply to this



236 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OP

observation
;
but he thought within himself, that if the party re

mained in the open air, till he had filled one of the bags,* thej

stood a considerable chance of catching tolerable colds in the head.
‘‘ Hi, Juno, lass—hi, old girl

;
down, Daph, down,” said Wardle,

caressing the dogs. “Sir Geoffrey still in Scotland, of course,

Martin 1
”

The tall gamekeeper replied in the affirmative, and looked with

some surprise from Mr. Winkle, who was holding his gun as if he

wished his coat pocket to save him the trouble of pulling the

trigger, to Mr. Tupman, who was holding his, as if he were afraid

of it—as there is no earthly reason to doubt that he really was.

“My friends are not much in the way of this sort of thing yet,

Martin,” said Wardle, noticing the look. “ Live and learn, you
know. They’ll be good shots one of these days. 1 beg my friend

Winkle’s pardon, though
;
he has had some practice.”

Mr. Winkle smiled feebly over his blue neckerchief in acknow-

ledgment of the compliment, and got himself so mysteriously en-

tangled with his gun, in his modest confusion, that if the piece had

been loaded, he must inevitably have shot himself dead upon the

spot.

“ You mustn’t handle your piece in that ere way, when you come
to have the charge in it. Sir,” said the tall gamekeeper gruffly, “ or

I’m damned if you won’t make cold meat of some on us.”

Mr. Winkle, thus admonished, abruptly altered its position, and

in Ro doing, contrived to bring the barrel into pretty smart contact

with Mr. Weller’s head.

“ Hallo !
” said Sam, picking up his hat, which had been knocked

off, and rubbing his templa “ Hallo, Sir ! if you comes it this vay,

you’ll fill one o’ them bags, and something to spare, at one fire.”

Here the leather-leggined boy laughed very heartily, and then

tried to look as if it was somebody else, whereat Mr.'Winkle frowned

majestically.

“ Where did you tell the boy to meet us with the snack, Martin T

"

inquired Wardle.
“ Side of One-tree Hill, at twelve o’clock. Sir.”

“ That’s not Sir Geoffrey’s lan<i, is it 1
”

“ No, Sir
;
but it’s cloj ? by it. It’s Captain Boldwig’s land

;
but

there’ll be nobody to intermpt us, and there’s a fine bit of turf

there.”

“Very well,” said old Wardle. “Now the sooner we’re off

the better. Will you join us at twelve, then, Pickwick 1
”

Mr. Pickwick was particularly desirous to view the sport, the

more especially as he was rather anxious in respect of Mr. Winkle’s

Life and limbs. On so inviting a morning, too. it was very
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tantaliBing to turn back, and leave his friends lo enjoy themselves

It wS.R, therefore, with a very rueful air that he leplied,

—

“ Why, I suppose I must.”

“An’t the gentleman a shot, Sir?” inquired the long game-

keeper.

‘‘No,” replied Wardle; “and he’s lame besides.”

“ I should very much like to go,” said Mr. Pickwick—“ very

much.”
There was a short pause of commiseration.
“ There’s a barrow Pother side the hedge,” said the boy. “ If

the gentleman’s servant would wheel along the paths, he could

keep nigh us, and we could lift it over the stiles and that.”

“ The wery thing,” said Mr. Weller, who was a party interested,

inasmuch as he ardently longed to see the sport. “The wery

thing. Well said, Small-check
;

I’ll have it out, in a minute.”

But here a difficulty arose. The long gamekeeper resolutely

protested against the introduction into a shooting -party, of a

gentleman in a barrow, as a gross violation of all established rules

and precedents.

It was a great objection, but not an insurmountable one. The
gamekeeper having been coaxed and feed, and having, moreover,

eased his mind by “punching” the head of the inventive youth

who had first suggested the use of the machine, Mr. Pickwick

was placed in it, and off the party set
;
Wardle and the long

gamekeeper leading the way, and Mr. Pickwick iu the barrow,

propelled by Sam, bringing up the rear.

“Stop, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, when they had got hall

across the first field.

“ What’s the matter now ? ” said Wardle.
“ I won’t suffer this barrow to^ be moved another step,” said

Mr. Pickwick, resolutely, “ unless Winkle carries that gun of his,

in a different manner.”
“ How am I to carry it ? ” said the wretched Winkle.
“ Carry it with the muzzle to the ground,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ It’s so unsportsraan-like,” reasoned Winkle.

“I don’t care whether it’s unsportsman-like or not,” replied

Mr. Pickwick
;

“ I am not going to be shot in a wheelbarrow,

for the sake of appearances, to please anylbody.”

“ I know the gentleman ’ll put that ere charge into somebody
afore he’s done,” growled the long man.

“Well, well—I don’t mind,” said poor Mr. Winkle, turning

his gun stock uppermost ;—“ there.”

“ Anythin’ for a quiet life.’’ said Mr. Weller
;
and on they

went again.
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“ Stop,” said Mr. Pickwick, after they had gone a few yard£

further. *

“ What now 1 ” said Wardle.
“ That gun of Tupman’s is not safe : I know it isn’t,” said Mr.

Pickwick.
“ Eh 1 What ! not safe ? ” said Mr. Tupman, in a tone of

great alarm.

“Not as you are carrying it,” said Pickwick. “I am
very sorry to make any further objection, but I ^aiinot consent to

go on, unless you carry it, as Winkle does his.”

“ I think you had better, Sir,” said the long gamekeeper, “ or

you’re quite as likely to lodge the charge in your own vestcoat as

in anybody else’s.”

Mr. Tupman, with the most obliging h.aste, placed his piece in

the position required, and the party moved on again
;

the two

amateurs marching with reversed arms, like a couple of privates

at a royal funeral.

The dogs suddenly came to a dead stop, and the party

advancing stealthily a single pace, stopped too.

“What’s the matter with the dogs’ legs?” whispered Mr.

Winkle. “ How queer they’re standing.”
“ Hush, can’t you 1

” replied Wardle, softly. “ Don’t you see,

they’re making a point 1
”

“ Making a point !
” said Mr. Winkle, staring about him, as if

he expected to discover some particular beauty in tlie landscape,

which the sagacious animals were calling special attention to.

“Making a point ! What are they pointing at ] ”

“ Keep your eyes open,” said Wardle, not heeding the question

in the excitement of the moment. “Now then.”

There was a sharp whirring noise, that made Mr. Winkle start

back as if he had been shot himself. Bang, bang^ wTut a couple

of guns ;—the smoke swept auickly away over the field, and curled

into the air.

“ Where are they 1
” said Mr. Winkle, in a state of the highest

excitement, turning round and round in all directions. “Where
are theyl Tell me when to fire. Where are they—where are

they 1
”

“ Where are they !
” sUid Wardle, taking up a brace of birds

which the dogs had deposited at his feet. “ Where are they

!

why, here they are.”

“No, no; I mean the others,” said the bewildered Winkle.
“ Far enough off, by this time,” replied Wardle, coolly reloading

his gun.

“We shall very likely be up with another covey in fivt
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minutes,” said the long gamekeeper. ** If the gentleman begins

to fije now, perhaps he^ll just get the shot out of the barrel by

the time they rise.”

Ha ! ha ! ha !” roared Mr. Weller.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, compassionating his follower's

confusion and embarrassment.
“ Sir.”

“ Don’t laugh.”

“Certainly not, Sir.” So, by way of indemnification, Mr.

Weller contorted his features from behind the wheelbarrow, for

the exclusive amusement of the boy with the leggings, who
thereupon burst into a boisterous laugh, and was summarily cuffed

by the long gamekeeper, who wanted a pretext for turning round,

to hide his own merriment.
“ Bravo, old fellow !

” said Wardle to Mr. Tupman
;

“ you

fired that time, at all events.”

“ Oh yes,” replied Mr. Tupman, with conscious pride. “ I let

it off.”

“Well done. You’ll hit something next time, if you look

sharp. Very easy, ain’t it 1
”

“Yes, it’s very easy,” said Mr. Tupman. “How it hurts one's

shoulder, though. It nearly knocked me backwards. I had no

idea these small fire-arms kicked so.”

“Ah,” said the old gentleman, smiling; “you’ll get used to

it, in time. Now then—all ready—all right with the barrow

there 1
”

“All right. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.
“ Come along then.”

“ Hold hard, Sir,” said Sam, raising the barrow.

“Aye, aye,” replied Mr. Pickwick; and on tljcy went, as

briskly as need be. •

“Keep that barrow back now,” cried Wardle, when it had

been hoisted over a stile into another field, and IMr. Pickwick

had been deposited in it once more.

“All right, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, pausing.

“Now Winkle,” said the old gentleman, “follow me softly,

and don’t be too late tliis time.”

“ Never fear,” said Mr. Winkle. “ Are they pointing 1”

“No, no; not now. Quietly now, quietly.” On they crept,

and very quietly they would have advanced, if Mr. Winkle, in the

performance of some very intricate evolutions with his gun, had

not accidentally fired, at the most critical moment, over the boy’s

head, exactly in the very spot where the tall man’s brain would

have been, had he been there instead.
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“ Why, what on earth did you do that for 1 ” said old Wardla
as the birds flew unharmed away. ^

“ I never saw such a gun in my life,” replied poor Winklo
looking at the lock, as if that would do any good. “ It goes olf,

of its own accord. It will do it.”

“ Will do it !
” echoed Wardle, with something of irritation in

his manner. “ I wish it would kill something of its own accord.”
“ It’ll do that afore long, Sir,” observed the tall man, in a low,

prophetic voice.

“ What do you mean by that observation. Sir 1 ” inquired Mr.
Winkle, angrily.

“ Never mind. Sir—never mind,” replied the long gamekeeper

;

—“I’ve no family myself, Sir; and this here boy’s mother will

get something handsome from Sir Geoffrey, if he’s killed on his

land. Load again, Sir—load again.”

“ Take away his gun,” cried Mr. Pickwick from the barrow,

horror-stricken at the long man’s dark insinuations. “ Take away
his gun, do you hear, somebody ?

”

Nobody, however, volunteered to obey the command
;
and Mr.

Winkle, after darting a rebellious glance at Mr. Pickwick, reloaded

his gun, and proceeded onwards with the rest.

We are bound, on the authority of Mr. Pickwick, to state, that

Mr. Tupman’s mode of proceeding evinced far more of pnidence

and deliberation, than that adopted by Mr. Winkle. Still, this

by no means detracts from the great authority of the latter gentle-

man, on all matters connected with the field
;
because, as Mr.

Pickwick beautifully observes, it has somehow or other happened,

from time immemorial, that many of the best and ablest

philosophers, who have been perfect lights of science in matters

of theory, have been wholly unable to reduce them to i^ractico.

Mr. Tupman’s process, like many of our most, sublimo dis-

coveries, was extremely simide. With the quickness and pene-

tration of a man of genius, he had at once observed that the two

great points to be attained were—first, to discharge his piece

without injury to himself, and, secondly, to do so, without danger

to the by-standers ;—obviously, the best thing to do, after sur-

mounting the difficulty of firing at all, was to shut his eyes firmly,

and fire into the air.
*

On one occasion, after performing this feat, Mr. Tupman, on

opening his eyes, beheld a plump partridge in the very act of

falling wounded to the ground. He was just on the point of

congratulating Wardle on his invariable success, when that

gentleman a(lvanced towards him. and grasped him warmly by

the hand.
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‘*Tupman/’ said the old gentleman, '*you singled out that

paAicular bird ?
”

“No,” said Mr. Tupman—“no.”

“You did,” said Wardle. “ 1 saw you do it—I observed you

pick him out—I noticed you, as you raised your piece to take

aim
;
and I will say this, that the best shot in existence could

not have done it more beautifully. You are an older hand at

this, than I thought you, Tupman;—you have been out before.”

It was in vain for Mr. Tupman to protest, with a smile of

self-denial, that he never had. The very smile was taken as

evidence to the contrary
;
and from that time forth, his reputation

was established. It is not the only reputation that has been

acquired as easily, nor arc such fortunate circumstances confined to

partridge-shooting.

Meanwhile, Mr. Winkle flashed, and blazed, and smoked away,

without producing any material results worthy of being noted

down; sometimes expending his charge in mid-air, and at others

sending it skimming along so near the surface of the ground, as to

place the lives of the two dogs on a rather uncertain and precarious

tenure. As a display of fancy-shooting, it was extremely varied

and curious
;
as an exhibition of firing with any precise object, it

was, upon the whole, perhaps a failure. It is an established axiom,

that “ every buHet has its billet.” If it apply in an equal degree

to shots, those of Mr. Winkle were unfortunate foundlings, deprived

of their natural rights, cast loose upon the world, and billeted

nowhere.
“ Well,” said Wardle, walking up to the side of the barrow,

and wiping the streams of perspiration from his jolly red face
;

“ smoking day, isn't it 1
”

“ It is indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ The sun is tremend-

ously hot, evcfn to me. I don't know how you must feel it.”

“ Why,” said the old gentleman, “ pretty hot. It's past twelve,

though. You see that green hill there?”
“ Certainly.”

“ That's the place where we are to lunch
;
and, by Jove, there’s

the boy with the basket, punctual as clock-work,”

“ So he is,” said Mr. Pickwick, brightening up. “ Good boy,

that. I'll give him a shilling, presently. Now, then, Sam, wheel

away.'*

“ Hold on. Sir,” said Mr. Weller, invigorated with the prospect

of refreshments. “ Out of the vay, young leathers. If you walley

my precious life don’t upset me, as the gen'l'man said to the driver,

when they was a carryin' him to Tyburn.” And quickening his

pace to a sharp run, Mr. Weller wheeled his master nimbly to the
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green hill, shot him dexterously out by the very side of the basket^

and proceeded to unpack it with the utmost dispatch.
“ Weal pie,” said Mr. Weller, soliloquising, as he arranged the

eatables on the grass. “ Wery good thing is a weal pie, when you
know the lady as made it, and is quite sure it an’t kittens

;
and

arter all though, where’s the odds, when they’re so like weal that

the wery piemen themselves don’t know the difference ?
”

“ Don’t they, Sam ?
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Not they. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, touching his hat. “

I

lodged in the same house vith a pieman once, Sir, and a wery nice

man he was—reg’lar clever chap, too—make pies out o’ anything,

he could. * Wliat a number o’ cats you keep, Mr. Brooks,’ says I,

when I’d got intimate with him. ‘Ah,’ says he, ‘I do— a good

many,’ says he. ‘ You must be wery fond o’ cats,’ says I. ‘Other

people is,’ says he, a winkin’ at me
;

‘ they an’t in season till the

winter though,’ says he. ‘ Not in season I
’ says 1. ‘ No,’ says

he, ‘fruits is in, cats is out.’ ‘Why, what do you mean?’ says I.

* Moan ?
’ says he. ‘That I’ll never be a party to the combination

o’ the butchers, to keep up the prices o’ meat,’ says he. ‘Mr.

Weller,’ says he, squeezing my hand wery hard, and vispering in

my ear— ‘don’t mention this here agin, but it’s the seasonin’ as

does it. They’re all made o’ them noble animals,’ says he, a

pointin’ to a wery nice little tabby kitten, ‘ and I seasons ’em for

beef-steak, weal, or kidney, ’cordin’ to the demand
;
and more than

that,’ sa3^3 he, ‘I can make a weal a beef- steak, or a beef-steak a

kidney, or any one on ’em a mutton, at a minute’s notice, just as

the market changes, and appetites wary !

’ ”

“ He must have been a very ingenious young man, that, Sam,”
said Mr. Pickwick, with a slight shudder.

“Just was. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, continuing his occupation

of emptying the biuskct, “ and the pies was beautiful. Tongue
;

well that’s a wery good thing when it an’t a woman’s. Bread

—

knuckle o’ ham, reg’lar picter—cold beef in slices, wery good.

What’s in them stone jars, young touch-and-go ?
”

“ Beer in this one,” replied the boy, taking from his shoulder a

couple of large stone bottles, fastened together by a leathern strap—“ cold punch in t’other.”^

“ And a wery good notion of a lunch it is, take it altogether,”

said Mr. Weller, surveying his arrangement of the repast with

great satisfaction. “ Now, gen’l’men, ‘ fall on,’ as the English said

to the French when they fixed bagginets.”

It needed no second invitation to induce the party to yield full

justice to the meal
;
and as little pressing did it require, to induce

Mr. Weller, the long gamekeeper, and the two boys, to station
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themBelves ou the grasa at a little distance, and do good execution

upon a decent proportion of the viands. An old oak tree afforded

a pleasant shelter to the group, and a rich prospect of arable and

meadow land, intersected with luxuriant hedges, and richly orna-

mented with wood, lay spread out below them.

“This is delightful— thoroughly delightful!” said Mr. Pick-

wick, the skin of whose expressive countenance, was raj)idly peeling

off, with exposure to the sun.

“So it is— so it is, old fellow,” replied Wardle. “Come; a

glass of punch.”
“ With great pleasure,” said Mr. Pickwick

;
and the satisfaction

of his countenance after drinking it, bore testimony to the sincerity

of the rej)ly.

“ Good,” said Mr. Pickwick, smacking his lips. “ Very good.

I’ll take another. Cool
;
very cool. Come, gentlemen,” continued

Mr. Pickwick, still retaining his hold upon the jar, “a toast.

Our friends at Diugley Dell.”

The toast was drunk with loud acclamations.

“ I’ll tell you what I shall do, to get up my shooting again,”

said Mr. Winkle, who wjis eating bread and ham with a pocket-

knife. “ I’ll put a stuffed partridge on the top of a post, and
practise at it, beginning at a short distance, and lengthening it by

dcgreea I understand it’s capital practice.”

“ I know a gen’l’niari. Sir,” said Mr. Weller, “ as did that, and

begun at two yards
;
but he never tried it on agin

;
for he blowed

the bird right clean away at the first fire, and nobody ever seed a

feather on him arterwards.”

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Sir,” rejdied Mr. Weller.

“ Have the goodness to reserve your anecdotes, ’till they are

called for.”

“ Cert’nly, Sir.”

Here ]\Ir. Weller winked the eye which was not concealed by

the beer-can he was raising to his lips, with such exquisite

facetiousness, that the two boys went into spontaneous convul-

sions, and even the long man condescended to smile.

“Well, that certainly is most capital cold punch,” said Mr.

Pickwick, looking earnestly at the ston^ bottle
;
“ and the day is

extremely warm, and—Tupman, my dear friend, a glass of punch 1”

“ With the greatest delight,” replied Mr. Tuprnan
;
and having

drank that glass, Mr. Pickwick took another, just to see whether

there was any orange peel in the punch, because orange peel always

disagreed with him
;
and finding that there was not, Mr. Pickwick

took another glass to the health of their absent friend, and then
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felt himself imperatively called upon to propose another in honour
of the punch-compounder, unknown. '

This constant succession of glasses, produced considerable elFect

upon Mr. Pickwick
; his countenance beamed with the most sunny

smiles, laughter played around his lips, and good-humoured merri-

ment twinkled in his eye. Yielding by degrees to the influence ol

the exciting liquid, rendered more so by the heat, Mr. Piekwick

expressed a strong desire to recollect a song which he had heard

in his infancy, and the attempt proving abox’tive, sought to

stimulate his memory with more glasses of punch, which appeared

to have quite a contrary effect
;

for, from forgetting the words of

the song, he began to forget how to articulate any words at all

;

and finally, after rising to his legs to address the company in

an elo(iuent speech, he fell into the barrow, and fast asleep,

simultaneously.

The basket having been repacked, and it being found perfectly

impossible to awaken Mr. Pickwick from his torpor, some dis-

cussion took place whether it would be better for Mr. Weller to

wheel his master back again, or to leave him where he was, until

they should all be ready to return. The latter course was at

length decided on
;

and as their further expedition was not to

exceed an hour’s duration, and as Mr. Weller begged very hard to

be one of the party, it was determined to leave Mr. Pickwick

asleep in the barrow, and to call for him on their return. So

away they went, leaving Mr. Pickwick snoring most comfortably

in the shade.

That Mr. Pickwick would have continued to snore in the shade

until his friends came back, or, in default thereof, until the shades

of evening had fallen on the landscape, there appears no refuson-

able cause to doubt
;
always supposing that he had been suffered

to remain there, in peace. But he was not suffe.’^ed to remaic

there in peace. And this is what prevented him.

Captain Boldwig was a little fierce man in a stiff black necker

chief and blue surtout, who, when he did condescend to walk

about his property, did it in company with a thick rattan stick

with a brass femile, and a gardener and sub -gardener with meek
faces, to whom (the gardeners, not the stick) Captain Boldwig gave

his orders with all d^je gAindeur and ferocity : for Captain Bold-

wig’s wife’s sister had married a Marquis, and the Captain’s house

was a villa, and his land “ grounds,” and it was all very high, and

mighty, and great.

Mr. Pickwick had not been asleep half an hour, when little

Captain Boldwig, followed by the two gardeners, came striding

along as fast as his size and importance would let him
;
and when
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he came near the oak tree, Captain Boldwi^ paused, and drew a

long breath, and looked at the prospect, as if he thought the

prospect ought to be highly gratified at having him to take notice

of it
;
and then he struck the ground emphatically with his stick,

and summoned the head-gardener.
“ Hunt,” said Captain Boldwig.

“Yes, Sir,” said the gardener.
“ Koll this place to-morrow morning—do you hear. Hunt 1 ”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ And take care that you keep me this place in good order—do

you hear. Hunt 1
”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ And remind me to have a board done about trespassers, and
8]jring guns, and all that sort of thing, to keep the common people

out. Do you hear. Hunt
;
do you hear 1

”

“ I’ll not forget it, Sir.”

“ I beg your pardon. Sir,” said the other man, advancing, with

his hand to his hat.

“ Well, Wilkins, what’s the matter with you ? ” said Captain

Boldwig.

“I beg your pardon, Sir—but I think there have been

trespassers here to-day.”

“ Ha !
” said the Captain, scowling around him.

“Yes, Sir—they have been dining here, I think, Sir.”

“Why, damn their audacity, so they have,” said Captain

Boldwig, as the crumbs and fragments that were strewn upon the

grass, met his eye. “They have actually been devouiing their

food here. I wish I had the vagabonds here I
” said the Captain,

clenching the thick stick.

“ I wish I had the vagabonds hpre,” said the Captain wrathfully.

“ Beg your pardon. Sir,” said Wilkins, “ but
—

”

“ But what 1 Eh 1 ” roared the Captain
;
and following the

timid glance of Wilkins, his eyes encountered the wheelbarrow

and Mr. Pickwick.
“ Who are you, you rascal 1 ” said the Captain, administering

several pokes to Mr. Pickwick’s body with the thick stick. “ What’s

your name 'I
”

“ Cold punch,” murmured Mr. Pickwick, as he sunk to sleep

again.

“ What 1 ” demanded Captain Boldwig.

No reply.

“ What did he say his name was 1 ” asked the Captain.

“ Punch, I think. Sir,” replied Wilkins.

“That’s his impudence—that’s his confounded impudence,”
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said Captain Boldwig. “ He’s only feigning to be asleep now,”

said \he Captain, in a high passion. “ lie's drunk
;
he's a drunken

plebeian. Wheel him away, Wilkins, wheel him away directly.”

“ Where shall I wheel him to, Sir ? ” inquired Wilkins, with

great timidity.

“ Wheel him to the Devil,” replied Captain Boldwig.
“ Very well. Sir,” said Wilkins.
“ Stay,” said the Captain.

Wilkins stopped accordingly.

“ Wheel him,” said the Captain, “ wheel him to the pound

;

and let us see whether he calls himself Punch, when he comes to

himself. He shall not bully me—he shall not bully me. Wheel
him away.”

Away Mr. Pickwick was wheeled in compliance with this im-

perious mandate
;
and the great Captain Boldwig, swelling with

indignation, proceeded on his walk.

Inexpressible was the astonishment of the little party when
they returned, to find that Mr. Pickwick had disappeared, and
taken the wheelbarrow with him. It was the most mysterious

and unaccountable thing that was ever heard of. For a lame man
to have got upon his legs without any previous notice, and walked
oflf, would have been most extraordinary

;
but when it came to his

wheeling a heavy barrow before him, by way of amusement, it

grew positively miraculous. They searched every nook and corner

round, together and separately : they shouted, whistled, laughed,

called—and all with the same result. Mr. Pickwick was not to

be found
;
and after some hours of fruitless search, they arrived

at the unwelcome conclusion, that they must go homo without

him.

Meanwhile Mr. Pickwick had been wheeled to the Pound, and

safely deposited therein, fast asleep in the wheelbarrow, to the

immeasurable delight and satisfaction, not only of all the boys in

the village, but three fourths of the whole population, who had

gathered round in expectation of his waking. If their most in-

tense gratification had been awakened by seeing him wheeled in,

how many hundred-fold was their joy increased when, after a few

indistinct cries of “ Sam !
” he sat up in the barrow, and gazed

with indescribable astonishment on the laces before him.

A general shout was of course the signal of his having woke

up
;
and his involuntary inquiry of “ What's the matter ? ” occa-

sioned another, louder than the first, if possible.

“ Here's a game,” roared the populace.

“ Where am 1 1” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

^'In the Pound,” replied the mob.
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“How came I here? What was I doing? Where was 1

brought from ?
*

“ Boldwig—Captain Boldwig,” was the only reply.

“Let me out,” cried Mr. Pickwick. “Where’s my servant?

Where are my friends ?
”

“ You an’t got no friends. Hurrah !
” And then there came a

turnip, and then a potato, and then an egg, with a few other little

tokens of the playful disposition of the many*hfaded.
How long this scene might have lasted, or iiow much Mr.

Pickwick might have suffered, no one can tell, had not a carriage

which was driving swiftly by, suddenly pulled up, from whence

there descended old Wardle and Sam Weller, the former of whom,
in far less time than it takes to write it, if not to read it, had made
his way to Mr. Pickwick’s side, and placed him in the vehicle, just

as the latter had concluded the third and last roimd of a single

combat with the town-beadle.

“Run to the Justice’s,” cried a dozen voices.

“Ah, run avay,” said Mr. Weller, jumping up on the box.

“Give my compliments—Mr. Veller’s compliments—to the Justice,

and tell him I’ve spoilt his beadle, and that, if he’ll svear in a
new ’un. I’ll come back agin to-morrow and spoil him. Drive on,

old feller,”

“I’U give directions for the commencement of an action for

false imprisonment against this Captain Boldwig, directly I get to

London,” said Mr. Pickwick, as soon as the carriage turned out of

the town.

“We were trespassing, it seems,” said Wardle.
“ I don’t care,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I’ll bring the action.”

“ No, you won’t,” said Wardle.

“I will, by—” but as there was a humorous expression in

Wardle’s face, Mr. Pickwick checked himself, and said—“Why
not ?

”

“Because,” said old Wardle, half-bursting with laughter, “be-

cause they might turn round on some of us, and say we had taken

too much cold punch.”

Do what he would, a smile would come into Mr. Pickwick’s

face
;
the smile extended into a laugh, the laugh into a roar, and

the roar became general. * So, to keep up their good humour, they

stopped at the first road-side tavern they came to, and ordered

a glass of brandy and water all round, with a magnum of extra

strength, for Mr. Samuel Weller.
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CHAPTER XX.

iHOWINO HOW DODSON AND FOGG WERE MEN OF BUSINESS, AND
THEIR CLERKS MEN OF PLEASURE

; AND HOW AN AFFECTING

INTERVIEW TOOK PLACE BETWEEN MR. WELLER AND HIS

LONG-LOST PARENT; SHOWING ALSO, WHAT CHOICE SPIRITS

ASSEMBLED AT THE MAGPIE AND STUMP, AND WHAT A

CAPITAL CHAPTER THE NEXT ONE WILL BE.

In the ground-floor front of a dingy house, at the very furthest

end of PVeeman’s Court, Comhill, sat the four clerks of Messrs.

Dodson and Fogg, two of His Majesty’s Attorneys of the Courts of

King’s Bench and Common Pleas at Westminster, and solicitors

of the High Court of Chancery : the aforesaid clerks catching about

as favourable glimpses of Heaven’s light and Heaven’s sun, in the

course of their daily labours, as a man might hope to do, were he

placed at the bottom of a reasonably deep well
;
and without the

opportunity of perceiving the stars in the day-time, which the

latter secluded situation affords.

The clerks’ office of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg was a dark,

mouldy, earthy-smelling room, with a high wainscotted partition

to screen the clerks from the vulgar gaze : a couple of old wooden
chairs, a very loud-ticking clock, an almanack, an umbrella-stand,

a row of hat pegs, and a few shelves, on which were deposited

several ticketed bundles of dirty papers, some old deal boxes with

paper labels, and sundry decayed stone ink bottles of various

shapes and sizes. There was a glass door leading into the passage

which formed the entrance to the court, and on the outer side of

this glass door, Mr. Pickwick, closely followed by Sam Weller,

presented himself on the Friday morning succeeding the occurrence,

of which a faithful narration is given in the last chapter.

“ Come in, can’t you,” cried a voice from behind the partition,

in reply to Mr. Pickwick’s gentle tap at the door. And Mr.

Pickwick and Sam entered accordingly.

“Mr. Dodson or Mr. Fogg at home. Sir?” inquired Mr. Pick-

wick, gently, advancing, hat in hand, towards the partition.

“ Mr. Dodson ain’t at home, and Mr. Fogg’s particularly en-

gaged,” replied the voice
;
and at the same time the head to which

the voice belonged, with a pen beliind its ear, looked over the

partition, and at Mr. Pickwick.

It was a ragged head, the sandy hair of which, scrupulously
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parted on one side, and flattened down with pomatum, was twisted

into little semi-circular tails round a flat face ornamented with a

pair of small eyes, and garnished with a very dirty shirt-collar, and

a rusty black stock.

“Mr. Dodson ain’t at home, and Mr. Fogg’s particularly

engaged,” said the man to whom the head belonged.
“ When will Mr. Dodson be back, Sii ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Can’t say.”

“ Will it be long before Mr. Fogg is disengaged, Sir 1
”

“ Don’t know.”

Here the man proceeded to mend his pen with great delibera-

tion, while another clerk, who was mixing a Seidlitz powder, under

cover of the lid of his desk, laughed approvingly.
“ I think I’ll wait,” said Mr. Pickwick. There was no reply

;

so Mr. Pickwick sat down unbidden, and listened to the loud tick-

ing of the clock and the murmured conversation of the clerks.

“ That was a game, wasn’t it 1” said one of the gentlemen, in

a brown coat and brass buttons, inky drabs, and bluchers, at the

conclusion of some inaudible relation of his previous evening’s

adventures.

“ Devilish good—devilish good,” said the Seidlitz-powder man.

“Tom Cummins was in the chair,” said the man with the

brown coat ; “It was half-past four when I got to Somers Town,

and then I was so precious drunk, that I couldn’t find the place

where the latch-key went in, and was obliged to knock up the old

’ooman. I say, I wonder what old Fogg ’ud say, if he knew it.

I should get the sack, I s’pose—eh 1
”

At this humorous notion, all the clerks laughed in concert.

“ There was such a game with Fogg here, this mornin’,” said

the man in the brown coat, “while Jack was up stairs sorting

the papers, and you two were gone to the Btamp-of£ce. Fogg was

down here opening the letters, when that chap as we issued the

writ against at Camberwell, you know, came in—what’s his name
again ?

”

“ Ramsey,” said the clerk who had spoken to Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah, Ramsey- -a precious seedy-looking customer. ‘Well,

Sir,’ says old Fogg, looking at him very fierce—you know his way—‘well, Sir, have you come to settle?’ ‘Yes, I have. Sir,’ said

Ramsey, putting his hand in his pocket, and bringing out the

money, ‘ the debt’s two pound ten, and the costs three pound five,

and here it is. Sir
;

’ and he sighed like bricks, as he lugged out

the money, done up in a bit of blotting-paper. Old Fogg looked

first at the money, and then at him, and then he coughed in his

rum way, so that I knew something was comi^. ‘ You don’t
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know there’s a declaration filed, which increases the costs materially,

I sufiposer said Fogg. ‘You don’t say that, Sir,’ said Ramsey,
starting back; ‘the time was only out, last night. Sir.’ ‘I do

say it, though,’ said Fogg, ‘ my clerk’s just gone to file it. Hasn’t

Mr. Jackson gone to file that declaration in Bullman and Ramsey,
Mr. Wicks ?

’ Of course I said yes, and then Fogg coughed again,

and looked at Ramsey. ‘ My God 1
’ said Ramsey

;
‘ and here have

I nearly driven myself mad, scraping this money together, and all

to no purpose.’ ‘None at all,* said Fogg, coolly; ‘so you had

better go back and scrape some more together, and bring it here

in time.’ ‘ I can’t get it, by God,’ said Ramsey, striking the desk

with his fist. ‘Don’t bully me. Sir,’ said Fogg, getting into a

passion on purpose. ‘ I am not bullying you. Sir,’ said Ramsey.
‘You are,’ said Fogg; ‘get out. Sir; get out of this office, Sir,

and come back. Sir, when you know how to behave yourself.’

Well, Ramsey tried to speak, but Fogg wouldn’t let him, so he

put the money in his pocket, and sneaked out. The door was
scarcely shut, when old Fogg turned round to me, with a sweet

smile on his face, and drew the declaration out of his coat pocket.

‘ Here, Wicks,’ says Fogg, ‘ take a cab, and go down to the Temple

as quick as you can, and file that. The costs are quite safe, for

he’s a steady man with a Jarge family, at a salary of five-and-

twenty shillings a week, and if he gives us a warrant of attorney,

as he must in the end, I know his employers will see it paid
;
so

we may as well get all we can out of him, Mr. -Wicks
;

it’s a

Christian act to do it, Mr. Wicks, for with his large family and

small income, he’ll be all the better for a good lesson against get-

ting into debt,—won’t he, Mr, Wicks, won’t he 1
’—and he smiled

so goodnaturedly as he went away, that it was delightful to see

him. He is a capital man of business,” said Wicks, in a tone of

the deepest admiration, “ capital, isn’t he ]
”

The other three cordially subscribed to this opinion, and the

anecdote afforded the most unlimited satisfaction.

“Nice men these here, Sir,” whispered Mr. Weller to his

master; “wery nice notion of fun they has. Sir.”

Mr. Pickwick nodded assent, and coughed to attract the atten-

tion of the young gentlemen behind the partition, who, having

now relaxed their minds by a little conversation among themselves,

condescended to take some notice of the stranger.

“I wonder whether Fogg’s disengaged now ?”said Jackson.

“I’ll see,” said Wicks, dismounting leisurely from his stool

“ What name shall I tell Mr. Fogg ?
”

“ Pickwick,” replied the illustrious subject of these memoirs.

Mr. Jackson departed up stairs on his errand, and immediately
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returned with a message that Mr. Fogg would see Mr. Pickwick

in fi^e minutes
;
and having delivered it, retur^ied again to his

desk.

“ What did he say his name was 1 ” whispered Wicks.

“Pickwick,” replied Jackson
j

“it’s the defendant in Bardell

and Pickwick.”

A sudden scraping of feet, mingled with the sound of suppressed

laughter, was heard from behind the partition.

“ They're a twiggin’ you, Sir,” whispered Mr. Weller.
“ Twigging me, Sam !

” replied Mr. Pickwick ;
“ what do you

mean by twigging me 1 ”

Mr. Weller replied by pointing with his thumb over his shoulder

:

and Mr. Pickwick, on looking up, became sensible of the pleasing

fact, that all the four clerks, with countenances expressive of the

utmost amusement, and their heads thrust over the wooden screen,

were minutely inspecting the figure and general appearance of the

supposed trifler with female hearts, and disturber of female happi-

ness. On his looking up, the row of heads suddenly disappeared,

and the sound of pens travelling at a furious rate over paper, im-

mediately succeeded.

A sudden ring at the bell which hung in the office, summoned
Mr. Jackson to the apartment of Fogg, from whence he came back

to say that he (Fogg) was ready to see Mr. Pickwick if he would

step up stairs.

Up stairs Mr. Pickwick did step accordingly, leaving Sam
Weller below. The room door of the one-pair back, bore inscribed

in legible characters the imposing words “ Mr. Fogg
;
” and, having

tapped thereat, and been desired to come in, Jackson ushered Mr.

Pickwick into the presence.

“ Is Mr. Dodson in t
” inquired Mr. Fogg.

“Just come in, Sir,” replied Jackson.

“Ask him to step here.”

“Yes, Sir.” Exit Jackson.

“ Take a seat. Sir,” said Fogg
;
“ there is the paper, Sir : my

partner will be here directly, and we can converse about this

matter, Sir.”

Mr. Pickwick took a seat and the papef, but, instead of reading

the latter, peeped over the top of it, and took a survey of the man
of business, who was an elderly pimply-faced, vegetable-diet sort of

man, in a black coat, dark mixture trousers, and small black

gaiters
;
a kind of being who seemed to be an essential part of the

desk at which he was writing, and to have about as much thought

or feeling.

After a few minutes' silenco, Mr. Dodson, a plump, portly, stem*
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looking man, with a loud voice, appeared : and the conversatioii

commenced.
“ This is Me. Pickwick,” said Fogg.
“ Ah ! You are the defendant, Sir, in Bardell and Pickwick?"

said Dodson.
“ I am, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Well, Sir,” said Dodson, “and what do you propose?”

“Ah!” said Fogg, thrusting his haiifls into bis trousers’

pockets, and throwing himself back in his chair, “ what do you

propose, Mr. Pickwick?”

“Hush, Fogg,” said Dodson, “let me hear what Mr. Pickwick

has to say.”

“ I came, gentlemen,” replied Mr. Pickwick,—gazing placidly

on the two partners,—“ I came here, gentlemen, to express the

surprise with which I received your letter of the other day, and to

inquire what grounds of action you can have against me.”

“Grounds of”—Fogg had ejaculated thus much, when he was

stopped by Dodson.
“ J\Ir. Fogg,” said Dodson, “ I am going to speak.”

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Dodson,” said Fogg.
“ For the grounds of action. Sir,” continued Dodson, with moral

elevation in his air, “you will consult your own conscience and

your own feelings. We, Sir, we, are guided entirely by the state-

ment of our client. That statement. Sir, may be true, or it may
be false

;
it may be credible, or it may be incredible

;
but, if it be

true, and if it be credible, I do not hesitate to say, Sir, that our

grounds of action. Sir, are strong, and not to be shaken. You
may be an unfortunate man. Sir, or you may be a designing one

;

but if I were called upon as a juiyman upon my oath. Sir, to

express an opinion of your conduct, Sir, I do not hesitate to assert

that I should have but one opinion about it.” ll(ere Dodson drew

himself up, with an air of odended virtue, and looked at Fogg,

who thrust his hands further in his pockets, and, nodding his

head sagely, said, in a tone of the fullest concurrence, “Most
certainly.”

“ Well, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, with considerable pain depicted

in his countenance, “ you will permit me to assure you, that I am
a most unfortunate man, so far as this case is concerned.”

“I hope you are, Sir,” replied Dodson; “I trust you may be,

Sir. If you are really innocent of what is laid to your charge, you

are more unfortunate than I had believed any man could possibly

be. What do y(m say, Mr. Fogg ?
”

•* 1 say precisely what you say,” replied Fogg, with a smile of

incredulity.
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•‘The writ, Sir, which commences the action," continued Dodson,
'* wfi^ issued regularly. Mr. Fogg, where is the prcecipe book 1

”

“ Here it is,” said Fogg, handing over a square book, with a

parchment cover.

“Here is the entry,” resumed Dodson. “‘Middlesex, Capias

Martha Hardell^ widow

^

v. Samuel Pickwick. Damages, JE1500.

Jjodson and Fogg for the plaintiff, Aug. 28, 1827.' All regular,

Sir
;

perfectly.” And Dodson coughed and looked at Fogg, who
said “Perfectly,” also. And then they both looked i\t ]\lr.

Pickwick.
“ 1 am to understand, then,” said Mr. I’ickwick, “ that it really

is your intention to proceed with this action 1 ”

“UuUerstand, Sir !—that you certainly may,” reidied Dodson,

v/iih something as near a smile iis his importance would allow.

“And that the damages are actually laid at fifteen hundred

pounds?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ To which understanding you miiy add my as.surance, that if

we could have prevailed upon our client, they would have been

laid at trelde the amount, Sir :
” replied Dodson.

“ I believe Mrs, Bardell specially said, however,” observed

Fogg, glancing at Dodson, “ that she would not compromise for a

farthing less.”

“ Unquestionably,” replied Dodson, sternly. For the action

was only just begun
;
and it wouldn't liave done to let Mr. Pick-

wick compromise it then, even if he had been so disposed.

“ As you oiler no terms, Sir,” said Dodson, displaying a slip of

parchment in his right hand, and affectionately pressing a paper

copy of it, on I\Ir. Pickwick with his left, “ I had better serve you

with a copy of tliis writ. Sir. Here is the original, Sir.”

“ Very well, gentlemen, very wejl,” said Mr. Pickwicik, rising in

I)crson and wrath at the same time; “you sh.*)!! hear from my
solicitor, gentlemen,”

“We shall be very happy to do so,” said Fogg, rubbing his

hands.
“ Very,” said Dodson, opening the door.

“And before I go, gentlemen,” said the excited Mr. Pickwick,

turning round on the landing, “ permit uje to say, that of all the

disgraceful and rascally proceedings—

”

“ Stay, Sir, stay,” interposed Dodson, with great politeness.

“ Mr. Jackson—Mr. Wicks.”
“ Sir,” said the two clerks, appearing at the bottom of the stairs.

“ I just want you to hear what this gentleman says,” replied

Dodson. “ Pray, go on. Sir—disgraceful and rascally proceedings,

I think you said.”

K
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“ I did,” said Mr. Pickwick, thoroughly roused. “ J said, Sir,

that of all the disgraceful and rascally proceedings that ever were

attempted, this is the most so. I repeat it. Sir.”

“ You hear that, Mr. Wicks ? ” said Dodson.

“You won^t forget these expressions, Mr. Jackson 1 ” said Fogg.
“ Perhaps you would like to call us swindlers, Sir,” said

Dodson. “Pray do, Sir, if you feel disposed—now pray do. Sir.”

“I do,” said Mr. Pickwick. “You arc swindlers.”

“Very good,” said Dodson. “You can hear down there, I

hope, ]\Ir. Wicks.”
“ Oh yes, Sir,” said Wicks.

“You had better come up a step or two higher, if you can’t,”

added Mr. Fogg.

“Go on. Sir; do go on. You had better call us thieves, Sir;

or pci haps you would like to assault one of us. Pray do it. Sir, if

you would
;
we will not make the smallest resistance. Pray do

it. Sir.”

As Fogg put himself very temptingly within the reach of Mr.

Pickwick’s clenched fist, there is little doubt that that gentleman

would have comi)lied with his earnest entreaty, but for the inter-

position of Sam, who, hearing the dispute, emerged from the oHice,

mounted the stairs, and seized his master by the arm.

“You just come avay,” said Mr. Weller. “Dattledore and

shuttlecock’s a wery good game, vhen you an’t the shuttlecock and

two lawyers the battledores, in vich case it gets too excitin’ to

be pleasant. Come avay. Sir. If you want to ease your mind

by blowing up somebody, come out into the court and blow up

me
;
but it’s rayther too expensive wmrk to be carried on here.”

And without the slightest ceremony, Mr. Weller hauled his

master down the stairs, and down the court, and having safely

deposited him in Cornhill, fell behind, prepared t& follow whither-

soever he should lead.

Mr. Pickwick walked on abstractedly, crossed opposite the

Mansion House, and bent his steps up Chcapside. Sam began to

wonder where they were going, when his master turned round, and

said

—

“ Sam, 1 will go immediately to Mr. Perkcr’s.”

“ That’s jiLst exactly the wery place vero you ought to have

gone last night,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ I think it is, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ I know it is,” said Mr. Weller.

“Well, well, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “we will go there at

once, but first, as I have been rather ruffled, I should like a glass

of brandy and water warm, Sam. Where can I have it, Sam ?
”
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Mr. Weller’s knowledge of London was extrusive and peculiar.

He relied, without the slightest consideration

—

“ Second court on the right hand side—last house but vun on

the same side the vay—take the box as stands in the first fire-

place, ’cos there an’t no leg in the middle o’ the table, vhich all

the others has, and it’s wery inconweiiient.”

Mr. Pickwick observed his valet’s directions implicitly, and

bidding Sam follow him, entered the tavern he had pointed out,

where the hot brandy and water was speedily placed before him

;

while Mr. Weller, seated at a respectful distance, though at the

same table with his master, was accommodated with a pint of

porter.

The room was one of a very homely description, and was
apparently under the especial patronage of stage coaclimen : for

several gentlemen, who had all the appearance of belonging to that

learned profession, were drinking and smoking in the different

boxes. Among the number was one stout, red-faced, elderly man
in particular, seated in an opposite box, who attracted Mr. Pick-

wick’s attention. The stout man was smoking with great vehe-

mence, but between every half-<lozcn puffs, he took his pipe from

his mouth, and looked first at Mr. Weller and then at Mr. Pickwick.

Then he would bury in a quart-pot, as much of his countenance

as the dimensions of the quart-pot admitted of its receiving, and

take another look at Sam and Mr. Pickwick. Then he would

take another half-dozen puffs with an air of profound meditation,

and look at them again. And at hist the stout man, putting up his

legs on the seat, and leaning his back against the wall, began to

puff at his pipe without leaving off at all, and to stare through the

smoke at tlie new comers, as if he had made up his mind to see

tlio most he could of them.

At first tha evolutions of the stout man had escaped Mr.

Weller’s observation, but by degrees as he saw Mr. Pickwick’s

eyes every now and then turning towards him, he began to gaze in

the same direction, at the same time shading his eyes with his

hand, as if he partially recognised the object before him, and

wished to make quite sure of its identity. His doubts were

speedily dispelled, however; for the stout man having blown a

thick cloud from his pipe, a hoarse voice* like some strange effort

of ventriloquism, emerged from beneath the capacious shawls which

muffled his throat and chest, and slowly uttered these sounds

—

“Vy, Sammy.”
“ Who’s that, Sam ?

” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Why, I wouldn’t ha’ believed it. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller,

with astonished eyes. “ It’s the old ’un.”
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“Old one,” said Mr. Pickwick. “What old one?”
“ ]\Iy father, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “ How are yoii, my

ancient?” And with this beautiful ebullition of filial affection,

Mr. Weller, made room on the seat beside him, for the stout

man, who advanced pipe in mouth and pot in hand, to greet

him.
“ Vy, Sammy,” said the father, “I han’t seen you, for two years

and better.”

“Nor more you have, old codger,” replied tI:o son. “ Ho^
mother in law ?

”

“Vy, I’ll tell you what, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, senior, with

mucli solemnity in his maimer
;
“ there never was a nicer woman

as a widdcr, than that ’ere second wentur o’ mine— a sweet cretur

she w.'us, Sammy
;
and all I can say on her now, is, that as she

was such an uncommon pleasant widder, it’s a great pity she ever

changed her condition. She don’t act as a vlfe, Sammy.”
“Don’t she, though?” inquired JMr. Weller junior.

The elder Mr. Weller shook his head, as he replied with a

sigh, “ I’ve done it once too often, Sammy
;

I’ve done it once too

often. Take example by your father, my boy, and be wery careful

o’ widdera all your life, specially if they’ve kept a j)ublic house,

Sammy
;
” and having delivered this parental advice with great

pathos, Mr. Weller senior re-filled his pipe from a tin box he

carried in his pocket : and, lighting his fresh pipe from the ashes

of the old one, commenced smoking at a great rate.

“ Beg your pardon. Sir,” he said, renewing the subject, and

addressing Mr. Pickwick, after a considerable pause, “nothin’

personal, I hope. Sir; I hope you han’t got a widder, Sir.”

“Not I,” replied Mr. Pickwick, laughing; and while Mr. Pick-

wick laughed, Sam Weller infonned his parent in a whisper, of the

relation in which he stood towards that gentleman.*

“ Beg your pardon. Sir,” s‘dd Mr. Weller, senior, taking off his

hat, “ I hope you’ve no fault to find with Sammy, Sir.”

“None whatever,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Wery glad to liear it. Sir,” replied the old man; “I took a

good deal o’ pains with his eddication. Sir; let him run in the

streets when he was wery young, and shift for his-self. It’s the

only way to make a boy sharp. Sir.”

“Rather a dangerous process, I should imagine,” said Mr.

Pickwick, with a smile.

“ And not a wery sure one, neither,” added Mr. Weller
;
“ I got

reglarly done the otlier day.”
“ No !

” said the father.

“ I did,” said the son
;
and he proceeded to relate in as few
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words as possible, how he had fallen a ready dupe to the stratagems

jf J(fb Trotter.

Mr. Weller senior listened to the tale with the most profound

attention, and, at its termination, said

—

“ Worn't one o^ these chaps slim and tall, with long hair, and

the gift o' the gab wery gallopin'l”

Mr. Pickwick did not quite understand the last item of

description, but, comprehending the first, said “Yes,” at a

venture.

“ T’other's a black-haired chap in mulberry livery, with a Avery

large head 'I
”

“Yes, yes, he is,” said Mr. Pickwick and Sam, with great

earnestness.

“Then I know where they are, and that's all about it,” said

Mr. Weller
j
“they’re at Ipswdeh, safe enough, them two.”

“No !
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Fact,” said Mr. Weller, “and I’ll t(dl you how I know it.

I work an Ipswich coach now and then for a friend o' mine. I

worked down the wery day arter the night as you caught the

rheumatiz, and at the Black Boy at Chelmsford— the wery place

they’d ooinc to—I took ’em up, right through to Ipswich, where

the man .servant— him in the mulberries— told me they was a

guin’ to put uf) for a long time.”

“ I'll follow him,” said Mr. Pickwick
;

“ we may as well see

Ipswich as any other place. I'll follow l\im.”

“ You're quite certain it was them, governor 1
” inquired Mr.

Weller, junior.

“Quite, Sammy, quite,” replied his fiithcr, “for their appear-

ance is wery sing’ler; besides that 'ere, I wondered to see the

geii'lin’n so familiar with his servapt
;
and, more than that, as they

sat in front, ri^it behind the box, I heard 'em laughing, and say-

ing hoAv they’d done old Fireworks,”
“ Old who ? ” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Old Fireworks, Sir, by which, I’ve no doubt, they meant

you, Sir.”

There is nothing positively vile or atrocious in the appellation

of “old Fireworks,” but still it is by no moans a respectful or

Mattering designation. The recollection of all the wrongs he had

3iistainc(i at Jingle’s hands, had crowded on Mr. Pickwick's mind,

the moment Mr. Weller began to speak : it wanted but a feather

to turn the scale, and “ old Fireworks ” did it.

“ I'll follow him,” said Mr. Pickwick, with an emphatic blow

on the table.

“ I shall work down to Ipswich the day arter to-morrow, Sir,^'
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said Mr. Weller the elder, “from the Bull in Whitechapel; and

if you really mean to go, you^d better go with me/^ ^

“ So we had,” said Mr. Pickwick
;

“ very true
;

I can write to

Bury, and tell them to meet me at Ipswich. We will go "with

you. But don’t hurry away, Mr. Weller; won’t you take any-

thing 1 ”

“ You’re wery good, Sir,” replied Mr. W., stopping short

—

“ perhaps a small glass of brandy to drini your health, and suc-

cess to Sammy, Sir, wouldn’t be amiss.”

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ A glass of brandy

here.”

The brandy was broiiglit : and Mr. Weller, after pulling his

hair to Mr. Pickwick, and nodding to Sam, jerked it down his

capacious throat as if it had been a small thimble-full.

“Well done, father,” said Sam, “take care, old fellow, or you’ll

have a touch of your old complaint, the gout.”

“ I’ve found a sov’rin’ cure for that, Sammy,” replied Mr.

Weller, setting dow’n the glass.

“A sovereign cure for the gout,” said ]\Ir. Pickwick, hastily

producing his note-book, “what is itP’
“ The gout, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, “ the gout is a comj)laint

as arises from too much ease and comfort. If ever you’re attacked

with the gout, Sir, jist you marry a widder as has got a good loud

woice, with a decent notion of usin’ it, and you’ll never have the

gout agin. It’s a capital prescription, Sir. I takes it reg’kir, and

I can warrant it to drive away any illness as is caused by too much
jollity.” llaVing imparted this valuable secret, Mr. Y^dlcr drained

his glass once more, produced a laboured wink, sighed deeply, and

slowly retired.

“Well, w’hat do you think of what your father says, Sam?”
inquired Mr. Pickwick, wdih a smile.

“Think, Sir!” replied M '. Weller; “why, I think he’s the

wictini o’ connubiality, as Blue Beard’s domestic chaplain said,

with a tear of pity, ven he buried him.”

There was no replying to this very apposite conclusion, and,

therefore, Mr. Pickwick, after settling the reckoning, resumed his

walk to Gray’s Inn. By the time he reached its secluded groves,

however, eight o’clock Had struck, and the unbroken stream of

gentlemen in muddy high-low^s, soiled white hats, and rusty apparel,

who were pouring towards the different avenues of egress, warned

him that the majority of the offices had closed for that day.

After climbing two pairs of steep and dirty stairs, he found his

anticipations were realised. Mr. Perker’s “ outer door ” was closed
;

and the dead silence which followed Mr. Weller’s repeated kicks
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thereat, announced that the officials had rctirtd from business for

the iflght.

“ This is pleasant, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick
;
“ I shouldn’t lose

in hour in seeing him
;

I shall not be able to get one wink of sleep

to-night, I know, unless I have the satisfaction of reflecting that I

have confided this matter to a professional man.”
“ Here’s an old ’ooman cornin’ up stairs. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller

;

“ p’raps she knows where we can find somebody. Hallo, old lady,

vere’s Mr. Perker’s people ?
”

“ Mr. Perker’s people,” said a thin, miserable-looking old woman,
stopping to recover breath after the ascent of the staircase, “Mr.
Porker’s people’s gone, and I’m a goin’ to do the office ont.”

“Are you Mr. Perker’s scrvaiit?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ I am Mr. Perker’a laundress,” replied the old woman.
“Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, half aside to Sam, “it’s a curious

circumstance, Sam, that they call the old women in these inns,

laundresses. I wonder what’s that for.”
“ ’Cos they has a mortal awersion to washing anythin’, I sup-

pose, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.
“ I shouldn’t wonder,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking at the old

woman, whose appearance as well as the condition of the office,

v/)]ich she had by this time opened, indicated a rooted antipathy

to the application of soap and water
;
“ do you know where I can

find Mr. Perker, my good woman ?
”

“No I don’t,” replied the old woman, grufily
;

“he’s out o’

town now.”
“ That’s unfortunate,” said Mr. Pickwick

;

“ where’s his clerk

—do you know ?
”

“ Yes, I know where he is, but he wouldn’t thank me for telling

you,” replied the laundress.
,

“I have very particular business with him,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Won’t it do in the morning?” said the woman.
“Not so well,” replied Mr. PickAvick.

“ Well,” said the old woman, “ if it was anytJiing very particular,

I was to say Avhere he was, so I sui)po8e there’s no harm in telling.

If you just go to the Magpie and Stump, and ask at the bar for

IMr. Lowten, they’ll show you in to him, and he’s Mr. Perker’s

clerk.”

With this direction, and having been furthermore informed that

the hostelry in question was situated in a court, happy in the

double advantage of being in the vicinity of Clare Market, and

closely approximating to the back of New Inn, Mr. Pickwick and

Sam descended the ricketty staircase in safety, and issued forth in

quest of the Magpie and Stump.
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This favoured tavern, sacred to the evening orgies of Mr.
Lowten and his companions, wtis what ordinary people would
designate a public -house. That the landlord was a man of a

money-making turn, was sufficiently testified by the fact of a

small bulk-head beneath the ta{>room window, in size and shape

not unlike a sedan-chair, being underlet to a mender of shoes :

and that he was a being of a philanthinpic mind, was evident from

the protection afforded to a pie -man, who vended his delicacies

without fear of interruption, on the very door-sti.p. In the lower

windows, whieli wore decorated with curtains of a saffron hue,

dangled two oi- three printed cards, bearing reference to Devon-

sliire cyder and Dantzic spruce, wdiile a large black board,

announcing in white letters to an enlightened public, that there

were 500,000 barrels of double stout in the cellars of the estab-

lishment, left the mind in a state of not unpleasing donlit and

uncertainty, as to the precise direction in the bowels of the earth,

in which tliis mighty cavern might be supposed to extend. When
we add, that the weather-beaten sign-board bore the half-obliterated

8eml)lanc(3 of a magpie intently eyeing a crooked streak of brown
paint, w'hich the neighbours had been taught from infancy to con-

sider as the “ stmim,” we have said all that need be said, of the

exterior of the edifice.

Oil Mr. Pickwick’s presenting himself at the bar, an elderly

female emei-ged from beliiud a screen therein, and presented herself

before him.

“Is i\lr. Lowten here, Ma’am?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes he is, Sir,” replied the landlady. “Here, Charley, show

the gentleman in, to Mr. Lowten.”

“The geii’liii’u can’t go in, just now,” said a shumbliiig pot-boy,

with a red head, “
’cos Mr. Lowten’s a Ringin’ a comic song, and

he’ll put him out. He’ll be done d’rcctly, Sir.”

The red-licadcd poL-boy ' ad scarcely finished speaking, when
a mo.st unanimous hammering of tables, and jingling of glasses,

announced that the song had that instant terminated ; and Mr.

Pickwick, after desiring Sam to solace himself in the tap, suffered

himself to be conducted into the jiresence of Mr. Lowten.

At the announcement of “a gentleman to speak to you. Sir,”

a puffy faced young man who filled the chair at the head of the

table, looked with some surprise in the direction from whence the

voice proceeded : and the surprise seemed to be by no means

diminished, when Lis eyes rested on an individual whom he had

never seen before.

“ I beg your pardon. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ and I am very

sorry to disturb tlie other gentlemen, too, but 1 come on very par
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ticular business
;
and if you will suffer me to detain you at this

end •of the room for five minutes, I shall be very much obliged

to you.”

The puffy-faced young man rose, and drawing a chair close to

Mr. Pickwick in an obscure corner of the room, listened attentively

to his tale of woe.

“Ah,” he said, when Mr. Pickwick had concluded, “Dodson
and Fogg—sharp practice their’s—capital men of business is Dodson
and Fogg, Sir.”

Mr. Pickwick admitted the sharp practice of Dodson and Fogg,

and Lowteii resumed.
“ Perker ain’t in town, and he won’t be neither, before the end

of next week
;
but if you want the action defended, and will leave

the copy with me, I can do all that’s needful ’till he comes back.”
“ That’s exactly what I came here for,” said Mr. Pickwick,

handing over the document. “ If anything particular occurs, you

can write to me at the post-oflice, Ipswich.”
“ That’s all right,” replied Mr. Perker’s clerk

;
and then seeing

Mr. Pickwick’s eye wandering curiously towards the table, he

added, “Will you join us, for half-an-hour or so? We arc capital

company here to-night. There’s Samkin and Green’s managing-

clerk, and Smithers and Price’s chancery, and Pimkin and

Thomas’s out o’ door—sings a capital song, he does—and Jack

Bambcr, and ever so many more. You’re come out of the country,

I suppose. Would you like to join us?”

Mr. Pickwick could not resist so tempting an opi)ortunity of

studying human nature. He suffered himself to be led to the

table, where, after having been introduced to the company in due

form, he was accommodated with a scat near the cliairman, and

called for a glass of his favourite leverage.

A profound* silence, quite contrary to Mr. Pickwick’s expecta-

tion, succeeded.

“You don’t find this sort of thing disagreeable, I hope. Sir ?”

said his right hand neighbour, a gentleman in a checked shirt and

Mosaic studs, with a cigar in his mouth.
“ Not in the least,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “ I like it very much,

although I am no smoker myself.”
^

“ I should be very sorry to say I wasn’t,” interposed another

gentleman on the opposite side of the table. “It’s board and

lodging to me, is smoke.”

Mr. Pickwick glanced at the speaker, and thought that if it

were washing too, it would be all the better.

Here there was another pause. Mr. Pickwdek was a stranger,

and his coming had evidently cast a damp upon the party.

K 2
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“ Mr. Gnmdy’fl going to oblige the company with a song,” said

the chairman. i

“No he ain’t,” said Mr. Grundy.
“ Why not 1 ” said the chairman.
“ Because I can’t,” said Mr. Grundy.
“ You had better say you won’t,” replied the chairman.
“ Well, then, I won’t,” retorted Mr Grundy. ]\Ir. Grundy’s

positive refusal to gratify the company, occa^.ioned another silence.

“ Won’t anybody enliven us 1 ” said the chairmen, despondingly.
“ Wliy don’t you enliven us yourself, Mr. Chairman f

” said a

young man with a whisker, a squint, and an open shirt collar

(dirty) from the bottom of the table.

“ Hear ! hear !
” said the smoking gentleman, in the Mosaic

jewellery.

“Because I only know one song, and I have sung it already,

and it’s a fine of * glasses round ’ to sing the same song twice in a

night,” replied the chairman.

This was an unanswerable reply, and silence prevailed again.

“ I have been to-night, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick, hoping

to start a subject which all the company could take part in dis-

cussing, “I have been to-night in a place which you all know very

well, doubtless, but which I have not been in before, for some
years, and know very little of; I mean Gray’s Inn, gentlemen.

Curious little nooks in a great place, like London, these old

inns are.”

“ By Jove,” said the chairman, whisjiering across the table to

Mr. Pickwick, “you have hit upon something that one of us, at

least, would talk upon for ever. You’ll draw old Jack Bainbcr

nut
;
he was never heard to talk about anything else but the Inns,

and he has lived alone in them, ^till he’s half crazy.”

The individual to whom Lowten alluded, was* a little yellow

high-shouldered man, whose c aiitcnance, from his habit of stooi>-

ing forward when silent, Mr. Pickwick had not observed before.

He wondered though, when the old man raised his shrivelled face,

and bent his bright grey eye upon him, with a keen inquiring look,

that such remarkable features could have escaped his attention for

a moment. There was a fixed grim smile perpetually on his

countenance ;
he leant his chin on a long skinny hand, with nails

of extraordinary length
;
and as he inclined his head to one side,

and looked keenly out from beneath his ragged grey eyebrows,

there was a strange, wild slyness in his leer, quite repulsive to

behold.

This was the figure that now started forward, and burst into

an animated torrent of words. As this chapter has been a long
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one however, and as the old man was a remarkable personage, it

will •be more respectful to him, and more convenient to us, to let

him speak for himself in a fresh one.

CHAPTER XXI

IN WHICH THE OLD MAN LAUNCHES FORTH INTO HIS FAVOURITE

THEME, AND RELATES A STORY ABOUT A QUEER CLIENT.

Aha !
” said the old man, a brief description of whose manner

and appearance concluded the last chapter, Aha ! who was talking

about the Inns ?
”

“ I was, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick— I was observing what
singular old places they are.’*

“ You 1 ” said the old man, contemptuously—“ What do you
know of the time when young men shut themselves up in those

lonely rooms, and read and read, hour after hour, and night after

night, till their reason wandered beneath their midnight studies

;

till their mental powers were exhausted; till morning’s light

brought no freshness or health to them
;
and they sank beneath

the unnatural devotion of their youthful energies to their dry old

books ? Coming down to a later time, and a very different day,

what do you know of the gradual sinking beneath consumption, or

the quick wasting of fever—the grand results of ‘ life ’ and dissipa-

tion—which men have undergone in those same rooms ? How many
vain pleaders for mercy, do you think have turned away heart-sick

from the lawyer’s office, to find a resting-place in the Thames, or a

refuge in the gaol 1 They are nq ordinary houses, those. There

is not a paniiel *in the old waiuscotting, but what, if it were endowed
with the powers of speech and memory, could start from the wall,

and tell its tale of horror—the romance of life, Sir, the romance of

life. Common-place as they may seem now, I tell you they are

strange old places, and I would rather hear many a legend with a

terrific-sounding name, than the true history of one old set of

chambers.”

There was something so odd in the old man’s sudden energy,

and the subject which had called it forth, that Mr. Pickwick was

prepared with no observation in reply
;
and the old man checking

his impetuosity, and resuming the leer, which had disappeared dur-

ing his previous excitement, said

—

** Look at them in another light : their most common-place

emd least romantic : what fine places of slow torture they are.
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Think of the needy man who has spent his all, beggared himselft

and pinched his friends, to enter the profession, which is destined

never to yield a morsel of bread to him. The waiting—the hope

—the disappointment—the fear—the misery—the poverty—the

blight on his hopes, and end to his career—the suicide perhaps, or,

better still, the shabby, slip-shod drunkard. Am I not right about

them, eh ? ” And the old man rubbed Lis hands, and leered as if in

delight at having found another point of view in which to place his

favourite subject.

Mr. Pickwick eyed the old man with great curiosity, and tlie

fcinainder of the company smiled, and looked on in silence.

“ Talk of your German universities,’* said the little old man

—

“ Pooh, pooh ! there’s romance enough at home, without going half

a mile for it
;
only people never think of it.”

“I never thought of the romance of this particular subject

before, certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick, laughing.

“To be sure you didn’t,” said the little old man, “ of course not.

As a friend of mine used to say to me, ‘ What is there in chambers,

in particular!’ ‘Queer old places,* said I. ‘ Not at all,’ said he.

‘ Lonely,’ said I. ‘ Not a bit of it,’ said he. He died one morning

of apoplexy, as he was going to open his outer door. Pell with his

head in his own letter-box, and there he lay for eighteen months.

Every body thought he’d gone out of town.”

“And how was he found at last!” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ The benchers determined to break his door oi)en, as he

hadn’t paid any rent for two years. So they did. Forced the

lock
;
and a very dusty skeleton in a blue coat, black knee-shorts,

and silks, fell forward in the arms of the porter who opened the

door. Queer, that. Riither, perhaps
;

rathtir, eh ! ” And the

little old man put his head more^ on one side, and rubbed his hands

with unsj:)eakable glee.

“ I know another cjise,” said the little old man, when his chuckles

had in some degree subsided—“ It occurred in Clifford’s Inn.

Tenant of a top set—bad character—shut himself up in his bed-

room closet, and took a dose of arsenic. The steward thought he

had run away : opened the door, and put a bill up. Another man
came, took the chambers, furnished them, and went to live there.

Somehow or other he couldn’t sleep—always restless and uncomfort-

able. ‘ Odd,’ says he. ‘ I’ll make the other room my bed-chamber,

and this my sitting-room.’ He made the change, and slept very

well at night, but suddenly found that somehow he couldn’t read

in the evening ; he got nervous and uncomfortable, and used to be

always snuffing his candles and staring about him. ‘ I can’t make
this out,’ said he, when he came home from the play one night, and
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was drinking a glass of cold grog, with his back to the wall, in

ordcf that he mightn’t be able to fancy there was any one behind

him— ‘ I can’t make it out,’ said he
;
and just then his eyes rested

on the little closet that had been always locked up, and a shudder

ran through his whole frame from top to toe. ‘ I have felt this

strange feeling before,’ said he—‘I cannot help thinking there’s

something wrong about that closet.’ He made a strong effort,

plucked up his courage, shivered the lock with a blow or two of the

poker, opened the door, and there, sure enough, standing bolt uf>-

right in the corner, was the last tenant, with a little bottle clasped

firmly in bis hand, and his face livid with the hue of a painful death.”

As the little old man concluded, he looked round on the attentive

faces of his wondering auditory with a smile of grim delight.

** What strange things these are you tell us of. Sir,” said Mr.

Pickwick, minutely scanning the old man’s countenance, by the aid

of his glasses.

“Strange!” said the little old man—“Nonsense; you think

them strange, because you know nothing about it. Tlioy are funny,

but not uncommon.”
“Funny I” c.vclaimed Mr. Pickwick, involuntarily.

“ Yes, funny, are they not ^
” replied the little old man, with a

diabolical leer; and then, without pausing for an answer, he con-

tinued

—

“ I knew another man—let me see—it’s forty years ago now

—

who took an old, damp, rotten set of chambers, in one of the most

ancient Iniis, that had been shut up and empty for years and years

before. TIjctc were lots of old \w)men’s stories about the place,

and it certainly was very far from being a cheerful one
;
but he was

poor, and the rooms were cheap, and that would have been quite a

sufficient reason for him, if they, had been ten times worse than

tliey really wene. He was obliged to take some mouldering fixtures

that were on the place, and, among the rest, was a great lumbering

wooden press for papers, with largo glass doors, and a green curtain

inside
;
a pretty useless thing for him, for he had no papers to put

in it
;
and as to his clothes, he carried them about with him, and

that wasn’t very hard work, either. Well, he had moved in all his

furniture—it wasn’t quite a truck-full—and sprinkled it about

the room, so as to make the four chairs look as much like a dozen

as possible, and was sitting down before the fire at night, drinking

the first gliiss of two gallons of whiskey he had ordered on credit,

wondering whether it would ever be paid for, and if so, in how
many years’ time, when his eyes encountered the glass doors of the

wooden press. ‘ Ah I
’ says he— ‘ If I hadn’t been obliged to take

that ugly article at the old broker’s valuation, I might have got
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Bomething comfortable for the money. I’ll tell you what it ib, old

fellow,’ he said, Bpeaking aloud to the press, just because hi had
got nothing else to speak to

—
‘ If it wouldn’t cost more to break up

your old carcase, than it would ever be worth afterwards, I’d have

a fire out of you, in less than no time.’ He had hardly spoken the

words, when a sound resembling a faint groan, appeared to issue

from the interior of the case. It startVd him at first, but thinking,

on a moment’s reflection, that it must be sujae young fellow in the

next chambers, who had been dining out, he put his feet on the

fender, and raised the poker to stir the fire. At that moment, the

sound was repeated : and one of the glass doors slowly opening, dis-

closed a pale and emaciated figure in soiled and worn apparel,

standing erect in the press. The figure was tall and thin, and the

countenance expressive of care and anxiety
;
but there was some-

thing in the hue of the skin, and gaunt and unearthly appearance

of the whole form, which no being of this world was ever seen to

wear. * Who are you 1 ’ said the new tenant, turning very pale,

poising the poker in his hand, however, and taking a very decent

aim at the countenance of the figure—‘Who are you?’ ‘Don’t

throw that poker at me,’ replied the form— ‘ If you hurled it with

ever so sure an aim, it would pass through me, without resistance,

and expend its force on the wood behind. I am a s])irit.’ ‘And,

pray, what do you want here ?’ faltered the tenant. ‘ In this room,’

replied the apparition, ‘ my worldly ruin was woiked, and I and

my children beggared. In this press, the papers in a long, long

suit, which accumulated for years, were deposited. In this room,

when I had died of grief, and long-defen’cd hope, two wily harpies

divided the wealth for which I had contested during a wretched

existence, and of which, at last, not one farthing was left for my
unhappy descendants. I terrifiq,d them from the spot, and since

that day have prowled by night—the only period at which I can

re-visit the earth—about the scenes of my long-protracted misery.

This apartment is mine : leave it to me.’ ‘ If you insist upon

making your appearance here,’ said the tenant, who had had time

to collect his presence of mind during this prosy statement of the

ghost’s
—

‘ I shall give up possession with the greatest pleasure
;
but

I should like to ask you one question, if you will allow me.’ ‘ Say

on,’ said the apparition, stermy. ‘ Well,’ said the tenant, ‘ I don’t

apply the observation personally to you, because it is equally

applicable to all the ghosts I ever heard of ; but it does appear to

me, somewhat inconsistent, that when you have an opportunity of

visiting the fairest spots of earth—for I suppose space is nothing to

you—you should always return exactly to the very places where
you have been most mLserable.’ ‘ Egad, that’s very true

;
I never
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thought of that before/ said the ghost. ‘You see, Sir,’ pursued

the tenant, ‘ this is a very uncomfortable room. From the aj)pear-

ance of that press, I should be disposed to say that it is not wholly

free from bugs
;
and I really think you might find much more com-

fortable quarters : to say nothing of the climate of London, wliich

is extremely disagreeable.* ‘ You are very right, Sir,’ said the ghost,

politely, ‘ it never struck me till now
;
Fll try change of air directly

’

—and, in fact, he began to vanish as he spoke : his legs, indeed,

had quite disappeared. ‘And if. Sir,’ said the tenant, calling after

him, ‘ if you would have the goodness to suggest to the other ladies

and gentlemen who are now engaged in haunting old empty houses,

that they might be much more comfortable elsewJierc, you will

confer a very great benefit on society.’ ‘ I will,’ replied the ghost

;

‘ we must be dull fellows—very dull fellows, indeed
;

I can’t

imagine how wo can have been so stupid.’ With these words, the

spirit disappeared
;
and what is rather remarkable,” added the old

man, with a shrewd look round the table, “he never came back

again.”

“ That ain’t bad, if it’s true,” said the man in the Mosaic

studs, lighting a fresh cigar.

“ If I ” exclaimed the old man, with a look of excessive contempt.
“ I suppose,” he added, turning to Lowten, “ liedJ say next, that

my story about the queer client we had, when I was in an attorney’s

ollice, Ls not true, either—I shouldn’t wonder.”
“ I shan’t venture to say anything at all about it, seeing that

I never heard the story,” observed the owner of the Mosaic

decorations.

“ I wish you would repeat it. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah, do,” said Lowten, “ nobody has heard it but me, and I

have nearly forgotten it.”

The old man looked round the table, and leered more horribly

than ever, as if in triumph, at the attention which was depicted in

every face. Then rubbing his chin with his hand, and looking up

to the ceiling as if to recal the circumstances to his memory, he

began as follows :

—

THE OLD MAN’S TALE ABOUT THE QUEER CLIENT.

“ It matters little,” said the old man, “ where, or how, I picked

up this brief history. If I were to relate it in the order in which

it reached me, I should commence in the middle, and when I had

arrived at the conclusion, go back for a beginning. It is enough

for me to say that some of its circumstances passed before my own
eyes

;
for the remainder I know them to have happened, and
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there are some persona yet living, who will remember them but

too welL •

“ In the Borough High Street, near Saint George^s Church, and

on the same aide of the way, stands, as most people know, the

smallest of our debtors^ prisons—the Marshalsea. Although in

later times it has been a very different place from tlie sink of filth

and dirt it once was, even its improved condition holds out but

little temptation to the extravagant or consulation to the improvi-

dent. The condemned felon has as good a yard fui air and exercise

in Newgate, as the insolvent debtor in the Marshalsea Prison.

“ It may be my fancy, or it may be that I cannot separate the

place from the old recollections associated with it, but this part of

London I cannot bear. The street is broad, the shops are spacious,

the noise of passing vehicles, the footsteps of a perpetual stream ot

people—all the busy sounds of traffic, resound in it from mom to

midnight, but the streets around, are mean and close
;
poverty and

debauchery He festering in the crowded alleys, want and misfortune

are pent up in the narrow prison
;
an air of gloom and dreariness

seems, in ray eyes at least, to hang about the scene, and to impart

to it, a squalid and sickly hue.

“ Many eyes, that have long since been closed in the grave, have

looked round upon that scene lightly enough, when entering the

gate of the old Marshalsea Prison for the first time : for despair

seldom comes with the first severe shock of misfortune. A man
has confidence in untried friends, he remembers the many offers of

service so freely made by his boon companions w^heri he wanted

them not
;

he has hope—the hope of happy inexperience—and

however he may bond beneath the first shock, it springs up in his

bosom, and flourishes there for a brief sjjace, until it droops beneath

the blight of disappointment and neglect. How soon have those

same eyes, deeply sunken iu the head, glared frovi faces wasted

with famine, and sallow from confinement, in days when it was no

figure of speech to say that debtors rotted in prison, with no hope

of release, and no prospect of liberty ! The atrocity in its full ex-

tent no longer exists, but there is enough of it left, to give rise to

occurrences that make the heart bleed.

“ Twenty ^ears ago, that pavement was worn with the foot-

steps of a mother and cflila, who, day by day, so surely as the

morning came, presented themselves at the prison gate
;

often

after a night of restless misery and anxious thoughts, were they

there, a full hour too soon, and then the young mother turning

meekly away, would lead the child to the old bridge, and raising

him in her arms to shew him the glistening water, tinted with

the light of the morning’s sun, and stirring with all the bustling
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preparations for business and pleasure that the river presents at

thati early hour, endeavour to interest his thoughts in the objects

before him. But she would quickly set him down, and hiding

her face in her shawl, give vent to the tears that blinded her,

for no expression of interest or amusement lighted up his thin

and sickly face. His recollections were few enough, but they

were all of one kind—all connected with the poverty and misery

of his parents. Hour after hour, had he sat on his mother’s

knee, and with childish sympathy watched the tears that stole

down her face, and then crept quietly away into some dark corner,

and sobbed himself to sleep. The hard realities of the world,

with many of its worst privations—hunger and thirst, and cold

and want—had all come home to him, from the first dawnings of

reason
;
and though the form of childhood was there, its light heart,

its merry laugh, and sjiarkling eyes were wanting.
“ The father and mother looked on upon this, and upon each

other, with thoughts of agony they dared not breathe in words.

The healthy, strong-made man, who could have borne almost any

fatigue of active exertion, was wasting beneath the close con-

finement and unhealthy atmosphere of a crowded prison. The
slight and delicate woman was sinking beneath the combined

effects of bodily and mental illness
;
the child’s young heart wjis

breaking.
“ Winter came, and with it weeks of cold and heavy rain. The

l)oor girl had removed to a wretched apartment close to the spot

of her husband’s imprisonment
;
and though the change had been

rendered necessary by their increasing poverty, she was happier

now, for she was nearer him. For two months, she and her little

companion watched the opening of the gate as usual. One day

she failed to come, for the first time. Another morning arrived,

and she came alpne. The child was dead.
“ They little know, Avho coldly talk of the poor man’s bereave-

ments, as a happy release from pain to the dejmted, and a merciful

relief from expense to the survivor—they little know, I say, what

the agony of those bereavements is. A silent look of affection

and regard when all other eyes are turned coldly away—the con-

sciousness that we possess the sympathy and affection of one being

when all others have deserted us—is a Aold, a stay, a comfort in

the deepest aflliction, which no wealth could purchase, or power

bestow. The child had sat at his parents’ feet for hours together,

with his little hands patiently folded in each other, and his thin

wan face raised towards them. They had seen him pine away,

from day to day
;
and though his brief existence had been a joyless

one, and he was now removed to that peace and rest which, child
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as he was, he had never known in this world, they were hia

parents, and his loss sunk deep into their souls. #

“ It was plain to those who looked upon the mother^s altered

face that death must soon close the scene of her adversity and
trial. Her husband’s fellow prisoners shrunk from obtruding on

his grief and misery, and left to himself alone, the small room he

had previously occupied in common v/ith two companions. She

shared it with him : and lingering on without })ain, but without

hope, her life ebbed slowly away.
“ She had fainted one evening in her husband’s arms, and he

had borne her to the open window, to revive her with the air,

when the light of the moon falling full upon her face, shewed him
a change upon her features, which made him stagger beneath her

weight, like a heli)lcss infant.
“

‘ Set me down George,’ she said hiintly. He did so, and

seating himself beside her, covered his face with his hands, and

burst irito tears.
‘‘

* It is very hard to leave you George,’ she said, * but it’s

God’s will, and you must bear it for my sake. Oh ! how I thank

him for having taken our boy. He is hapj)y, and in heaven

now. What would he have done here, without his mother !

’

“‘You shall not die, Mary, you shall not die;’ said the

husband, starting up. He paced hurriedly to and fro, striking

his head with his clenched fists; then reseating himself beside

her, and supporting her in his arms, added more calmly, ‘Kouse

yourself, my dear girl—pray, pray do. You will revive yet.’

“‘Never again George; never again’—said the dying woman.
‘ Let them lay me by my poor boy now, but promise me, that if

ever you leave this dreadful place, and should grow rich, you will

have us removed to some quiet country churchyard, a long, long

way ofi*—very far from hcie, where we can rest in peace. Dear
George, promise me you will.’

“
‘ 1 do, I do ’—said the man, throwing himself passionately

on his knees before her. ‘ Speak to me Mary, another word
;
one

look—but one—

’

“ He ceased to speak : for the arm that clasped his neck, grew

stiff and heavy. A deep sigh escaped from the wasted form before

him
;
the lips moved, anil a smile played upon the face, but the

lips were pallid, and the smile faded into a rigid and ghastly stare.

He was alone in the world.

“That night, in the silence and desolation of his miserable

room, the wretched man knelt down by the dead body of his wife,

and called on God to witness a dreadful oath, that from that hour,

he devoted himself to revenge her death and that of his child ‘
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that from thenceforth to the last moment of his life, his whole

energies should be directed to this one object
;

tliat his revenge

should be protracted and terrible
;
that his hatred should be un-

dying and unextinguishable
;
and should hunt its object through

the world.

“ The deepest despair, and passion scarcely human, had made
such fierce ravages on his face and form, in that one night, that

his companions in misfortune shrunk afirighted from him as he

passed by. His eyes were bloodshot and heavy, his face a deadly

white, and his body bent as if with age. He had bitten his under

lip nearly through in the violence of his mental sutfering, and the

blood which had flowed from the wound had trickled down his

chin, and stained his shirt and neckerchief. No tear, or sound of

complaint escaped him
;
but the unsettled look, and disordered

haste with which he paced up and down the yard, denoted the

fever which was burning within.

“ It was necessary that his wife’s body should be removed

from the prison, without delay. He received the communication

with perfect calmness, and acquiesced in its propriety. Nearly

all the inmates of the prison had assembled to witness its removal

;

they fell back on cither side when the widower appeared
;
he

walked hurriedly forward, and stationed himself, alone, in a little

railed area close to the lodge gate, from whence the crowd, with

an instinctive feeling of delicacy, had retired. The rude coflin

was borne slowly forward on men’s shoulders. A dead silence

f>ervaded the throng, broken only by the audible lamentations of

the women, and the shuffling steps of the bearers on the stone

pavement They reached the spot where the bereaved husband

stood
;
and stopped. He laid his hand upon the coflin, and

mechanically adjusting the pall, with which it w^as covered,

motioned them onwards. The turnkeys in the prison lobby took

off* their hats as it passed through, and in another moment the

heavy gate closed behind it. He looked vacantly ui)Oti the crowal,

and fell heavily to the ground.
“ Although for many weeks after this, he was watched night and

day, in the wildest ravings of fever, neither the consciousness of

his loss, nor the recollection of the vow h^ had made, ever left him

for a moment. Scenes changed before his eyes, place succeeded

place, and event followed event, in all the hurry of delirium
;
but

they were all connected in some way with the great object of his

mind. He was sailing over a boundless expanse of sea, wdth a

blood-red sky above, and the angry waters lashed into fury

beneath, boiling and eddying up, on every side. There was
another vessel before them, toiling and labouring in the howling
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storm
;
her canvass fluttering in ribbons from the mast, and hei

deck thronged with figures who were lashed to the sides/ over

which huge waves every instant burst, sweeping away some

devoted creatures into the foaming sea. Onward they bore,

amidst the roaring mass of water, with a speed and force which

nothing could resist
;
and striking the stern of the foremost vessel,

crushed her, beneath their keel. Fiunr* the huge whirlpool which

the sinking wreck occasioned, arose a shriek so loud and shrill

—

the death-cry of a hundred drowning wretches, blended into one

fierce yell—that it rung far above the war-cry of the elements,

and echoed, and re-echoed till it seemed to pierce air, sky, and

ocean. Hut what was that—that old grey-head that rose above

the water’s surface, and with looks of agony, and screams for aid,

buflfeted with the waves ! One look, and he had sprung from the

vessers side, and with vigorous strokes was swimming towards it.

He readied it
;
he was close upon it. They were his features.

The old mail saw him coming, and vainly strove to elude his

grasp. But he chusped him tight, and dragged him beneath the

water. Down, down with him, fifty fathoms deep
;

his struggles

grew fainter and fainter, until they wholly ceased. He was dead

;

he hail killed him, and had kept his oath.

“He was traversing the scorching sands of a mighty desert,

barefooted and alone. The sand choked and blinded him
;

its fine

thin grams entered the very pores of his skin, and irritated him

almost to madness. Gigantic masses of the same material, carried

forward by the wind, and shone through, by the burning sun,

stalked in the distance like pillars of living fire. The bones of

men, who had perished in the dreary waste, lay scattered at his

feet
;
a fearful light fell on everything around

;
and so far as the

eye could reach, nothing but objects of dread and horror presented

themselves. Vainly striving to utter a cry of terror, wdth his

tongue cleaving to his iiiout'
,
he nislied madly forward. Armed

with supernatural strength, he waded through the sand, until

exhausted with fatigue and thirst, he fell senseless on the earth.

What fragrant coolness revived him; what gushing sound was

tliatl Water ! It was indeed a well
;
and the clear fresh stream

was running at his feet. , He drank deeply of it, and throwing his

aching limbs upon the bank, sunk into a delicious trance. The

sound of approaching footsteps roused him. An old grey-headed

man tottered forward to slake his burning thirst. It was

again. He wound his arms round the old man's body, and held

him back. He struggled in powerful convulsions, and shrieked

for water—for but one drop of water to save his life. But he

held the old man firmly, and watched his agonies with greedy
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eyes
;
and when his lifeless head fell forward on his bosom, he

rolled the corpse from him with his feet.

**When the fever left him, and consciousness returned, he

awoke to find himself rich and free : to hear that the parent who
would have let him die in gaol—would / who hxid let tliose who
were far dearer to him than his own existence, die of want and the

sickness of heart that medicine cannot cure—had been found, dead

ill his bed of down. He had all the heart to leave his son a

beggar, but proud even of his health and strength, he had put off

the act till it was too late, and now might gnash his teeth in the

other world, at the thought of the wealth his remissness had left

him. He woke to this, and he woke to more. To recollect the

purpose for which he lived, and to remember that his enemy was
his wife’s own father—the man who had cast him into prison, and

who, when his daughter and her child sued at his feet for mercy,

had spurned them from his door. Oh, how he cursed the weakness

that prevented him from being up, and active, in his scheme of

vengeance

!

“He caused himself to be carried from the scene of his loss and

misery, and conveyed to a quiet residence on the sea coast—not in

the hope of recovering his peace of mind or haj)pincss, for both

were fled for ever; but to restore his prostrate energies, ami

meditate on his darling object. And here, some evil spirit cast in

his way the opportunity for his first, most horrible revenge.

“It was summer time; and wrapped in his gloomy thoughts,

he would issue from his solitary lodgings early in the evening, and

wandering along a narrow path beneath the dills to a wild and

lonely spot that had struck his fancy in his ramblings, seat himself

on some fiillen fragments of the rock, and burying his face in his

hands, remain there for hours—spmetimes until night had com-

pletely closed im, and the long shadows of the frowning cliffs above

his head, cast a thick black darkness on every object near him.

“He was seated here, one calm evening in his old position,

now and then raising his head, to watch the flight of a seagull, or

carry his eye along the glorious crimson path, which commencing

in the middle of the ocean, seemed to lead to its very verge where

the sun was setting, when the profound ^stillness of the spot was
broken by a loud cry for help

;
he listened, doubtful of his having

heard aright, when the cry was repeated with even greater

vehemence than before, and, starting to his feet, he hastened in

the direction from whence it proceeded-

“ The tale told itself at once : some scattered garments lay on

the beach ; a human head was just visible above the waves at a

little distance from the shore ;
and an old man, wringing his hands
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in agony, was running to and fro, shrieking for assistance. The
invalid, whose strength was now sufficiently restored, threw dff his

coat, and rushed towards the sea, with the intention of plimging

in, and diagging the drowning man a-shore.
“

‘ JIasten here, Sir, in God’s name
;

help, help, Sir, for the

love of Heaven. He is my son. Sir, my only son,’ said the old

man, frantically, as he advanced to mt^^J him. ‘ My only son. Sir,

and he is dying before his father’s eyes.’

“At the first word the old man uttered, the jtranger checked

himself in his career, and, folding his arms, stood perfectly

motionless.
“

‘ Great God !
’ exclaimed the old man, recoiling— ‘ Heyling !

’

“ The stranger smiled, and was silent.

“ * Heyling !
’ said the old man, wildly— * My boy, Heyling, my

dear boy, look, look
;

’ and, gasping for breath, the miserable

father pointed to the spot where the young man was struggling

for life.

“‘Hark!’ said the old man—-‘He cries once more. He is

alive yet. Heyling, save him, save him.’

“The stranger smiled again, and remained immovable as a

statue.
“

‘ I have wronged you,’ shrieked the old man, falling on his

knees, and clasping his hands together— ‘ Be revengcrl
;
take my

all, my life
;
cast me into the water at your feet, and, if human

nature can repress a struggle, I will die, without stirring hand or

foot. Do it, Heyling, do it, but save my boy, he is so young,

Heyling, so young to die.’

“
‘ Listen,’ said the stranger, grasping the old man fiercely by

the wrist— ‘ I will have life for life, and here is one. Jfy child

died before his father’s eyes, a far more agonising and painful death

than that young slanderer of his sister’s worth is ‘meeting while I

speak. You laughed—laughcl in your daughter’s face, where

death had already set his hand—at oiu sufferings, then. What
think you of them now 1 See there, see there.’

“ As the stranger spoke, he pointed to the sea. A faint cry

died away upon its surface : the last powerful struggle of the

dying man agitated the r^onling waves for a few seconds : and the

spot where he had gone, down into his early grave, was undistin-

guishable from the surrounding water.
« « « « «

“ Three years had elapsed, when a gentleman alighted from a

private carriage at the door of a London attorney, then well known

to the public as a man of no great nicety in his professional deal-

ings, and requested a private interview on business of importance.
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Although evidently not past the prime of life, his face was pale,

hagg!ird, and dejected
;
and it did not require the acute perception

of the man of business, to dLscern at a glance, that disease or

suffering had done more to work a change in his appearance, than

the mere hand of time could have accomplished in twice the period

of his whole life.

“
‘ I wish you to undertake some legal business for me,’ said

the stranger.

“The attorney bowed obsequiously, and glanced at a large

packet which the gentleman carried in his hand, llis visiter

observed the look, and proceeded.
“

‘ It is no common business,’ said he
;

‘ nor have these papers

reached my hands without long trouble and great expense.’

“ The attorney cast a still more anxious look at the packet : and

his visiter, untying the string that bound it, dis(dospd a quantity

of promissory notes, with some coj)ies of deeds, and other docu-

ments.

“‘Upon these papers,’ said the client, ‘the man whose name
tlu'y bear, has raised, as you will see, large sums of money, for

some years past. There was a tacit understanding between him
and the men into wdiose hands they originally went— and from

whom I have by degree's purchased the whole, for treble and

quadruple their nominal value --that these loans should be from

time to time renewed, until a given period had elaj)sed. Such an

undei standing is nowhere expressed. He has sustained many
losses of late

;
and these obligations accumulating upon him at

on(^, would crush him to the earth.’
“

‘ The whole amount is some thousands of pounds,’ said the

attorney, looking over the papers.
“

‘ It is,’ said the client. ,

“
‘ What are? we to do T inquired the maii of business

“
* Do !

’ replied the client, with sudden vehemence— ‘ Put every

engine of the law in force, every trick that ingenuity can devise

and rascality execute
;

fair means and foul
;

the open oppression

of the law, aided by all the craft of its most ingenious practitioners.

I would have him die a harassing and lingering death. Kuin

him, seize and sell his lands and goods, (Jrive him from house and

home, and drag him forth a beggar in his old age, to die in a

common gaol.’
“

‘ Hut the costs, my dear Sir, the costs of all this,’ reasoned

the attorney, when he had recovered from his momentary surprise

—
‘ If the defendant be a man of straw, who is to pay the costs,

Birr
“

‘ Name any sum,’ said the stranger, his hand trembling so
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violently with excitement, that he could scarcely hold the pen he

seized as he spoke— * Any sum, and it is yours. Don’t be Afraid

to name it, man. I shall not think it dear, if you gain my object.’

“ Tlic attorney named a large sum, at hazard, as the advance

he should require to secure himself against the possibility of loss
;

but more with the view of ascertaining how lar his client was

really disposed to go, than with any idea that he would comply

with the demand. The stranger wrote a cheque upon his banker,

for the whole amount, and left him.
“ The draft was duly honoured, and the attorney, finding that

his strange client might be safely relied upon, commenced his work

in earnest. For more than two years afterwards, Mr. Heyling

would sit whole days together, in the ofiice, poring over the papers

as they accumulated, and reading again and again, his eyes gleam-

ing with joy, the letters of remonstrance, the prayers for a little

delay, the representations of the certain ruin in which the opposite

party must be involved, which poured in, as suit after suit, and

process after process, were commenced. To all applications for a

brief indulgence, there was but one reply—the money must be

paid. Land, house, furniture, each in its turn, was taken under

some one of the numerous executions which were issued
;
and the

old man himself would have been immured in prison had he not

escaped the vigilance of the officers, and fied.

“The implacable animosity of Heyling, so far from being

satiate<l by the success of his persecution, increased a hundred-fold

with the ruin he inflicted. On being informed of the old man’s

flight, his fury was unbounded. He gnashed his teeth with rage,

tore the hair from his head, and assailed with horrid imprecations

the men who had been entrusted with the writ. He was only

restored to comparative calmness by repeated assurances of the

certainty of discovering the fugitive. Agents were sent in quest

of him, in all directions
;
ev( y stratagem that could be invented

was resorted to, for the purpose of discovering his placje of retreat
;

but it was all in vain. Half a year had passed over, and he was
still undiscovered.

“ At length, late one night, Heyling, of whom nothing had been

seen for many weeks before, appeared at his attorney’s private

residence, and sent up word that a gentleman wished to see him
instantly. Before the attorney, who had recognised his voice from

above stairs, could order the servant to admit him, he had rushed

up the staircase, and entered the drawing-room pale and breathless.

Having closed the door, to prevent being overheard, he sunk into

a chair, and said, in a low voice

—

** * Hush I I have found him at last.’
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“‘No!’ said the attorney— ‘Well done, my dear Sir; well

done*
“

‘ He lies concealed in a wretched lodging in Camden Town,’

paid Heyling—‘Perhaps it is as well, we did lose sight of him, for

he has been living alone there, in the most abject misery, all the

time, and he is poor— very poor.’

“‘Very good,’ said the attorney—‘You will have the caption

made to-morrow, of course ?
’

“
‘ Yes,' replied Heyling. ‘Stay! No! The next day. You

are surprised at my wishing to postpone it,’ he arlded, witli a

ghastly smile
;
‘but I had forgotten. The next day is an anni-

versary in his life : let it be done then.’
“

‘ Very good,’ said the attorney—‘Will you write down in-

structions for the odicer'i
’

“
‘ No

;
let him meet me here, at eight in tlie evening, and I

will accompany him myself.’

“Tht‘y met on the appointed night, and, hiring a hackney-

coach, directed the driver to stop at that corner of tlie old Pancras

road, at wiiic-h stands the parish workhouse. By tlie time they

alighted there, it was quite dark
;
and, proceeding by the dead

wall in front of the Veterinary Hospital, they entered a small bye

street, which is, or was at that time, called Little College Street,

a!id which, whatever it may be now, was in those days a desolate

place enough, surrounded by little else than fields and ditclics.

“ Having drawm the travelling-cap he had on, half over his face,

and mulllcd himself in his cloak, Heyling stopped before the

meanest -looking house in the street, and knocked gently at the

floor. It was at once opened by a woman, who dropped a curtesy

of recognition, and Heyling whispering the officer to remain below,

crept gently up stairs, and, opening the door of the front room,

entered at once.,
“

’J’he objecjt of his search and his unrelenting animosity, now a

decrepid old man, was seated at a bare <leal table, on wliicli stood

a miserable candle. He started on the entrance of the stranger,

and rose feebly to his feet.

“‘What now, what now!’ said the old man—‘What fresh

misery is this ? What do you want here V
“ ‘A word with replied Heyling. As he spoke, he seated

himself at the other end of the table, and, throwing off his cloak

and cap, disclosed his features.

“The old man seemed instantly deprived of the power of

speech. He fell backward in his chair, and, clasping his hands

together, gazed on the apparition with a mingled look of abhor

rence and fear.
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“ * This day six years,’ said Heyling, ‘ I claimed the life you

owed* me for my child’s. Beside the lifeless form of your daughter,

old man, I swore to live a life nf revenge. I have never swerved

from my purpose for a moment’s space
;
but if I had, one thought

of her uncomplaining, suffering look, as she drooj)cd away, or of

the starving face of our innocent child, would have nerved me to

my task. My first act of requital you well remember : this is

my last.’

“ The old man shivered, and his hands dropped powerless by

his side.

“
* I leave England to-morrow,’ said Heyling, after a moment’s

pause— ‘ To-night I consign you, to the living death to which you

devoted her—a hopeless prison
’

He raised his eyes to tlie old man’s countenance, and paused.

He lifted the light to his face, set it gently down, and left the

apartment.
“ ‘You had better see to the old man,’ he said to the woman,

as he opened the door, and motioned the ofticer to follow him into

the street
—

‘I think he is ill.’ The woman closed the door, ran

hastily up stairs, and found him lifeless. He had died in a fit.

* * ^

“ Beneath a plain grave-stone, in one of the most peaceful and

secluded church-yards in Kent, where wild flowers mingle with the

grass, and the soft landscape around, forms the fairest spot in the

garden of England, lie the bones of the young mother and lier

gentle child. But the ashes of the father do not mingle witli

theirs
;
nor from that night forward, did the attorney ever gain

the remotest clue, to the subsequent history of his queer client.”

As the old man concluded his tale, he advanced to a peg in one

corner, and taking down his hat and coat, put them on with great

deliberation
;

and, wdlbout saying another word, w’alkcd slowly

away. As the gentleman with the Mosaic studs bad fallen asleep,

and the major part of the company were deeply occupied in the

humorous process of dropping melted tallow-grease into his brandy

and water, Mr. Pickwick departed unnoticed, and having settled

his own score, and that of Mr. Weller, he issued forth, in company

with that gentleman, from beneath the portal of the Magpie and

Stump.
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CHAPTER XXIL

MK. PICKWICK JOURNEYS TO IPSWICH, AND MEETS WITH A KOi

MANTIC ADVENTURE WITH A MIDDLE-AGED LADY IN YELLOAW

CURL PAPERS.

“That N^re your goveruor’s luggage, Samm> ?” inquired Mr.

Weller senior, of his affectionate son, as he entered the yard of the

Bull Inn, Whitechapel, with a travelling bag and a small port-

manteau.
“ You might ha’ made a worser guess than that, old feller,'’

replied Mr. Weller the younger, setting down his burden in the.

yard, and sitting himself down upon it afterwards. “ Tlie Governor

hisself '11 be dowm here presently.”

“He’s a cabbin’ it, I suppose?” sjiid the father.

“Yes, he’s a havin’ two mile o’ danger at eight-pence,” re-

sponded the son. “ How’s mother-in-law this moriiin’ ? ”

“ Queer, Sammy, queer,” replied the ehler Mr. Weller, with

impressive gravity. “ She’s been gettin’ rayther in the Methodis-

tical order lately, Sammy ;
and she is uncommon pious, to be

sure. She’s too good a crectur for me, Sammy—1 feel I don’t

deserve her.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Samuel, “that’s wery self-denyin’ o’ you.”

“Wery,” replied his parent, with a sigh. “ She’s got hold o’

some inwention for grown-uj) peojde being born again, Sammy—
the new birth, I thinks they calls it. I should wery much like

to see that system in haction, Sammy. I should wery much like

to see your mother-in-law borq again. Wouldn’t I put her out

to nurse !

”

“ What do you think them women does t’other day,” continued

Mr. Weller, after a short pause, during which he had significantly

struck the side of his nose with his fore-finger, some half-dozen

times. “What do you think they dop/S, t’other day, Sammy?”
“ Don’t know,” replied Sam, “ what ?

”

“ Goes and gets up a grand tea drinkin’ for a feller they calls

their shepherd,” said Mr. vYeller. “I was a standing starin’ in,

at the pictur shop down at our place, when I sees a little bill

about it
;

‘ tickets half-a-crown. All applications to be made to

the committee. Secretary, Mrs. Weller
;

’ and when I got home,

there was the committee a sittin’ in our back parlour— fourteen

women
;

I wish you could ha’ heard ’em Sammy. There they

was, a passin’ resolutions, and wotin’ supplies, and all sorts o
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games. Well, what with your mother-in-law a worrying me to

go, and what with my looking for’ard to sccin’ some queer starts

if I did, I put my name down for a ticket
;

at six o’clock on the

Friday evenin’ I dresses myself out, wery smart, and off I goes

vitli the old ’ooman, and up we walks into a fust lloor where there

was tea things for thirty, and a whole lot o’ wcjrneu as begins

wliisperin’ to one another, and lookin’ at me, as if they’d never

seen a rayther stout gen’lm’n of eight -and -fifty afore. By and
bye, there comes a great bustle down stairs, and a lanky drip witli

a red nose and white neckcloth nishes up, and sings out, ‘ Here’s

the shepherd a coming to wisit his faithful flock
;

’ and in comes

a fat chap in black, vith a great white face, a smilin’ avay like

clock-work. Such goin’s on, Sammy. ‘The kiss of pt*a(;e,’ says

the shepherd
;
and then he kissed the women all round, and veil

he’d done, the man vith the red nose began. I was just a

thinkin’ whether I hadn’t better begin too
—

’specially as there

was a wery nice lady a sittin’ next me—ven in comes the tea, and

your mother-in-law, as had been makin’ the kettle boil, down
stairs. At it they went, tooth and nail. Such a preci()U3 loud

hymn Sammy, while the tea was a brewing
;
such a grace, such

eatin’ and drinkiu’. I wish you could ha’ seen the shepherd

walkin’ into the ham and muffins. I never see such a chap to

eat and drink— never. The red-nosed man warn’t by no means
the sort of person you’d like to grub by contract, but he was
nothin’ to the shepherd. Well

;
arter the tea was over, they sang

another hymn, and then the shepherd began to preach : and wery

well he did it, considerin’ how heavy them muffins must have lied

on his chest. Presently he pulls up, all of a sudden, and hollers

out, ‘Where is the sinner; where is the mis’rablc sinner?’ upon
which, all the women looked at me^ and began to groan as if they

was dying. I thought it was rather sing’ler, but hows’ever, I says

nothing. Presently he pulls up again, and lookin’ wery hard at

me, says, ‘Where is the sinner; where is the mis’rable sinner!’

and all the women groans again, ten times louder than afore. I

got rather savage at this, so I takes a step or two for’ard and says,

‘ My friend,’ says I, ‘ did you apply that e’re obserwation to me ?
’

—’Stead of beggin’ my pardon as any gpn’lm’n would ha’ done,

he got more abusive than ever ; called me a wcssel, Sammy—

a

wessel of wrath— and all sorts o’ names. So my blood being

reg’larly up, I first gave him two or three for himself, and then

two or three more to hand over to the man with the red nose, and

walked off. I wish you could ha’ heard how the women screamed

Sjimmy, ven they picked up the shepherd from under the table

Hallo 1 here’s the governor, the size of life.”
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As Mr. Weller spoke, Mr Pickwick dismounted from a cab,

and entered the yard. '

“ Fine mornin’ Sir ”—said Mr. Weller senior.

“ Beautifid indeed ”—replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ Beautiful indeed,” echoed a red-haired man with an inquisitive

nose and blue spectacles, who had unpacked himself from a cab

at the same moment as Mr. Pickydok. “ Going to Ipswich,

Sirl”
“ I am,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Extraordinary coincidence. So am I.”

Mr. Pickwick bowed.
“ Going outside ?” said the red-haired man.

Mr. Pickwick bowed again.

“Bless my soul, how remarkable—I am going outside, too,”

said the red-haired man: “we are positively going together.”

And the red-haired man, who was an important-looking, sharp-nosed

mysterious-spoken personage, with a bird-like habit of giving his

head a jerk every time he said any thing, smiled as if he had made
one of the strangest discoveries that ever fell to the lot of human
wisdom.

“ I am happy in the prospect of your company, Sir,” said Mr.

Pickwick.

“Ah,” said the ncw-comer, “iPs a good thing for both of us,

isn’t it 1 Company, you see—company is—is—it's a very different

thing from solitude—a’n’t it?”

“There’s no denyin’ that ’ere,” said Mr. Weller, joining in the

conversation, with an affable smile. “ That’s what I call a self-

evident proposition, as the dog’s-meat man said, when the house-

maid told him he warn’t a gentleman.”

“Ah,” said the red-haired, man, surveying Mr. Weller from

head to foot, with a supercilious look. “ Friend if yours. Sir ?”

“Not exactly a friend,” replied Mr. Pickwick, in a low tone.

“ The fact is, he is my servant, but I allow him to take a good

many liberties; for, between ourselves, I flatter myself he is an

original, and I am rather proud of him.”

“Ah,” said the red-haired man, “that, you see, is a matter of

taste. I am not fond o{ anything original
;

I don’t like it
;
don’t

see the necessity for it. What’s your name, Sirl”
“ Here is my card, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, much amused

by the abruptness of the question, and the singular manner of the

stranger.

“ Ah,” said the red-haired man, placing the card in his pocket-

book, “ Pickwick
;
very good. I like to know a man’s name, it

saves BO much trouble. That’s my card, Sir. Magnus, you will
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perceive, Sir—Magnus is my name. It’s rather a good name, I

thinl5» Sir?”
“ A very good name, indeed,” said Mr. Pickwick, wholly unable

to repress a smile.

Yes, I think it is,” resumed Mr. Magnus. “ There’s a good
name before it, too, you will observe. Permit me, Sir—if you

hold the card a little slanting, this w^ay, you catch tlie light upon

the up-stroke. There—Peter Magnus—sounds well, I think, Sir.”

“ Very,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Curious circumstance about those initials. Sir,” said Mr.

Magnus. “You will observe—P. M.—post meridian. In hasty

notes to intimate acquaintance, I sometimes sign myself ‘ Al'ter-

noou.’ It amuses rny friends very much, Mr. IMcdcwick.”
“ It is calculated to aflbrd them the highest gratification, I

should conceive,” said Mr. Pickwick, rather envying the ease with

wliich ]\tr. Magnus’s friends were entertained.

“Now, gen’lni’n,” said the hostler, “coach is ready, if you
please.”

“Is all my luggage in ?” inquired Mr. Magnus.
“ All right. Sir.”

“ Is the red bag in t”

“ All right, Sir.”

“ And the striped bag T’

“ Fore boot. Sir.”

“And the brown-paper parcel?”
“ Under the scat. Sir.”

“ And the leather hat-box?”
“ They’re all in, Sir.”

“ Now, will you get up?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Excuse me,” replied Magnus, standing on the wheel. “Excuse

me, Mr. Pickwiqk. I cannot consent to get up, in tliis state of

uncertainty. I am quite satisfied from that man’s manner, that

that leather hat-box is not in.”

The solemn protestations of the hostler being whoUy unavailing,

the leather hat-box was obliged to be raked up from the lowest

depth of the boot, to satisfy him that it had been safely packed

;

and after he had been assured on this head, he felt a solemn

presentiment, first, that the red bag was mislaid, and next that

the striped bag had been stolen, and then that the brown paper

parcel had “ come untied.” At length when he had received

ocular demonstration of the groundless nature of each and every

of these suspicions, he consented to climb up to the roof of the

coach, observing that now be had taken every thing off his mind,

he felt quite comfortable and happy.
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“You’re given to nervousness, an’t you. Sir?” inquired Mr.

Weller senior, eyeing the stranger askance, as he mounted to

his place.

“Yes; I always am rather, about these little matters,” said

the stranger, “ but I am all right now— quite right.”

“ Well, that’s a blessin’,” said Mr. Weller. “ Sammy, help

your master up to the box : t’other leg, Sir, that’s it
;
give us

your hand. Sir. Up with you. You a lighter weight when
you was a boy, Sir.”

“ True enough, that, Mr. Weller,” said the breathless Mr.

Pickwick, good-humouredly, as he took hia seat on the box beside

him.
“ Jump up in front, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller. “ Now Viliam,

run ’em out. Take care o’ the archvay, gen’lm’n. ‘ Heads,’ as

tlie ])ieman says. That’ll do, Viliam. Let ’em alone.” And
away went the coach up Whitechapel, to the admiration of the

whole population of that pretty densely-poi)ulated quarter.

“ Not a wery nice iieiglibourhood this, Sir,” said Sam, with the

touch of the hat which always preceded his entering into conversa-

tion with his master,

“ It Ls not indeed, Sara,” replied Mr. Pickwick, surveying the

crowded and filthy street through which they were passing.

“ It’s a wery remarkable circumstance. Sir,” said Sam, “ that

poverty and oysters always seems to go together.”

“ I don’t understand you, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ What I mean, Sir,” said Sam, “ is, that the poorer a place is,

the greater call there seems to be for oysters. Look here, Sir

;

here’s a oyster stall to every half-dozen houses—the street’s lined

vith ’em. Blessed if I don’t think that ven a man’s wery poor,

he rushes out of his lodgings, and eats oysters in reg’lar desperation.”

“ To be sure he does,” said Mr. Weller senior) “ and it’s just

the same vith pickled salmon !”

“ Those are two very remarkable facts, which never occurred to

me before,” said Mr. Pickwick. “The very first place we stop at,

I’ll make a note of them.”

By this time they had reac.hed the turnpike at Mile End
;
a

profound silence prevailed, until they had got two or three miles

further on, when Mr. Weller senior turning suddenly to Mr.
Pickwick, said

—

“Wery queer life is a pike-keeper’s, Sir.”

what?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ A pike-keeper.”

“ What do you mean by a pike-keeper ?” inquired Mr. Peter

Magnus.
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“ The old *un means a turnpike keeper, gen’lm’n,” observed Mr.

Weller, in explanation.

“ Oh,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I see. Yes
;
very curious life.

Very uncomfortable.”
“ They’re all on ’em, men as has met vith some disappointment

in life,” said Mr. Weller senior.

‘‘Ay, ayP’ said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Yes. Consequence of vich, they retires from the world, and

shuts themselves up in pikes
;

partly vith the view of being

solitary, and partly to rewengo tlicmselves on mankind, by takin’

tolls.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I never knew that before.”

“ Fa(’t, Sir,” said Mr. Weller, “if they was gen’lm’n you’d

call ’em misanthropes, but as it is they only takes to pike-keepin’.”

With such conversation, possessing the inestimable charm of

blending amusement with instruction, did Mr. Weller beguile the

tediousness of tlie journey, during the greater part of the day.

Topics of conversation were never wanting, for even when any

pause occimrcd in IVlr. Weller’s loquacity, it was abundantly supplied

by the desire evinced by Mr. Magnus to make himself acquainted

with the whole of the personal history of his fellow-travellers, and

his loudly-expressed anxiety at every stage, respecting the safety

and well-being of the two bags, the leather hat -box, and the

brown paper parcel.

In the main street of Ipswich, on the left-hand side of the way,

a short distance after you have passed through the open space

fronting the Town Hall, stands an inn known far and wide by the

appellation of “ The Great White Horse,” rendered the more
conspicuous by a stone statue of some rampacious animal with

flowing mane and tail, distantly i;esembling an insane cart-horse,

which is elevat-ed above the principal door. The Great White
Horse is famous in the neighbourhood, in the same degree as a

prize ox, or county paper-chronicled turnip, or unwieldy pig—for

its enormous size. Never were such labyrinths of uncarpeted

passages, such clusters of mouldy, badly-lighted rooms, such huge

numbers of small dens for eating or sleeping in, beneath any one

roof, as are collected together between the four walls of the Great

White Horse at Ipswich.

It was at the door of this overgrown tavern, that the London
coach stopped, at the* same hour every evening

;
and it was from

this same London coach, that Mr. Pickwick, Sam Weller, and Mr.

Peter Magnus dismounted, on the particular evening to which thia

chapter of our history bears reference.

“Do you stop here, Sirl” inquired Mr. Peter Magnus, when

L
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the striped bag, and the red bag, and the brown paper parcel, and
the leather hat-box, liad all been deposited in the passage. ^

“ Do
you stop here, Sir!”

“ I do,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Dear me,” said Mr. Magnus, “ I never knew anything like

these extraordinary coincidences. Why, I stop here, too. 1 hope
we dine together!”

“With pleasure,” replied Mr. Picl.wick. “I am not quite

certain whether I have any friends here or not though. Is there

any gentleman of the name of Tupman here, waiter?”

A corpulent man, with a fortnight’s napkin under his arm, and
coeval stockings on his legs, slowly desisted from his occupation of

staring down the street, on this question being put to him by Mr.

Pickwie-k
;
and, after minutely inspecting that gentleman’s appear-

ance, from the crown of his hat to the lowest button of his gaiters,

replied empliatically

—

“No.”
“Nor any gentleman of the name of Snodgrass?” inquired Mr.

Pickwick.

“No!”
“Nor Winkle?”
“ No.”
“ My friends have not arrived to-day, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ We will dine alone, then. Shew us a private room, waiter.”

On this request being preferred, the corpulent man condescended

to order the boots to bring in the gentlemen’s luggage, and pre-

ceding them down a long dark passage, ushered them into a large

badly-furnished apartment, with a dirty grate, in which a small

fire was making a wretched attempt to be cheerful, but was fast

sinking beneath the dispiriting iutiuence of the place. After the

lapse of an hour, a bit of fish and a steak, were perved up to the

travellers, and when the dinner was cleared away, Mr. Pickwick

and Mr. Peter Magnus drew their chairs up to the fire, and having

ordered a bottle of the worst possible port wine, at the highest

possible price, for the good of the house, drank brandy and water

for their own.

Mr. Peter Magnus was naturally of a very communicative

disposition, and the brahJy and water operated with wonderful

effect in warming into life the deepest hidden secrets of his bosom.

After sundry accounts of himself, his family, his connexions, his

friends, his jokes, his business, and his brothers (most talkative men
have a great deal to say about their brothers), Mr. Peter Magnus
took a blue view of Mr. Pickwick through his coloured spectacles

for several minutes, and then said, with an air of modesty

—



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 291

“ And what do you think—what do you think, Mr. Pickwick

—I Ifkve come down here for?”

“ Upon my word,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ it is wholly impossible

for me to guess
;
on business, perhaps.”

“ Partly right. Sir,” replied Mr. Peter Magnus, “ but partly

wrong, at the same time : try again, Mr. i’ickwick.”

“ Really,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I must throw myself on your

mercy, to tell me or not, as you may think best
;

for I should

never guess, if I were to try all night.”

“ Why, then, he—he—he !
” said Mr. Peter Magnus, with a

bashful titter, “ What should you think, IMr. Pickwick, if I had

come down here, to make a proposal, Sir, eh ? He—he—he !”

“ Think ! that you are very likely to succeed,” replied Mr.

Pickwick, with one of his most beaming smiles.

“Ah!” said Mr. Magnus, “but do you really think so, Mr.

Pickwick ? Do you, though ?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ No

;
but you’re joking, though.”

“ I am not, indeed.”

“ Why, then,” said Mr. ^Magnus, “ to let you into a little secret,

I think so too. I don’t mind telling you, Mr. Pickwick, although

I’m dreadful jealous by nature—horiid—that the lady is in this

house.” Here Mr. Magnus took off his spectacles, on purpose to

wink, and then put them on again.

“That’s what you were running out of the room for, before

dinner, then, so often,” said Mr. Pickwick, archly.

“ Hush—yes, you’re right, that was it
;
not such a fool as to

see her, though.”

“No!”
“No; wouldn’t do, you kno’^, after having just come oflf a

joimncy. Wait* till to-morrow, Sir; double the chance then. Mr.

Pickwick, Sir, there is a suit of clothes in that bag, and a hat in

that box, which I expect, in the eflect they will produce, will be

invaluable to me. Sir.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Yes

;
you must have observed my anxiety about them to-day.

I do not believe that such another su^f of clothes, and such a

hat, could be bought for money, Mr. Pickwick.”

Mr. Pickwick congratulated the fortunate owner of the

irresistible garments, on their acquisition
;
and Mr. Peter Magnus

remained for a few moments, apparently absorbed in contemplation.

“ She’s a fine creature,” said Mr. Magnus.
“ Is she ?

” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Very,” said Mr, Magnus, “very. She lives about twenty
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miles from here, Mr. Pickwick. I heard she would be here

to-night and all to-morrow forenoon, and came down to sefise the

opportunity. I think an inn is a good sort of place to propose

to a single woman in, Mr. Pickwick. She is more likely to feel

the loneliness of her situation in travelling, perhaps, than she

would be at home. What do you think, Mr. Pickwick ?
”

“ I think it very probable,” replied that gentleman.
“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick, ’ said Mr. Peter Magnus,

“but I am naturally rather curious; what miy you have come
down here for 1

”

“On a far less pleasant errand. Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick,

the colour mounting to his face at the recollection—“ I have come
down here, Sir, to expose the treachery and falsehood of an

individual, upon whose truth and honour I placed implicit

reliance.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, “that’s very impleasant.

Tt is a lady, I presume 1 Eh ? ah I Sly, ]\Tr. Pickwick, sly.

Well, Mr. Pickwick, Sir, I wouldn^t probe your feelings for the

world. Painful subjects, these, Sir, very painful. Don’t mind
me, Mr. Pickwick, if you wish to give vent to your feelings. I

know what it is to be jilted. Sir; I have endured that sort of

thing three or four times.”

“ I am much obliged to you, for your condolence on what you

presume to be my melancholy case,” said Mr. Pickwick, winding

up his watch, and laying it on the table, “ but—

”

“No, no,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, “not a word more: it’s a

painfid subject, I see, I see. What’s the time, Mr. Pickwick 1
”

“ Past twelve.”

“Dear me, it’s time to go to bed. It will never do, sitting

here. I shall be pale to-morrow, Mr. Pickwick.”

At the bare notion of such a calamity, Mr. Peter LTagnus rang

the bell for the chamber-maid
;
and the striped bag, the red bag,

the leather hat -box, and tne brown-paper parcel, having been

conveyed to his bed-room, he retired in company with a japanned

candlestick, to one side of the house, while Mr. Pickwick, and

another japanned candlestick, were conducted through a multitude

of tortuous windings, to another.

“This is your room, Sir,” said the chamber-maid.

“Very well,” replied Mr. Pickwick, looking round him. It

was a tolerably large double-bedded room, with a fire
;
upon the

whole, a more comfortable-looking apartment than Mr. Pickwick’s

short experience of the accommodations of the Great White Horse

had led him to expect.

“ Nobody sleeps in the other be<L of course,” said Mr. Pickwick.
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“Oh no, Sir.”

“ Very good. Tell my servant to bring me up some hot water

at half-past eight in the morning, and that I shall not want him
any more to-night.”

“Yes, Sir.” And bidding Mr. Pickwick good night, the

chamber-maid rctirerl, and left him alone.

Mr. Pickwick sat himself down in a chair before the fire, and
fell into a train of rambling meditations. First he thouglit of

his friends, and wondered when they would join him
;
then his

mind reverted to Mrs. Martha Paidell
;
and from that lady it

wandered, by a natural process, U- the dingy counting-house of

Dodson and Fogg. From Dodson and Fogg’s it flew off at a

tangent, to the very centre of the history of the queer client
;
and

then it came back to the Great White Horse at Ipswich, with

sufficient clearness to convince Mr. Pickwick that he was falling

a.sleep : so he roused himself, and began to undress, when he

recollected he had left his watch on the table down stairs.

Now this watch was a special favourite with Mr. Pickwick,

having been earned about, beneath the shadow of his waistcoat,

for a greater number of years than we feel called upon to state,

at present. The possibility of going to sleep, unless it were

ticking gently beneath his pillow, or in the watch-pocket over

liis head, had never entered Mr. Pickwick’s brain. So as it was
pretty late now, and he was unwilling to ring his bell at that

hour of the night, he slipped on his coat, of which he had just

divested himself, and taking the japanned candlestick in his hand,

walked quietly down stairs.

The more stairs Mr. Pickwiek went down, the more stairs

there seemed to be to descend, and again and again, when Mr.

Pickwick got into some narrow passage, and begari to congratulate

himself on haviiig gained the ground-floor, did another flight of

stairs appear before his astonished eyes. At last he reached a

stone hall, which ho remembered to have seen when he entered

the house. Passage after passage did he explore; room after

room did he peep into
;
at length, just as he was on the point of

giving up the search in despair, he opened the door of the identical

room in which he had spent the eveningj^ and beheld his missing

property on the table.

Mr. Pickwick seized the watch in triumph, and proceeded to

re-trace his steps to his bed-chamber. If his progress downwards
had been attended with difficulties and uncertainty, his journey

back, was infinitely more perplexing. Rows of doors, garnished

with boots of every shape, make, and size, branched oft' in every

possible direction. A dozen times did he softly turn the handle
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of some bed-room door, which resembled his own, when a grufl

cry from within of “Who the devil’s that?” or “What d& you

want here ?
” caused him to steal away, on tiptoe, with a perfectly

marvellous celerity. He was reduced to the verge of despair,

when an open door attracted his attention. He peeped in—right

at last. There were the two beds, whose situation he perfectly

remembered, and the fire still burning. HLs candle, not a long

one when he first received it, had flickered away in the drafts of

air through which he had passed, and sunk into the socket, just as

he closed the door after him. “No matter,” said Mr. Pickwick,

“I can undress myself just as well, by the light of the fire.”

The bedsteads stood, one on each side of the door
;
and on the

inner side of each, was a little path, terminating in a rush-

bottomed chair, just wide enough to admit of a person’s getting

into, or out of bed, on that side, if he or she thought proper.

Having carefully drawn the curtains of his bed on the outside,

Mr. Pickwick sat down on tlie rush-bottomed chair, and leisurely

divested himself of his shoes and gaiters. He then took off and

folded up, his coat, waistcoat, and neck-cloth, and slowly drawing

on his tasseled night-cap, secured it firmly on his head, by tying

beneath his chin, the strings which he always had attached to

that article of dress. It was at this moment that the absurdity

of his recent bewilderment stnick upon his mind
;
and throwing

himself back in the rush-bottomed chair, Mr. Pickwick laughed

to himself so licartily, that it would have been quite delightful to

any man of well -constituted mind to have watched the smiles

which expanded his amiable features as they shone forth, from

beneath the night-cap.

“ It is the best idea,” said Mr. Pickwick to himself, smiling

till he almost cracked the night-cap strings
—“ It is the best idea,

my losing myself in this place, and wandering about those

staircases, that I ever heard of. Droll, droll, very droll.” Here

Mr. Pickwick smiled again, a broader smile than before, and was

about to continue the process of undressing, in the best possible

humour, when he was suddenly stopped by a most unexpected

interruption
;

to wit, the entrance into the room of some person

with a candle, who, after locking the door, advanced to the

dressing table, and set down the light upon it.

The smile that played on Mr. Pickwick’s features, was in-

Btantaneously lost in a look of the most unbounded and wonder-

stricken surprise. The person, whoever it was, had come in so

suddenly and with so little noise, that Mr. Pickwick had had no

time to call out, or oppose their entrance. Who could it bef

A robber ? Some evil-minded person who had seen him come up
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stairs with a handsome watch in his hand, perhaps. What was
he to do I c>

The only way in which Mr. Pickwick could catch a glimpse

of his mysterious visiter with the least danger of being seen

himself, was by creeping on to the bed, and peeping out from

between the curtains on the opposite side. To this manoeuvre

he accordingly resorted. Keeping the curtains carefully closed

with his hand, so that nothing more of him could be seen than

his face and night-cap, and putting on his spectacles, he mustered

up courage, and looked out.

Mr. Pickwick almost fainted with horror and dismay. Stand-

ing before the dressing glass, was a middle-aged lady in yellow

curl-papers, busily engaged in brushing what ladies call their

“ bade hair.” However the unconscious middle-aged lady came
into that room, it was quite clear that she contemplated remain-

ing there for the night; for she had brought a rushlight and
shade with her, which, with praiseworthy precaution against fire,

she had stationed in a basin on the floor, where it was glimmering

away, like a gigantic lighthouse, in a particularly small piece of

water.

“ Bless my soul,” thought Mr. Pickwick, “ what a dreadful

thing 1

”

“Hem!” said the lady; and in went Mr. Pickwick^s head

with automaton-like rapidity.

“ I never met with anything so awful as this,”—thought poor

Mr. Pickwick, the cold perspiration starting in drops upon his

night-cap. “ Never, This is fearful.”

It was quite impossible to resist the urgent desire to see what
was going forward. So out went Mr. Pickwick's head again.

The prospect was worse than before. The middle-aged lady had

finished arranging her hair; had carefully enveloped it, in a

muslin night-cap with a small plaited border, and was gazing

pensively on the fire.

“This matter is growing alarming”—reasoned Mr. Pickwick

with himself. “ I can’t allow things to go on in this way. By
the self-possession of that lady, it’s clear to me that I must
have come into the wrong room. If I call out, she’ll alarm the

house, but if I remain here the consequences will be still more
frightful.”

Mr. Pickwick, it is quite unnecessary to say, was one of the

most modest and delicate-minded of mortals. The very idea

of exhibiting his night-cap to a lady, overpowered him, but he

had tied those confounded strings in a knot, and do what he

would, he couldn’t get it ofif. The disclosure must be made.
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There was only one other way of doing it. He shrunk behind

the cMi taius, and called out very loudly

—

Ha—hum.”
That the lady started at this unexpected sound was evident,

by her falling up against the rush-light shade
;
that slie persiiadeil

herself it must have been the effect of imagination was equally

clear, for when Mr. Pickwick, under the impression that she had

fainted away, stone-dead from fright, ventured to jieep out again,

she was gazing pensively on the fire as before.

“Most extraordinary female this,” tliought Mr. Pickwick,

popping in again. “ IJa—hum.”
These last sounds, so like those in which, as legends inform us.

the ferocious giant Blunderbore was in the habit of expressing

his opinion that it was time to lay tlie cloth, were too distinctly

audible, to be again mistaken for the workings of fancy.

“ Gracious Heaven !
” said the middle-aged lady, “ what’s that !

”

“ It’s—it’s—only a gentleman. Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick

from behind the curtains.

“ A gentleman !
” said the lady with a terrific scream.

“ It’s all over,” thought Mr. Pickwick.

“A strange man !” shrieked the lady. Another instont, and

the house would be alarmed. Her garments rustled as she

rushed towards the door.

“ Ma’am ”—said Mr. Pickwick, thrusting out his head, in the

extremity of his desperation, “ Ma’am.”
Now although Mr. Pickwick w:is not actuated by any definite

object in putting out his head, it wjis instantaneously productive of a

good effect. The lady, as we have already stated, was near the

door. She must pass it, to reach the staircase, and she would

most undoubtedly have done so, by^ this time, had not the sudden

apparition of Mr. Pickwick’s night-cap driven her back, into the

remotest corner of the apartment, where she stood, staring wildly

at Mr. Pickwick, while Mr. Pickwick in his turn, stared wildly

at her.

“Wretch,”—said the lady, covering her eyes with her hands,
“ what do you want here 7

”

“Nothing, Ma’am—nothing whatever, Ma’am;” said Mr
Pickwick earnestly.

“ Nothing !
” said the lady, looking up.

“ Nothing, Ma’am, upon my honour,” said Mr. Pickwick,

nodding his head so energetically, that the tassel of his night-cap

danced again. “ I am almost ready to sink, Ma’am, beneath the

confusion of addressing a lady in my night-cap (here the lady

hastily snatched ofif heir’s), but I can’t get it off, Ma’am (here Mr.

fi2
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Pickwick gave it a tremendous tug, in proof of the statement).

It is evident to me Ma’am now, that I have mistaken thig bed-

room for my own. I had not been here five minutes Ma’am, when
you suddenly entered it.”

“ If this improbable story be really true Sir ”—said the lady,

sobbing violently, “you will leave it instantly.”

“ I will Ma’am with the greatest pleasure ”—replied Mr.
Pickwick.

“ Instantly, Sir,” said the lady.

“ Certainly, Ma’am,” interjwsed Mr. Pickwick very quickly.

“ Certainly, Ma’am. I—I—am very sorry. Ma’am,” said Mr.

Pickwick, making his appearance at the bottom of the bed,
“ to have been the innocent occasion of this alarm and emotion

;

deeply sorry. Ma’am.”
The lady pointed to the door. One excellent quality of Mr.

Pickwick’s character was beautifully displayed at this moment,
under the most trying circumstances. Although ho had hastily

put on his hat over his night-cap, after the maimer of the old

fjatrol
;
although he carried his shoes and gaiters in his hand, and

his coat and waistcoat over his arm, nothing could subdue his

native politeness.

“I am exceedingly sorry, Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, bowing
very low.

“If you are. Sir, you will at once leave the room,” said the

lady.

“Immediately, Ma’am; this instant. Ma’am,” said Mr. Pick-

wick opening the door, and dropping both his shoes witli a loud

crash in so doing.

“ I trust. Ma’am,” resumed Mr. Pickwick, gathering up his

shoes, and turning round to bow again. “ I trust. Ma’am, that

my unblemished character, and the devoted respect I entertain for

your sex, will plead as some slight excuse for this ”—But before

Mr. Pickwick could conclude the sentence, the lady had thrust

him into the passage, and locked and bolted the door behind him.

Whatever grounds of self-congratulation Mr. Pickwick might

have, for having escaped so quietly from his late awkward situation,

his present position was by no means enviable. He was alone, in

an open passage, in a stiange house, in the middle of the night,

half dressed
;

it was not to be supposed that he could find his way
in perfect darkness to a room which he had been wholly unable to

discover with a light, and if he made the slightest noise in his

fruitless attempts to do so, he stood every chance of being shot at,

and perhaps killed, by some wakeful traveller. He had no resource

but to remain where he was, until daylight appeared. So after



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 299

groping his way a few paces down the passage, and to his infinite

alarnif stumbling over several pairs of boots in so doing, Mr.
Pickwick crouched into a little recess in the wall, to wait for

morning, as philosophically as he might.

He was not destined, however, to undergo this additional trial

of patience : for he had not been long ensconced in his present

concealment when, to his unspeakable horror, a man, bearing a

light, appeared at the end of the passage. Ilis horror was
suddenly converted into joy, however, when he recognised the

form of his faithful attendant. It was indeed Mr. Samuel Weller,

who after sitting up thus late, in conversation with the Boots,

who was sitting up for the mail, was now about to retire to rest.

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, suddenly appearing before him,
“ Where’s my bed-room ?

”

Mr. Weller stared at his master with the most emphatic

surprise
;
and it was not until the question had been repeated

three several times, that he turned round, and led the way to the

long-sought apartment.
“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick as he got into bed. “ I have made

one of the most extraordinary mistakes to-night, that ever were

heard of.”

“Wery likely. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller drily.

“ But of this I am determined, Sam,” said ]\Ir. Pickwick

;

“ that if I were to stop in this house for six months, I would

never trust myself about it, alone, again.”

That’s the wery prudentest resolution as you could come to.

Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “You rayther want somebody to look

artcr you Sir, ven your judgment goes out a wisitin’.”

“What do you mean by that, Sam?” said Mr I’iokwick. He
raised himself in bed, and extended his hand, as if he were about

to say something more
;

but suddenly checking himself, turned

round, and bade his valet “ Good night.”
“ Good night. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. He paused when he

got outside the door—shook his head—walked on— stopped

—

snuffed the candle—shook his head again—and finally proceeded

slowly to his chamber, apparently buried in the profoundest

meditatioiL
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CHAPTER XXIII.

IN WHICH MR. SAMUEL WELLER BEGINS TO DEVOTE HIS ENEROIEa

TO THE RETUUN MATCH BETWEEN HIMSELF AND MR. TROTTER.

In a small room in the vicinity of the sfable-yard, betimes in the

morning, which was ushered in by Mr. PickwnJc’s adventure with

the middle-aged lady in the yellow curl-papers, sat Mr. Weller

senior, preparing himself for his journey to London. He was
sitting in an excellent attitude for having his portrait taken

;
and

here it is.

It is very possible that at some earlier period of his career, Mr.

Weller^s profile might have presented a bold, and determificd out-

line. His face, however, had expanded under the influence of

good living, and a disposition remarkable for resignation
;
and its

bold fleshy curves had so far extended beyond the limits originally

assigned them, that unless you took a full view of his countenance

in front, it was difficult to distinguish more than the extreme tip

of a very rubicund nose. His chin, from the same cause, had

acquired the grave and imposing form which is generally described

by prefixing the word ‘Mouble ” to that expressive feature, and
his complexion exhibited that peculiarly mottled combination of

colours which is only to be seen in gentlemen of his profession,

and underdone roast beef. Round his neck he wore a crimson

travelling shawl, which merged into his chin by such imperceptible

gradations, that it was difficult to distinguish the folds of the one,

from the folds of the other. Over this, he mounted a long waist-

coat of a broad pink -striped pattern, and over that again, a wide-

skirted green coat, ornamented with large brass buttons, whereof

the two which garnished the waist, were so far apart, that no man
had ever beheld them both, at the same time. His hair, which

was short, sleek, and black, was just visible beneath the capacious

brim of a low-crowned brown hat. His legs were encased in knee-

cord breeches, and painted top-boots: and a copper watch-chain

terminating in one seal, and a key of the same material, dangled

loosely from his capacious waist-band.

We have said that Mr. Weller was engaged in preparing for

his journey to London—he was taking sustenance, in fact. On
the table before him, stood a pot of ale, a cold round of beef, and

a very respectable-looking loaf, to each of which he distributed his

favours in turn, with the most rigid impartiality. He had just

cut a mighty slice from the latter, when the footsteps of somebody
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entering the room, caused him to raise his head ; and he beheld

bis soa.

“ Mornin^ Sammy,” said the father.

The son walked up to the pot of ale, and nodding significantly

to his parent, took a long draught by way of reply.

“Wery good power o’ suction, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller the

elder, looking into the pot, when his first-born had set it down
half empty. “ You’d ha’ made an uncommon fine oyster, Sammy,
if you’d been born in that station o’ life.”

“Yes, 1 des-say I should ha’ managed to pick up a respectable

livin’,” rejdied Sarn, applying himself to the cold beef, with

considerable vigour.

“ I’m weiy sorry, Sammy,” said the elder Mr. Weller, shaking

up the ale, by describing small circles with the pot, preparatory

to drinking. “ I’m wery sorry, Sammy, to hear from your lips, as

you let yourself be gammoned by that ’ere mulberry man. I

always tliouglit, uj) to three days ago, that the names of Veller

and gammon could never come into contract, Sammy— never,”

“Always exceptin’ the case of a widder, of course,” said Sam.
“ Widders, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, slightly changing colour.

“Widders are ’ceptions to ev’ry rule. I havt heerd how many
ord’nary women, one widder’s equal to, in pint o’ cornin’ over you.

I think it’s five -and -twenty, but I don’t rightly know vether it

an’t more.”

“Well; that’s pretty well,” said Sam.
“ Besides,” continued Mr. Weller, not noticing the interruption,

“ that’s a wery different thing. You know what the counsel said,

Sammy, as defended the gen’lem’n as beat his wife with the poker,

venever he got jolly. ‘ And arter all, my Lord,’ says he, ‘ it’s a

amiable weakness.’ So I says respectin’ widders, Sammy, and so

you’ll say, ven you gets as old as I am.”
“ I ought to ha’ know’d better, I know,” said Sam.

“Ouglit to ha’ know’d better!” repeated Mr. Weller, striking

the table with his fist. “ Ought to ha’ know’d better 1 why, I

know a young ’un as hasn’t had half nor quarter your eddication

— as hixsn’t slept about the markets, no, not six months—who’d

ha’ scorned to be let in, in such a vay
;
i^comed it, Sammy.” In

the excitement of feeling produced by this agonising rcllection, Mr.

Weller rang the bell, and ordered an additional pint of ale.

“ Well, it’s no use talking about it now,” said Sam. “ It’s over,

and can’t be helped, and that’s one consolation, as they alvays says

in Tin-key, ven they cuts the wrong man’s head off. It's my innings

now, gov’rnor, and as soon as 1 catches hold o’ this here Trotter, I’ll

have a good ’un.”
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“ I hope you will, Sammy. I hope you will,” returned Mr.
Weller. “ Here’s your health, Sammy, and may you spcedity vipc

off the disgrace as you’ve inflicted on the family name.” In honour
of this toast Mr. Weller imbibed at a draught, at least two-thirds

of the newly-arrived pint, and handed it over to his son, to dispose

of the remainder, which he instantaneously did.

‘‘And now, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, consulting the large

double-cased silver watch that hung at the end of the copper chain.
“ Now it’s time I was up at the office to get my vay-bill, and see

the coach loaded
;

for coaches, Sammy, is like guns—they requires

to be loaded with wery great care afore they go off.”

At this parental and professional joke, Mr. Weller junior smiled

a filial smile. His revered parent continued in a solemn tone

—

“I’m a goin’ to leave you, Samivel my boy, and there’s no
telling ven I shall see you again. Your mother-in-law may ha’

been too much for me, or a thousand things may have happened by
the time you next hears any new's o’ the celebrated Mr. Veller o’

the Bell Savage. The family name depends wery much upon you,

Samivel, and I hope you’ll do wot’s right by it. Upon all little

pints o’ breedin^, I know I may trust you as veil as if it was my
own self. So I’ve only this here one little bit of adwice to give

you. If ever you gets to up’ards o’ fifty, and feels disjjosed to go

a marryin’ anybody—no matter who—jist you shut yourself up in

your own room, if you’ve got one, and pison yourself off hand,

llangin’s wiilgar, so don’t you have nothin’ to say to that. Pison

yourself, Samivel my boy, pison yourself, and you’ll be glad on it

arterwards.” With these affecting words, Mr. Weller looked sted-

fastly on his son, and turning slowly upon his heel, disappeared

from his sight.

In the contemplative mood,which these words had awakened,

Mr. Samuel Weller walked forth from the Great White Horse when
his father had left him

;
ad bending his steps towards Saint

Clement’s Church, endeavoured to dissipate his melancholy, by
strolling among its ancient precincts, lie had loitered about, for

some time, when he found himself in a retired spot—a kind of

court-yard of venerable appearance—w hich he discovered had no

other outlet than the turning by which he had entered. He was

about retracing his steps, when he waa suddenly transfixed to the

spot by a sudden appearance ; and the mode and manner of this

appearance, we now proceed to relate.

Mr. Samuel Weller had been staring up, at the old red brick

houses now and then, in his deep abstraction, bestowing a wink
upon some healthy-looking servant girl as she drew up a blind, or

threw open a bed-room window, when the green gate of a garden



THE PIOKWIOK CLUB. 808

at the bottom of the yard, opened, and a man having emerged there-

from, closed the green gate very carefully after him, and walked

briskly towards the very spot where Mr. Weller was standing.

Now taking this, as an isolated fact, unaccompanied by any

attendant circumstances, there was nothing very extraordijiary in

it, because in many parts of the world, men do come out of gardens,

close green gates after them, and even walk briskly away, without

attracting any particular share of public observation. It is clear,

therefore, that there must have been something in the man, or in

his manner, or both, to attract Mr. Wellei*’s particular notice.

Whether there was, or not, we must leave the reader to determine,

when we have faithfully recounted the behaviour of the individual

in question.

When the man had shut the green gate after him, he walked,

as we have said twice already, with a brisk pace up the court-yard
,

but he no sooner caught siglit of Mr. Weller, than he faltered, an(l

stopped, as if uncertain for the moment what course to adopt. As
the green gate was closed behind hun, and there was no other out-

let but the one in front, however, he was not long in perceiving

that he must pass Mr. Samuel Weller to get away.‘ lie therefore

resumed his brisk pace, and advanced, staring straiglit before him.

The most extraordinary thing about the man was, that he was con-

torting his face into the most fearful and astonishing grima(;es that

ever were beheld. Nature’s handywork never was disguised with

such extraordinary artificial carving, as the man had overlaid his

countenance witli, in one moment.
“Well,”—said Mr. Weller to himself, i\s the man approached.

“ This is wery odd. I could ha’ swore it was him.”

Up came the man, and his face became more frightfully distorted

than ever, as he drew nearer.

“ I could tak^e my oath to that ’ere black hair, and mulberry

suit,” said Mr. Weller
;

‘‘ only I never see such a face as that, afore.”

As Mr. Weller said this, the man’s features assumed an unearthly

twinge, perfectly hideous. Ho was obliged to pass very near Sam
however, and the scrutinising glance of that gentleman enabled him

to detect, under all these appalling twists of feature, something too

like the small eyes of Mr. Job Trotter, to be easily mistaken.
“ Hallo, you Sir,” shouted Sam, fiercely.

The stranger stopped.

“ Hallo,” repeated Sam, still more gruffly.

The man with the horrible face, looked, with the greatest sur-

prise, up the court, and down the court, and in at the windows of

the houses—everywhere but at Sam Weller—and took another

step forward, when he was brought to again, by another shout
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** Hallo, you Sir,”—said Sam, for the third time.

There was no pretending to mistake where the voice cam# from

now, so the stranger, having no other resource, at last looked Sam
Weller full in the face.

“It won’t do, Job Trotter,” said Sam. “Come, none o’ that

’ere nonsense. You ain’t so wery ’ansome tliat you can afford

to throw avay many o’ your good looks. Bring them ’ere eyes o’

your’n back into their proper places, or l‘Il knock ’em out of your

head. Dy’e hear?”

As Mr. Weller appeared fully disposed to act up to the spirit of

this address, Mr. Trotter gradually allowed his face to resume its

natural expression
;

and then giving a start of joy, exclaimed,
“ What do I see ? Mr. Walker !

”

“ Ah,” replied Sam—“ You’re wery glad to see me, ain’t you ?
”

“ Glad !
” exclaimed Job Trotter—“ Oh, Mr. Walker, if you had

but known how I have looked forward to this meeting ! It is too

much, Mr. Walker; I cannot bear it, indeed I cannot.” And with

these words, Mr. Trotter burst into a regular inundation of tears,

and, flinging his arms round those of Mr. Weller, embraced him
closely, in an ecstacy of joy,

“Get off,” cried Sam, highly indignant at this process, and

vainly endeavouring to extricate himself from the grasp of his

enthusiastic acquaintance, “Get off, I tell you. What are you

crying over me for, you portable ingine ?
”

“Because I am so glad to see you,” replied Job Trotter,

gradually releasing Mr. Weller, as the first symptoms of his pug-

nacity disappeared. “ Oh, Mr. Walker, this is too much.”

“Too much !” echoed Sam, “I think it is too much—rayther.

Now what have you got to say to me, eh ?
”

Mr. Trotter made no reply
;

for the little pink pocket handker-

chief was in full force. •

“ What have you got to say to mo, afore 1 knock your head

off?” repeated Mr. Weller, in a threatening manner.

“Eh !
” said Mr. Trotter, with a look of virtuous surprise.

“ What have you got to say to me ?
”

“I, Mr. Walker!”
“Don’t call me Valker; my name’s Veller

;
you know that

veil enough. What have you got to say to me ?
”

“ Bless you, Mr. Walker—Weller I mean—a great many things,

if you will come away somewhere, where we can talk c(jmfortably.

If you knew how I have looked for you, Mr. Weller—

”

“Wery hard, indeed, I s’pose?” said Sam, drily.

“Very, very. Sir,” replied Mr. Trotter, without moving a

muscle of his face. “ But shake hands, Mr. Wellei.”
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Sam eyed his companion for a few seconds, and then, as if

actuated by a sudden impulse, complied with his request.
“ How,” said Job Trotter, as they walked away—“ How is

your dear, good master] Oh, he is a worthy genileman, Mr.

Weller. I hope he didn’t catch cold, that dreadful night, Sir.”

There was a momentary look of deep slyness in Job Trotter’s

eye, as he said this, which ran a thrill througli Mr. Weller’s

clenched fist as he burnt with a desire to make a deiiionstration on

his ribs. Sam constrained himself, however, and replied that his

master was extremely well.

“ Oh, I am so glad,” replied Mr. Trotter, “ is he here ]
”

“ Is your’n ? ” asked Sam, by way of reply.

“Oh, yes, he is here, and I grieve to say, Mr. Weller, he is

going on, worse than ever.”

“ Ah, ah ]
” said Sam.

“Oh, shocking—terrible.”

“ At a boarding-school ] ” said Sam.

“^lo, not at a boarding-school,” replied Job Trotter, with the

same sly look w'hich Sara had noticed before—“Not at a boarding-

school.”

“At the house with the green gate]” inquired Sam, eyeing liis

companion closely.

“No, no—oh, not there,” replied Job, with a quickness very

unusual to him, “ not there.”

“What was you a doin’ there]” asked Sam, with a slnirp

glance—“Got inside the gate by accident, perhaf)s ?”

“ Why, Mr. Weller,” replied Job, “I don’t mimi telling you my
little secrets, because you know we took such a fancy fur each

other when we first met. You recollect how pleasant we w^‘re

that morning]”

“Oh yes,” said Sam, impatiently—“I remember. Well.”

“Well,” replied Job, speaking with great precision, aiid in the

low tone of a man who communicates an important secret
—“ In

that house with the green gate, Mr. Weller, they keep a good

many servants.”

“ So I should think, from the look on it,” interposed Sam.

“Yes,” continued Mr. Trotter, “and one of them is a cook,

who has saved up a little money, Mr. ?Veller, and is desirous, if

she can establish herself in life, to open a little shop in the

chandlery way, you see.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Mr. Weller. Well, Sir, I met her at a chapel that I go

to—a very neat little chapel in this town, Mr. Weller, where they

sing the number four collection of hymns, which I generally carry
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about with me, in a little book, which you may perhaps have seen

in my hand—and I got a little intimate with her, Mr. Weller^ and
from that, an acquaintance sprung up between us, and I may venture

to say, Mr. Weller, that I am to be the chandler.”
“ Ah, and a wery amiable chandler you’ll make,” replied Sam,

eyeing Job with a side look of intense dislike.

“ The great advantage of this, Mr. Weller,” continued Job, his

eyes filling with tears as he spoke, “will be, that I shall be able

to leave my present disgraceful service with timl bad man, and to

devote myself to a better and more virtuous life—more like the

way in which I was brought up, Mr. Weller.”

“You must ha’ been wery nicely brought up,” said Sam.
“ Oh, very, Mr. Weller, veiy,” replied Job

;
and at the recol-

lection of the purity of his youthful days, Mr. Trotter pulled forth

the pink handkerchief, and wept copiously.

“You must ha’ been an uncommon nice boy, to go to school

vith,” said Sam.

“I was Sir,” replied Job, heaving a deep sigh. “I was the

idol of the place.”

“Ah,” said Sam, “I don’t wonder at it. What a comfort you

must ha’ been to your blessed mother.”

At these words, Mr. Job Trotter inserted an end of the pink

handkerchief into the corner of each eye, one after the other, and

began to weep copiously.

“Vhat’s the matter vith the man,” said Sam indignantly.

“ Chelsea waterworks is nothin’ to you. What are you melting

vith now—the consciousness o’ willainy ?
”

“ I cannot keep my feelings down, Mr. Weller,” said Job, after

a short pause. “ To think that ray master should have suspected

the conversation I had with yours, and so dragged me away in a

post-chaise, and after persua<ling the sweet young Jady to say she

knew nothing of him, and bribing the school-mistress to do the

same, deserted her for a better speculation,—oh ! Mr. Weller, it

makes me shudder.”
“ Oh, that was the vay, was it?” said Mr. Weller.

“To be sure it was,” replied Job.

“Veil,” said Sam, as they had now arrived near the Hotel, “I
vant to have a little bit o’ talk with you. Job

;
so if you’re not

partickler engaged, I should like to see you at the Great White

Horse to-night, somewheres about eight o’clock.”

“ I shall be sure to come,” said Job.
“ Yes, you’d better,” replied Sam, with a very meaning look,

“ or else I shall perhaps be askin’ arter you, at the other side of

the green gate, and then I might cut you out, you know.”
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“I shall be sure to be with you,” said Mr. Trotter; and
wringing Sam’s hand with the utmost fervour, he walked away.

“ Take care. Job Trotter, take care,” said Sam, looking after

him, “or I shall be one too many for you this time, I shall, in-

deed.” Having uttered this soliloquy, and looked after Job till

he was to be seen no more, Mr. Weller made the Lest of his way
to his master’s bed-room.

“It’s all in training, Sir,” said Sam.
“ What’s in training, Sam 1

” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ I have found ’em out. Sir,” said Sam.
“ Found out who ?

”

“That ’ere queer customer, and the melan-cholly chap with the

black hair.”

“ Impossible, Sam !
” said Mr. Pickwick, with the greatest

energy— ‘‘ Where are they, Sam
;
wdierc are they 1

”

“ Hush, hush !
” replied Mr. Weller

;
and as he assisted Mr.

Pickwick to dress, he detailed the plan of action on which he

proposed to enter.

“ But when is this to be done, Sam 1 ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ All in good time. Sir,” replied Sam.

Whether it was done in good time, or not, will be seen

hereafter.

CHAPTER XXIV.

WHEREIN MR. PETER MAGNUS GROWS JEALOl/S, AND THK

MIDDLE-AGED LADY APPREHENSIVE, W^UICH IJ RINGS THE

PICKWICKIAN8 WITHIN THE, GRASP OF THE LAW.
•

When Mr. Pickwick descended to the room in which he and

Mr. Peter Magnus had sjjent the preceding evening, he found that

gentleman with the major part of the contents of the two bags,

the leathern hat-box, and the brown-paper parcel, displayed to all

possible advantage on his person, while he himself was pacing up

and down the room in a state of the utmost excitement and
»

agitation.

“ Good morning, Sir,” said Mr. Peter Magnus—“ What do you

think of this, Sir?”
“ Very efiective indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick, surveying the

garments of Mr. Peter Magnus with a good-natured smile.

“Yes, I think it'll do/’ said Mr. Magnus. “Mr. Pickwick,

Sir, I have sent up my card.”
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“ Have you 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Yes

;
and the waiter brought back word, that she would sec

me at eleven—at eleven, Sir; it only wants a quarter now.”
“ Very near the time,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes, it is rather near,” replied Mr. Magnus, “ rather too near

CO be pleasant—eh ! Mr. Pickwick, Sir ?
”

“ Confidence is a great thing iu these cases,” observed Mr.

Pickwick.
“ I believe it is, Sir,” said Mr. Peter Magnus. “ I am very

confident, Sir. Really, Mr. Pickwick, I do not sec wliy a man
should feel any fear in sucli a case as this. Sir. What is it, Sirl

There’s nothing to be ashamed of; it’s a matter of mutual accom-

modation, nothing more. Husband on one side, wdfe on the other.

That’s my view of the matter, Mr. Pickwick.”
“ 1 1 is a very philosophical one,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ But

breakfast is waiting, Mr. Magnus. Come.”
Down they sat to breakfast, but it was evident, notwithstand-

ing the boasting of Mr. Peter Magnus, that he laboured under a very

considerable degree of nervousness, of which loss of appetite, a pro-

pensity to upset the tea-things, a spectral attempt at drollery, and

an irresistible inclination to look at the clock every other second,

were among the principal symptoms.
“ He—he—he,” tittered Mr. Magnus, affecting cheerfulness,

and gjisping with agitation. “ It only wants two minutes, Mr.

Pickwick. Am I pale, Sir?”

“Not very,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

There was a brief pause.

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick
;
but have you ever done

this sort of thing in your time?” said Mr. Magnus.

“You mean proposing?” said, Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes.”

“Never,” said Mr. Pickw’ k, with great energy, “never.”

“You have no idea, then, how it’s beat to begin?” said Mr.

Magnus.

“Wliy,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I may have formed some ideas

upon the subject, but, as I have never submitted them to the test

of experience, I should b^ sorry if you were induced to regulate

your proceedings by them.”

“I should feel very much obliged to you, for any advice. Sir,”

said Mr. Magnus, taking another look at the clock, the hand of

which w'aa verging on the five minutes past.

“ Well, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, with the profoimd solemnity

with which that great man could, when he pleased, render his re-

marks 80 deeply impressive—“ I should commence. Sir, with a
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tribute to the lady’s beauty and excellent qualities
;
from them.

Sir, 1 should diverge to my own unworthiness.”
“ Very good,” said Mr. Magnus.
“ Unworthiness for her only, mind, Sir,” resumed Mr. Pick-

wick
;

“ for to shew that I was not wholly unworthy, Sir, I should

take a brief review of my past life, and present condition. I

should argue, by analogy, that to anybody else, I must be a very

desirable object. I should then expatiate on the warmth of niy

love, and the depth of my devotion. Perhaps I might then be

tempted to seize her hand.”

‘‘Yes, I see,” said Mr. Magnus; “that would be a very great

point.”

“ I should then, Sir,” continued Mr. Pickwick, growing warmer
the subject presented itself in more glowing colours before him—“I should then. Sir, come to the plain and simple question,

'Will you have me?’ I think I am justified in assuming that

upon this, she would turn away her head.”
“ You think that may bo tiiken for granted ? ” said Mr. Magnus

;

“ because, if she did not do that at the right place, it would l>e

ejnbarrassing.”

“ I think she would,” said Mr. Pickwiclc “ Uj)on this, Sir, I

should squeeze her hand, and I think—I thinh^ Mr. I\lagnus—that

after I had done that, supposing there was no refusal, I should

gently draw away the handkerchief, which my slight knowledge of

human nature leads me to su])pose the lady would be applying to

her eyes at the moment, and steal a respectful kiss. I think I

should kiss her, Mr. Magnus
;
and at this particular point, I am

decidedly of opinion that if the lady were going to take me at all,

she would murmur into my ears a bashful acceptance.”

Mr. Magnus started
:
gazed oq Mr. Pickwick’s intelligent face,

for a short tim« in silence, and then (the djal pointing to the ten

minutes past) shook him warmly by the hand, and rushed

desperately from the room.

Mr. Pickwick had taken a few strides to and fro
;
and the

small hand of the clock following the latter part of his example,

had arrived at the figure which indicates the half hour, when the

door suddenly opened. He turned round to greet Mr. Peter

Magnus, and encountered in his stead the joyous face of ]\lr.

Tupman, the serene countenance of Mr. Winkle, and the intellec-

tual lineaments of Mr. Snodgrass.

As Mr. Pickwick greeted them, Mr. Peter Magnus tripped into

the room.
“ My friends, the gentleman I was speaking of, Mr. Magnus,”

said Mr. Pickwick.
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“Your servant, gentlemen,” said Mr. Magnus, evidently in a

high state of excitement
;
“ Mr. Pickwick, allow me to speak to

you, one moment, Sir.”

As he said this, Mr. Magnus harnessed hia fore-finger to Mr.

Pickwick’s button -hole, and, drawing him into a window recess,

said

—

“ Congratulate me, Mr. Pickwick
;

I followed your advice to

the very letter.”

“ And it w^as all correct, was it 1 ” inquired M". Pickwick.
“ It was, Sir—could not possibly have been better,” replied Mr.

Magnus
;

“ Mr. Pickwick, she is mine.”
“ I congratulate you, with all my heart,” replied Mr. Pickwick,

warmly shaking his new friend by the hand.

“You 111 list see her. Sir,” said Mr. Magnus
;

“ this way, if you

please. Excuse us for one instant, gentlemen.” And hurrying

on in this way, Mr. Peter Magnus drew Mr. Pickwick from the

room. lie paused at the next door in the passage, and tapped

gently thereat.

“ Come in,” said a female voice. And in they went.

“Miss Witherficld,” said Mr. Magnus, “Allow me to introduce

my very particular friend, Mr. Pickwick. Mr. Pickwick, I beg to

make you known to Miss Witherlield.”

The lady was at the upper end of the room, and as Mr.

Pickwick bowed, he took his spectacles from his waistcoat pocket,

and put them on, a process which he had no sooner gone through,

than, uttering an exclamation of surprise, Mr. Pickwick retreated

several paces, and the lady, with a half-suppressed scream, hid

her face in her hands, and dropped into a chair, whereupon ]\[r.

Peter Magnus was struck motionless on the spot, and gazed

from one to the other, with a countenance expressive of the

extremities of horror and surprise.

This certainly was, to ^11 appearance, very unaccountable

behaviour, but the fact was, that Mr. Pickwick no sooner put on

his spectacles, than he at once recognised in the future Mrs.

Magnus the lady into whose room he had so unwarrantably

intruded on the previous night
;
and the spectacles had no sooner

crossed Mr. Pickwick’s nose, than the lady at once identified the

countenance which she had seen surrounded by all the horrors of

a night-cap. So the lady screamed, and Mr. Pickwick started.

“ Mr. Pickwick ! exclaimed Mr. Magnus, lost in astonishment,

“ What is the meaning of this, Sir 1 What is the meaning of it,

Sir ?
” added Mr. Magnus, in a threatening, and a louder tone.

“ Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, somewhat indignant at the very

sudden manner in which Mr. Peter Magnus had conjugated
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himself into the imperative mood, “I decline answering that

question.”

“You decline it, Sir?” said Mr. Magnus.
“ I do. Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick

;
“ I object to saying anything

which may compromise that lady, or awaken unpleasant recollec-

tions in her breast, without her consent and permission.”

“ Miss Withcrfield,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, “ do you know
this person ?

”

“ Know him !
” repeated the middle-aged lady, hesitating.

“Yes, know him, Ma’am, 1 said know him,” replied Mr.

Magnus, with ferocity.

“ I have seen him,” replied the middle-aged lady.

“Where?” inquired Mr. Magnus, “where?”
“ That,” said the middle-aged lady, rising from her seat, and

averting her head, “ that I would not reveal for worlds.”

“ I understand you, Ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ and respect

your delicacy
;

it shall never be revealed by me, depend uprm it.”

“ Upon my word. Ma’am,” said I^Ir. IMagnus, “ considering the

situation in which I am placed with regard to yourself, you carry

this matter off with tolerable coolness—tolerable coolness, Ma’am.”
* “ Cruel Mr. Magnus,” said the middle-aged lady

;
and here she

wept very copiously indeed.

“ Address your observations to me. Sir,” interposed Mr.

Pickwick; “I alone am to blame, if anybody be.”

“ Oh
!
you alone are to blame, are you, Sir ?

” said I\Tr. Magnus
;

“I—I—see through this. Sir. You repent of your determination

now, do you ?
”

“ ]\Ty determination !” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Your determination. Sir. Oh! don’t stare at me, Sir,” said

Mr. Magnus; “I recollect yoiu* wprds last night, Sir. You came
down here, Si^, to expose the treachery and falsehood of an

individual on whose truth and honour you had placed implicit

reliance—eh ? ” Here Mr. Peter Magnus indulged in a prolonged

sneer
;
and taking off his green spectacles—which he probably

found superfluous in his fit of jealousy—rolled his little eyes about,

in a manner which was frightful to behold.

“ Eh ?
” said Mr. Magnus ; and then he repeated the sneer

with increased effect. “But you shall answer it. Sir.”

“ Answer what ?
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Never mind, Sir,” replied Mr. Magnus, striding up and down
the room—“Never mind.”

There must be something very comprehensive in this phrase of

Never mind,” for we do not recollect to have ever witnessed a

quarrel in the street, at a theatre, public room, or elsewhere, in
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which it has not been the standard reply to all belligerent

inquiries. “Do you call yourself a gentleman, SirT'—“i^ever
mind, Sir.” “Did I offer to say anything to the young woman,
Sir!”—“Nevermind, Sir.” “Do you want your head knocked
up against that wall, Sirl”—“Never mind. Sir.” It is observ-

able, too, that there would appear to be some hidden taunt in

this universal “Never mind,” whicl; rouses more indignation in

the bosom of the individual addressed, than the most lavish abuse

could possibly awaken.

AVe do not mean to assert that the application of this brevity

to himself, struck exactly that indignation to Mr. Pickwick’s soul,

which it would infallibly have roused in a vulgar breast. We
merely record the fact that Mr. Pickwick opened the room door,

and abruptly called out, “ Tupman, come here.”

Mr. Tupman immediately presented himself, with a look of

very considerable surprise.

“Tupman,” said Mr. Pickwick, “a secret of some delicacy,

in which that lady is concerned, is the cause of a differ-

ence which has just arisen between this gentleman and myself.

When I assure him, in your presence, that it has no relation to

himself, and is not in any way connected with his affairs, I need

hardly beg you to take notice that if he continues to dispute it,

he expresses a doubt of my veracity, which I shall consider

extremely insulting.” As Mr. Pickwick said this, he looked

encyclopaedias at Mr. Peter Magnus.
Mr. Pickwick’s upright and honourable bearing, coupled with

that force and energy of speech which so eminently distinguished

him, would have carried conviction to any reasonable mind
;
but

unfortunately at that particular moment, the mind of Mr. Peter

Magnus was in anything but, reasonable order. Consequently,

instead of receiving Mr. Pickwick’s explanation • as he ought to

have done, he forthwith pro''eedcd to work himself into a red-hot

scorching consuming passion, and to talk about what was due to

his own feelings, and all that sort of thing, adding force to his

declamation by striding to and fro, and pulling his hair, amuse-

ments which lie would vary occasionally, by shaking his fist in

Mr. Pickwick’s philanthropic countenance.

Mr. Pickwick, in his turn, conscious of his own innocence and

rectitude, and irritated by having unfortunately involved the

middle-aged lady in such an unpleasant affair, was not so quietly

disposed as was his wont. The consequence was, that words ran

high, and voices higher, and at len^h Mr. Magnus told Mr.

Pickwick he should hear from him, to which Mr. Pickwick replied

with laudable politeness, that the sooner he heard from him the
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better ; whereupon the middle-aged lady rushed in terror from the

room^out of which Mr. Tupman dragged Mr. Pickwick, leaving

Mr. Peter Magnus to himself and meditation.

If the middle-aged lady had mingled much with the busy world,

or profited at all, by the manners and customs of tliose who make
the laws and set the fashions, she would have known tiiat this

sort of ferocity is just the most harmless thing in nature
;
but as

she had lived for the most part in the country, and never read the

parliamentary debates, she was little versed in tliese particular

refinements of civilised life. Accordingly, when she had gained

her bed-chamber, bolted herself in, and begun to meditate on the

scene she had just witnessed, the most terrific pictures of slaughter

and destruction presented themselves to her imagination
;
among

wdiich, a full-length portrait of Mr. Peter Magnus borne home by

four men, with the embellishment of a whole barrel-full of bullets

in his left side, was among the very least. The more the middle-

aged lady meditated, the more terrified she became; and at length

she determined to repair to the house of the principal magistrate

of the town, and request him to secure the persons of Mr. Pick-

wick and Mr. Tupman, without delay.

To this decision, the middle-aged lady was impelled by a

variety of considerations, the chief of which, W£us the incontcstalde

proof it would afford of her devotion to Mr. Peter Magnus, and

her anxiety for his safety. She was too well acquaintiMl with his

jealous temperament to venture the slightest allusion to the real

cause of her agitation on beholding Mr. Pickwick
;
and she

trusted to her own influence and power of persuasion with the

little man, to quell his boisterous jealousy, supposing that ]\Ir.

Pickwick were removed, and no fresh quarrel could arise. Filled

with these reflections, the middle-aged lady arrayed herself in

her bonnet and shawl, and repaired to the Mayor’s dwelling

straightway.

Now George Nupkins, Esquire, the principal magistrate afore-

said, was about as grand a personage as the fastest walker would

find out, between sunrise and sunset, on the twenty-first of June,

which being, according to the almanacs, the longest day in the

whole year, would naturally afford him the longest jieriod for his

search. On this particular morning, Mr, Nupkins was in a state

of the utmost excitement and irritation, for there had been a

rebellion in the town
;

all the day-scholars at the largest day-

school, had conspired to break the windows of an obnoxious apple-

seller, and had hooted the beadle, and pelted the constabulary

—

an elderly gentleman in top-boots, who had been called out tc

repress the tumult ;
and hsid been a peace-ofl&cer, man and boy,
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for half a century at least. And Mr. Nupkins was sitting in his

easy chair, frowning with majesty, and boiling with rage, wten a

lady was announced on pressing, private, and particular business.

Mr. Nupkins looked calmly terrible, and commanded that the lady

should be shown in, which command, like all the mandates of

emperors, and magistrates, and other great potentates of the

earth, was forthwith obeyed
;
and Miss Witherfield, interestingly

agitated, was ushered in accordingly.

“Lluzzle,” said the Magistrate.

Muzzle was an under-sized footman, with a long body and
short legs.

“ Muzzle.”
“ Yes, your worship.”
“ Place a chair and leave the room.”
“ Yes, your worship.”

“Now, Ma’am, will you state your business?” said the

Magistrate.
“ It is of a very painful kind. Sir,” said Miss Witherfield.

“ Very likely. Ma’am,” said the Magistrate. “ Compose your

feelings, IMa’am.” Here Mr. Nupkins looked benignant “And
then tell me what legal business brings you hetc. Ma’am.” Here

the Magistrate triumphed over the man
;
and he looked stern again.

“ It is very distressing to me. Sir, to give tliis information,”

said Miss Witherfield, “but I fear a duel is going to be fought

here.”

“ Here, Ma’am,” said the Magistrate. “ Where, Ma’am ?
”

“ In Ipswich.”
“ In Ipswich, Ma’am—a duel in Ipswich,” said the Magistrate,

perfectly aghast at the notion. “ Impossible, Ma'am
;
nothing of

the kind can be contemplated in this town, I am persuaded.

Bless my soul. Ma’am, are you aware of the activity of our local

magistracy ? Do you happ^^n to have heard, Ma’am, that I

rushed into a prize-ring on the fourth of May last, attended by

only sixty special constables
;
and, at the hazard of fiilling a

sacrifice to the angry passions of an infuriated multitude, pro-

hibited a pugilistic contest between the Middlesex Dumpling, and

the Suffolk Bantam ? A duel in Ipswich, Ma’am I I don’t think

—I do not think,” said *tne Magistrate, reasoning with himself,

“ that any two men can have had the hardihood to plan such a

breach of the peace, in this town.”
“ My information is unfortunately but too correct,” said the

middle-aged lady, “ I was present at the quarrel.”

“It’s a most extraordinary thing,” said the astounded

Magistrate. “ Muzzle.”
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“ Yes, your worship.”

“6end Mr. Jinks here, directly—instantly.”

“Yes, your worship.”

Muzzle retired
;
and a pale, sharp-nosed, half-fed, shabbily-clad

clerk, of middle age, entered the room.
“ Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate—“ Mr. Jinks.”

“ Sir,” said Mr. Jinks.

“ This lady, Mr. Jinks, has come here, to give information of

an intended duel in this town.”

Mr. Jinks, not exactly knowing what to do, smiled a

dependent’s smile.

“ What are you laughing at, Mr. Jinks ? ” said the Magistrate.

Mr. Jinks looked serious, instantly.

“Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate, “you’re a fool, Sir.”

Mr. Jinks looked humbly at the great man, and bit the top of

his pen.

“You may see something very comical in this information. Sir
;

but I can tell you this, Mr. Jinks, that you have very little to

laugh at,” said the Magistrate.

The hungry-looking Jinks sighed, as if he w'ore cpiite a^vare of

the fact of his having very little indeed, to be merry about
;
and,

being ordered to take tlie lady’s information, shainhlcd to a seat,

and proceeded to write it down.
“ This man Piekw'ick is the principal, I understand,” said the

Magistrate, when the statement was finished.

“He is,” said the middle-aged lady.

“And the other rioter—what’s his name, Mr. Jinks?”
“ Tupman, Sir.”

“ Tupman is the second ?
”

“ Yes.”

“The other '•principal you say, has absconded. Ma’am?”
“ Yes,” replied Miss Witherficld, with a short cough.

“ Very well,” said the Magistrate. “ These are two cut-

throats from London, who have come down here, to destroy His

Majesty’s population, thinking that at this distance from the

capital, the arm of the law is weak and paralysed. They shall

be made an example of. Draw up tjie warrants, Mr. Jinks.

Muzzle.”

“Yes, your worship.”

“ Is Grummer down stairs ?
”

“Yes, your worship.”

“ Send him up.”

The obsequious Muzzle retired, and presently returned,

introducing the elderly gentleman in the top-boots, who was



816 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

chiefly remarkable for a bottle nose, a hoarse voice, a snuff

coloured surtout, and a wandering eye. •

“ Grummer,’* said the Magistrate.
“ Your wash-up.”
“ Is the town quiet now ?

”

“Pretty well, your wash-up,” replied Gnimmer. “Poplar
feeling has in a measure subsided, consekens o’ the boys having

dispersed to cricket.”

“ Nothing but vigorous measures will do, in these times, Grum-
mer,” said tlie Magistrate, in a determined manner. “If the

authority of tlie king’s officers is set at nought, we must have the

riot act read. If the civil power cannot protect these windows,

Gruminer, the military must protect the civil power, and the win-

dows too. I believe that is a maxim of the constitution, Mr.

Jinks?”
“ Certaiuly, Sir,” said Jinks.
“ Very good,” said the Magistrate, signing the warrants. “ Grum-

uier, you will bring these persons before me, this afternoon. You
will find them at the Great White Horse. You recollect the case

of the Middlesex Durnplingand the Suffolk Bantam, Gnimmer?”
Mr. Gruminer intimated, by a retrospective shake of the head,

that he should never forget it—as indeed it was not likely he

would, so long as it continued to be cited daily.

“ This is even more unconstitutional,” said the Magistrate

;

“ this is even a greater breach of the peace, and a grosser in-

fringement of His Majesty’s prerogative. I believe duelling is one

of His Majesty’s most undoubted prerogatives, Mr. Jinks ?
”

“ Expressly stipulated in Magna Charta, Sir,” said Mr. Jinks.
“ One of the brightest jewels in the British crown, wrung from

His IMajesty by the Political JJnion of Barons, I believe, Mr.

Jinks ?
” said the Magistrate.

“ Just so. Sir,” replied M’- Jinks.
“ Very well,” said the Magistrate, drawing himself up proudly,

“ it shall not be violated in this portion of his dominions. Grum-
mer, procure assistance, and execute these warrants with as little

delay as possible. Muzzle.”
“ Yes, your worship.”

^

“ Show the lady out.”'

Miss Witherfield retired, deeply impressed with the Magistrate’s

learning and research
;
Mr. Nupkins retired to lunch

;
Mr. Jinks

retired within himself—that being the only retirement he had,

except the sofa-bedstead in the small parlour which was occupied

by his landlady’s family in the day-time—and Mr. Grummer retired,

to wash out, by his mode of discharging his present commission,
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the insult which had been fastened upon himself, and the other

representative of His Majesty—the beadle—in the course of the

morning.

While these resolute and determined preparations tor the con-

servation of the King’s peace, were pending, Mr. Pickwick and his

friends, wholly imconscious of the mighty events in progress, had
sat quietly down to dinner; and very talkative and coinpanionalde

they all were
;
Mr. Pickwick was in the very act of relating his

adventure of the preceding night, to the great amuseinont of his

followers, Mr. Tupman especially, when the door opened, and a

somewhat forbidding countenance peeped into the room. The
eyes in the forbidding countenance looked very earnestly at Mr.
Pickwick, for several seconds, and were to all appearance satisfied

with their investigation
;
for the body to which the forbidding

countenance belonged, slowly brought itself into the apartment,

and presented the form of an elderly individual in top-boots—not

to keep the reader any longer in suspense, in shoit, the eyes were

the wandering eyes of Mr. Grummer, and the body was the body

of the same gentleman.

Mr. Grummer’s mode of proceeding was professional, but pecu-

liar. His first act was to bolt the door on the inside
;

his second,

to polish his head and countenance very carefully with a cott(m

handkerchief; his third, to place his hat, with the cotton hand-

kerchief in it, on the nearest chair
;
and his fourth to produce

from the breast-pocket of his coat, a short truncheon surmounted

by a brazen crown, with which he beckoned to Mr. Pickwick with

a grave and ghost-like air.

Mr. Snodgrass was the first to break the astonished silence.

He looked steadily at Mr. Gnmimer for a brief space, and then

said emphatically— ‘‘This is a private room. Sir— a i)rivate

room.”

Mr. Grummer shook his head, and replied—“ No room’s private

to His Majesty when the street door’s once passed. That’s law.

Some people maintains that an Englishman’s house is his castle.

That’s gammon.”
The Pickwickians gazed on each other, with wondering eyes.

“ Which is Mr. Tupman ? ” inquired Mr. Gnimmer. He had

an intuitive perception of Mr. Pickwick
;
he knew him at once.

“ My name’s Tupman,” said that gentleman.
“ My name’s Law,” said Mr. Grummer.
“ What ? ” said Mr. Tupman,
“ Law,” replied Mr. Grummer, “ law, civil power, and exeka-

tive; them’s my titles; here’s my authority. Blank Tupman,

blank Pickvick—against the peace of our sufferin Lord the King
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—fltattit in that case made and purwided—and all legular. 1

apprehend you Pickvick, Tupman—the aforesaid.” •

“ Wliat do you mean by this insolence ? ” said Mr. Tupman,
starting up—“ Leave the room, leave the room.”

“ Halloo,” said Mr. Grummer, retreating veiy expeditiously to

the door, and opening it an inch or two, “ Lubbley.”

“Well,” said a deep voice from the passage.

“ Come for’ard, Dubbley,” said Mr. Grummer.
At the word of command, a dirty-faced mar*, something over

’six feet high, and stout in proportion, squeezed himself through

the half-open door, making his face very red in the process, and

entered the room.
“ Is the other specials outside, Dubbley I ” inquired Mr.

Grummer.
Mr. Dubbley, who was a man of few words, nodded assent.

“ Order in the diwision under your charge, Dubbley,” said Mr.

Grummer.
Mr. Dubbley did as he was desired

;
and half a dozen men, each

with a short truncheon and a brass crown, flocked into the room.

Mr. Grummer pocketed his staff and looked at Mr. Dubbley, ]\lr.

Dubbley pocketed his staff and looked at the division; and the

division pocketed t/veir staves and looked at Messrs. Tupman and

Pickwick.

Mr. Pickwick and his followers, rose as one man.
“ What is the meaning of this atrocious intrusion upon my

privacy 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Who dares apprehend me ? ” said Mr. Tupman.
“ What do you want here, scoundrels ?

” said Mr. Snodgrass.

Mr. Winkle said nothing, but he fixed his eyes on Grummer,
and bestowed a look upon him,,which, if he had had any feeling,

must have pierced his brain, and come out on the rother side. As
it was, however, it had no vi ible effect upon him whatever.

When the executive perceived that Mr. Pickwick and his friends

were disposed to resist the authority of the law, they very signifi-

cantly turned up their coat sleeves, as if knocking them down in

the first instance, and taking them up afterwards, were a mere

professional act which had only to be thought of, to be done, as a

matter of course. This demonstration was not lost upon Mr.

Pickwick. He conferred a few moments with Mr. Tupman apart,

and then signified his readiness to proceed to the Mayor's residence,

merely begging the parties then and there assembled, to take notice,

that it was his firm intention to resent this monstrous invasion of

his privileges as an Englishman, the instant he was at liberty,

whereat the parties then and there assembled, laughed very heartily,
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urith the single exception of Mr. Gnimmer, who seemed to con*

sider ^hat any slight cast upon the divine right of Magistrates, was

a species of blasphemy, not to l^e tolerated.

But when Mr. Pickwick had signified his readiness to bow to

the laws of his country, and just when the waiters, and hostlers,

and chamber-maids, and post-boys, who had anticipated a delight-

ful commotion from his threatened obstinacy, began to turn away,

disappointed and disgusted, a difficulty arose which had not been

foreseen. With every sentiment of veneration for the constituted

authorities, Mr. Pickwick resolutely protested against making his

appearance in the public streets, surroimdcd and guarded by the

oflicers of justice, like a common criminal. Mr. Grummer, in the

then disturbed state of public feeling (for it \vas half-holiday, and

the boys had not yet gone home), as resolutely prot(!sted against

walking on the opposite side of the way, and taking Mr. Pickwick’s

parole that he would go straight to the Magistrate’s
;
and both

Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman as strenuously objected to the

expense of a post-coach, which was the only respectable convey-

ance that could be obtained. The dispute ran high, and the

dilemma lasted long
;
and just ;is the executive were on the point

of overcoming Mr. Pickwick’s objection to walking to the Magis-

trate’s, by the trite expedient of carrying him thither, it was recol-

lected that there stood in the inn yard, an old sedan-chair, whicli

having been originally built for a gouty gentleman with funded

property, would hold Mr. Pickwick and Mr, Tupman, at least as

conveniently as a modern post-chaise. The chair was hired, and

brought into the hall
j
Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman scpieezcd

themselves inside, and pulled down the blinds
;
a coujde of chair-

men were speedily found, and the procession started in grand order.

The specials surrounded the body^f the vehicle, Mr. Grummer and

Mr. Dubbley marched triumphantly in front, Mr. Snodgrass and

Mr. Winkle walked arm in arm behind, and the unsoaped of

Ipswich brought up the rear.

The shopkeepers of the town, although they had a very indis-

tinct notion of the nature of the offence, could not but be much edified

and gratified by this spectacle. Here was the strong arm of the

law, coming down with twenty gold-beatej; force, upon two offenders

from the metropolis itself
;
the mighty engine was directed by their

own Magistrate, and worked by their own officers
;
and both the

criminals by their united efforts, were securely boxed up, in the

narrow compass of one sedan-chair. Many were the expressions of

approval and admiration which greeted Mr. Grummer, as he headed

the cavalcade, staff in hand
;
loud and long were the shouts which

were raised by the unsoaped
;
and amidst these united tcstimoiuals
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of public approbation, the procession moved slowly and majestically

along.

Mr. Weller, habited in his morning jacket with the black calico

sleeves, was returning in a rather desponding state from an unsuc-

cessful survey of the mysterious house with the green gate, when,
raising his eyes, he beheld a crowd pouring down the street, sur-

rounding ail object which had very uinch the appearance of a sedan-

chair. Willing to divert his thoughts from the failure of his

enterprise, he stcjiped aside to see the crowd pass
;
and finding

that they were cheering away, very much to their own satisfaction,

forthwi til began (just by way of raising his spirits) to cheer too,

with aU his might and main.

Mr. Grummer passed, and Mr. Dubbley passed, and the sedan

passed, and the body-guard of specials passed, and Sam was still

responding to the enthusiastic cheers of the mob, and waving his

hat about as if he were in the very last extreme of the wildest joy

(though of course he had not the faintest idea of the matter in

hand), when he was suddenly stopped by the unexpected appear-

ance of Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass.

^ AVliat’s the row, genl’m^n ? ” cried Sam, Who have they got

in this here watch-box in mournin^ 1
”

Both gentlemen replied together, but their words were lost in

the tumult.
“ Who is it 1

” roared Sam again.

Once more was a joint reply returned
;
and though the words

were inaudible, Sam saw by the motion of the two pairs of lips

that they had uttered the magic word “ Pickwick.”

This was enough. In another minute Mr. Weller had made
his way through the crowd, stopped the chairmen, and confronted

the portly Grummer.
^

“ Hallo, old genl’m^n,” said Sam, “ Who have^^you got in this

here con-w’ayancc ?
”

“ Stand back,” said Mr. Grummer, whose dignity, like the

dignity of a great many other men, had been wondrously augmented
by a little popularity.

Knock him down, if he doTi%” said Mr. Dubbley.

“Pm wery much obliged to you, old genPm'n,” replied Sam,

^‘for consulting my conwenience, and Pm still more obliged to the

other gcnl’m’n w^ho looks as if heM just escaped from a giant's

carrywan, for his wery 'ansome suggestion
;
but I should perfer

your givin’ me a answer to my question, if it's all the same to you.

How are you. Sir ?
” This last observation was addressed with a

patronising air to Mr. Pickwick, who was peeping through the

front window.
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Mr. Grummer, perfectly Bpecchless with indi^piaiion, dragged

the truncheon with the braaa crown, from its particular pock''t, and

flourished it before Sam’s eyes.

“Ah,” said Sam, “it’s wery pretty, ’specially the crown, which

is uncommon like the real one.”

“ Stand back,” said the outraged Mr. Grummer. By way of

adding force to the command, ho thrust the brass emblem of

royalty into Sam’s neckcloth with one hand, and seized Sam’s

collar with the other, a compliment which Mr. Weller returned by
knocking him down out of hand, having previously, with the

utmost consideration, knocked down a chairman for him to lie

upon.

Whether Mr. Winkle was seized with a temporary attack of

that species of insanity which originates in a sense of injury, or

animated by this display of Mr. Weller’s valour, is uncertain
;
but

certain it is, that he no sooner saw Mr. Grummer fall, than he

made a terrific onslaught on a small boy who stood next him
;

wlicrcupon Mr. Snodgrass, in a truly Christian spirit, and in order

that he might take no -one unawares, announced in a very loud

tone that he was going to begin, and proceeded to take off his

coat with the utmost deliberation. He was immediately sur-

rounded and secured
;
and it is but common justice both to him

and Mr. Winkle to say, that they did not make the slightest

attempt to rescue either themselves or Mr. Weller, who, after a

most vigorous resistance, was overpowered by numbers, and taken

prisoner. The procession then re-formed, the chairmen resumed

their stations, and the march was re-commenced.

Mr. Pickwick’s indignation during the whole of this proceeding

was beyond all bounds. He could just see Sam upsetting the

specials, and flying about, in every direction, and that was all he

could see, for the sedan doors wouldn’t open, and the blinds wouldn’t

pull up. At length, with t^ 3 assistance of Mr. Tupman, he managed
to push open the roof

;
and mounting on the seat, and steadying

himself as well as he could, by placing his hand on that gentle-

man’s shoulder, Mr. Pickwick proceeded to address the multitude

;

to dwell upon the unjustifiable manner in which he had been

treated
;
and to cal! upon them to take notice that his servant had

been first assaulted. And in this order they reached the Magistrate’s

house
;
the chairmen trotting, the prisoners following, Mr. Pick-

wick oratorising, and the crowd shouting.
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CHAPTER XXV.

SHOWING, AMONG A VAfilETY OF PLEASANT MATTERS, HOW
MAJESTIC AND IMPARTIAL MR. NUPKiNS W^AS

,
AND HOW

MR. AVELIiKR RETURNED MR. JOB TROTTER’s SHUTTLKI'OCK,

AS HEAVILY AS IT CAME. W’lTH ANOTHER MATTER, WHICH

WILL BE FOUND IN ITS PLACE.

Violent was Mr. Wellers indignation as he was borne along
;

numerous were the allnsions to the personal aj)pearance and de

incanour of Mr. drummer and his companion
;
and valorous were

the defiances to any six of the gentlemen present, in which he

vented his dissatisfaction. Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle listened

with gloomy res})ect to the torrent of eloquence which their leader

poiured forth, from the sedan-chair, and the rapid course of which,

not all Mr. Tupnian’s earnest entreaties to have the lid of the

vehicle closed, were able to check for an instant. But Mr.

Weller’s anger quickly gave way to curiosity, when the procession

turned down the identical court-yard in vhich he had met with

the runaway Job Trotter: and curiosity was exchanged for a

feeling (if the most gleeful astonishment, when the all-important

Mr. drummer, commanding the scdan-bt'arei’s to halt, advanced

with dignified and portentous steps, to the very green gate from

wliich Job Trotter had emerged, and gave a mighty pull at the

bell-handle which hung at the bide thereof. The ring w as answered

by a very smart and pretty-faced servant-girl, wlio, after holding

up her hands in astonishment at the rebellious af)pearancG of the

prisoners, and tlie impassioned language of Mr. Ih’ckwick, sum-

moned IMr. Muzzle. Mr. Muzzle opened one-half of the carriage

gate, to admit the sedan, the captured ones, and the specials
;
and

immediately slammed it in the faces of the mob, who, indignant at

being excluded, and anxious to see what followed, relieved their

feelings by kicking at the gate and ringing the bell, for an hour or

two afterwards. In this amusement tlu^ all took part by turns,

except three or four fortunate individuals, who having discovered

a grating in the gate which commanded a view of nothing, were

staring through it, wdth the same indefatigable perseverance with

which people will flatten their noses against the front windows of

a chemist’s shop, when a drunken man, who has been run over by

A dog-cart in the street, is undergoing a surgical inspection in the

back-parlour.
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At the foot of a flight of steps, leading to the house door, which

were guarded on either side by an American aloe in a green tub,

the sedan-chair stopped
;
and Mr. Pickwick and his friends were

conducted into the hall, from whence, having been previously an-

nounced by Muzzle, and ordered in by Mr. Nupkins, they were

ushered into the worshipful presence of that public-spirited

officer.

The scene was an impressive one, well calculated to strike

terror to the hearts of culprits, and to impress them with an

adequate idea of the stem majesty of the law. In front of a big

book-case, in a big cljair, behind a big table, and before a big

volume, sat Mr. Nupkins, looking a full size larger than any one

of them, big as they were. The table was adorned with piles of

papers : and above the further end of it, appeared the head and

shoulders of Mr. Jinks, who was busily engaged in looking as

busy as j^ossible. The party having all entered. Muzzle carefully

closed the door, and placed himself behind his master^s chair to

await his orders
;
Mr. Nupkins threw himself back, with thrilling

solemnity, and scrutinised the faces of bis unwilling visiters.

“Now, Grummer, who is that person said Mr. Nupkins,

pointing to Mr. Pickwick, who, as the spokesman of his friends,

stood hat in hand, bowing with the utmost politeness and respect.

“This here’s Pickviek, your wash-up,” said Gnimmer.
“ Come, none o’ that ’ere, old Strike-a-light,” interposed Mr.

Weller, elbowing himself into the front rank—“ Beg your pardon.

Sir, but this here officer o’ youra in the gambooge tops, ’ull never

earn a decent livin’ as a master o’ the ceremonies any vere. This

here. Sir,” continued Mr. Weller, thrusting Grummer aside, and

addressing the Magistrate with pleasant familiarity
—“This here

is S. Pickviek, Esquire
;

this here’s Mr. Tupman
;
that ’ere’s Mr.

Snodgrass; and furdcr on, next him on the t’other side, Mr.

Winkle—all w^ery nice genl’m’n. Sir, as you’ll be wery happy to

have the acquaintance on
;
so tne sooner you commits these here

officers o’ yourn to the tread-mill for a month or two, the sooner

we shall begin to be on a pleasant understanding. Business first,

pleasure arterwards, as King Richard the Third said ven he stabbed

the t’other king in the Xower, afore he smothered the babbies.”

At the conclusion of this address, Mr. Weller brushed his hat

with his right elbow, and nodded benignly to Jinks, who had

heard him throughout, with unspeakable awe.

“ Who is this man, Grummer 1 ” said the Magistrate.

“ Wery desp’rate ch’racter, your wash-up,” replied Grummer.
“ He attempted to rescue the prisoners, and assaulted the officers

—BO we took him into custody, and brought him here.”
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** You did quite right,” replied the Magi^^Lrate. “He is evi-

dentl;^ a desperate ruffian.”

“ He is my servant, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, angrily.

“Oh! he is your servant, is he?” said Mr. Nupkins. “A
conspiracy to defeat the ends of justice, and murder its officera

Pickwick’s servant. Put that down, Mr. Jinks.”

Mr. Jinks did so.

“ What’s your name, fellow?” thundered Mr. Nui)kins.

“ Veller,” replied Sam.

“A very good name for the Newgate Calendar,” said Mr.

Nupkins.

This was a joke
;

so Jinks, Gnimmer, Dubbley, all the specials,

and Muzzle, went into fits of laughter of five minutes’ duration.

“ Put down his name, Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate.
“ Two L’s, old feller,” said Sam.

Here an unfortunate special laughed again, whereupon the

Magiatiate threatened to commit him, instantly. It’s a dangerous

thing laughing at the wrong man, in these cases.

“ Where do you live ? ” said the Magistrate.

“ Varc-ever I can,” replied Sam.

“Put down tliat, Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate, who was
fast rising into a rage.

“Score it under,” said Sam.
“ He is a vagabond, Mr. Jinks,” said the lilagistrate. “ He is

a vagabond on his own statement, is he not, Mr. Jinks?”

“Certainly, Sir.”

“ Then I’ll commit him—I’ll commit him, as such,” said Mr.

Nupkins.

“This is a wery impartial country for justice,” said Sam.
“ There ain’t a magistrate going, don’t commit himself, twice as

often as he commits other people.”

At this sally another special laughed, and then tried to look so

supernaturally solemn, that the Magistrate detected him im-

mediately.

“ Grummer,” said Mr. Nupkins, reddening with passion, “ how
dare you select such an inefficient and disreputable person for a

special constable, as that man ? IIow djyre you do it. Sir ?
”

“I am very sorry, your wash-up,” stammered Grummer.
“ Very sorry 1

” said the furious Magistrate. “You shall re-

pent of this neglect of duty, Mr. Grummer
;
you shall be made an

example of. Take that fellow’s staff away. He’s drunk. You’re

drunk, fellow.”

“ I am not drunk, your worship,” said the man.

“You are drunk,” returned the Magistrate. “How dare you
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say you are not drunk, Sir, when I say yon are ? Do\‘Hn’t he

smell of spirits, Grummer ?
”

“ Horrid, your wash-up,” replied Grummer, who had a vague

impression that there was a smell of rum somewhere.
“ I knew he did,” said Mr. Nupkins. “ I saw he was drunk

when he first came into the room, by his excited eye. I)id you

observe his excited eye, Mr. J inks 1
”

“ Certainly, Sir.”

“ I haven’t touched a drop of spirits this morning,” said the

man, who was as sober a fellow as need be.

“How dare you tell me a falsehood?” said Mr. Nupkins.

“Isn’t he drunk at this moment, Mr. Jinks?”
“ Certainly, Sir,” re[>lied Jinks.

“ Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate, “ 1 shall commit that man,

for contempt. Make out his committal, Mr. Jinks.”

And committed the special would have been, only Jinks, who
was the Magistrate’s «adviser, having had a legal education of three

years in a country attorney’s office, whispered the Magistrate that

he thought it wouldn’t do
;
so the Magistrate made a speech, and

said, that in consideration of the special’s family, he would merely

reprimand and discharge him. Accordingly, the special was abused

vehemently for a quarter of an hour, and sent about his business

:

and Grummer, Dubbley, Muzzle, and all the other specials mur-

mured their admiration of the magnanimity of Mr. Nui)kin8.

“Now, Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate, “swear Grummer.”
Grummer was sworn directly

;
but as Grummer wandered, and

Mr. Nupkins’ dinner was nearly ready, Mr. Nupkins cut the

matter short, by putting leading questions to Grummer, which

Grummer answered as nearly in the affirmative as he could. So

the examination went off, all vpry smooth and comfortable
;
and

two assaults were proved against Mr. Weller, and a threat against

Mr. Winkle, and a push against Mr. Snodgrass. And when all

this was done to the Magistrates satisfaction, the Magistrate and

Mr. Jinks consulted in whispers.

The consultation having lasted about ten minutes, Mr. Jinks

retired to his end of the table
;
and the Magistrate, with a pre-

paratory cough, drew hiiq^self up in his chair, and was proceeding

to commence his address, win ,i Mr. Pickwick interposed.

“ I beg your pardon. Sir, for interrupting you,” said Mr. Pick

wick
;

“ but before you proceed to express, and act upon, any

opinion you may have formed on the statements which have been

made here, I must claim my right to be heard, so far as I am
personally concerned.”

“ Hold your tongue, Sir,” said the Magistrate, peremptorily



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 327

I must submit to you, Sir,”—said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Hold your tongue, Sir,” interposed the Magistrate, “ or 1

shall order an officer to remove you.”

“You may order your officers to do whatever you please, Sir,”

said Mr. Pickwick
;
“ and I have no doubt, from the specimen I

have hali of the subordinatioii preserved among them, that what-

ever you order, they will execute
;
but 1 shall take the liberty,

Sir, of claiming my right to be beard, until I am removed by

force.”

“ Pickvick and principle,” exclaimed Mr. Weller, in a ver^

audible voice.

“ Sam, be quiet,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Dumb as a drum vith a hole in it,” replied Sam.

Mr. Nupkins looked at Mr. Pickwick with a gaze of intense

a.sr-oni8hment, at his displaying such unwonted temerity; and was

apjjarently about to return a very angry reply, when Mr. Jinks

pulled him by the sleeve, and whispered something in his ear.

To this, the Magistrate returned a half-audible answer, and then

the whispering was renewed. Jinks was evidently remonstrating.

At length the Magistrate, gulping down with a very bad grace

his disinclination to hear anything more, turned to Mr. Pickwick,

and said sharply—“ What do you want to say ?
”

“ First,” said Mr. Pickwick, sending a look through his

spectacles, under which even Nupkins quailed. “ First, 1 wish to

know wdiat 1 and my friend liave been brought here for 1
”

“Must I tell him?” whispered the Magistrate to Jinks.

“I think you had better, Sir,” whispered Jinks to the Magis-

trate.

“ An information has been sworn before me,” said tlie Magis-

trate, “ that it is apprehended you are going to fight a duel, and

that the other, man, Tupman, is your aider and abettor in it.

Therefore—eh, Mr. Jinks?”
“Certainly, Sir.”

“ Therefore, I call upon you both, to—I think that’s the course,

Mr. Jinks?”

“Certainly, Sir.”

“To—to—what Mr. Jinks?” said the Magistrate, pettishly.

“To ftud bail, Sir.”
*

“Yes. Therefore, I call upon you both—aa I was about tc

aay, when I was interrupted by my clerk—to find bail.”

“ Good bail,” whispered Mr. Jinks.

“ I shall require good bail,” said the Magistrate.

“ Town’s-people,” whispered Jinks.

“ They must be town's-people,” said the Magistrate.



828 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ Fifty pounds each,” whispered Jinks, “ and householders, of

course.”

“ I shall require two sureties of fifty pounds each,” said the

Magistrate aloud, with great dignity, “ and they must be house-

holders, of course.”

“ Hut, bless my heart, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, who, together

with Mr. Tupman, was all amazement and indignation
;

we are

perfect strangers in this town. I have as ^'+tle knowledge of any

householders here, as I have intention of figliiing a duel with any

body.”
“ I dare say,” replied the Magistrate, “ I dare say—don^t you,

Mr. Jiiiksl”
“ Certainly, Sir.”

“ Have you anything more to say?” inquired the Magistrate.

Mr. Pickwick had a great deal more to say, which he would no

doubt have said, very little to his own advantage, or the Magis-

trate’s satisfaction, if he had not, the moment he ceased speaking,

been pulled by the sleeve by Mr. Weller, with whom he was im-

mediately engaged in so earnest a conversation, that he siifiered

the Magistrate’s inquiry to pass wholly unnoticed. Mr. Nupkina
was not the man to ask a question of the kind twice over

;
and

so, with another preparatory cough, he proceeded, amidst the

reverential and admiring silence of the constables, to pronounce

his decision.

He should fine Weller two pounds for the first assault, and

three pounds for the second, lie should fine Winkle two pounds,

and Snodgrass one pound, besides requiring them to enter into

their own recognizances to keep the peace towards all His Majesty’s

subjects, and especially towards his liege servant, Daniel Grummer.
Pickwick and Tupman he had already held to bail.

Immediately on the Magistrate ceasing to speak, Mr. Pickwick,

with a smile mantling on his again-good-humoured countenance,

stepped forward, and said

—

‘ I beg the Magistrate’s pardon, but may I request a few

minutes’ private conversation with him, on a matter of deep

importance to himself?”
“ What !

” said the Magistrate,

Mr. Pickwick repeated his ’•equest.

“ This is a most extraordinary request,” said the Magistrate

—

“ A private interview !

”

“A private interview,” replied Mr. Pickwick, firmly; “only

as a part of the information which I wish to communicate is

derived from my servant, I should wish him to be present.”

The Magistrate looked at Mr. Jinks, Mr. Jinks looked at the
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Magistrate, and the officers looked at each ^ther in anQazement.

Mr. ^upkins turned suddenly pale. Could tlic man Weller, in a

moment of remorse, have divulged some secret conspiracy for his

assassination? It was a dreadful thought, lie was a public

man
;
and he turned paler, as he thought of Julius Ca3sar and Mr.

Perceval.

The Magistrate looked at Mr. Pickwick again, and beckoned

Mr. Jinks.
“ What do you think of this request, Mr. Jinks 1 ” murmured

Mr. Nupkins.

Mr. Jinks, who didn't exactly know what to think of it,

and was afraid he might offend, smiled feebly, after a dubious

fashion, and, screwing up the corners of his mouth, shook his

head slowly from side to side.

“Mr. Jinks,” said the Magistrate, gravely, “you are an ass.

Sir.”

At this little expression of opinion, Mr. Jinks smiled again

—

rather more feebly than before—and edged himself, by degrees,

back into his own corner.

Mr. Nupkins debated the matter within himself for a few

seconds, and then, rising from his chair, and requesting Mr.

Pickwick and Sam to follow him, led the way into a small room
which opened into the justice parlour. Desiring Mr. Pickwick to

w’alk to the further end of the little apartment, and holding his

hand upon the half-closed door, that he might be able to effect an

immediate escape, in case there was the least tendency to a

display of hostilities, Mr. Nupkins expressed his readiness to hear

the communication, whatever it might be.

“ I will come to the point at once. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick,

“it affects yourself, and your credit, materially. I have every

reason to belieye. Sir, that you are harbouring in your house, a

gross impostor 1

”

“ Two,” interrupted Sam, “ Mulberry agin all natur, for tears

and willainny.”

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “if I am to render myself in-

telligible to this gentleman, I must beg you to controul your

feelings.”

“Wery sorry. Sir,” replied Mr, Weller; “but when I think

o’ that ’ere Job, I can’t help opening the waive a inch or two.”
“ In one word. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ is my servant right

in suspecting that a certain Captain Pitz-Marshall is in the habit

of visiting here 1 Because,” added Mr. Pickwick, as he saw that

Mr. Nupkins was about to offer a very indignant interruption

—

“ because, if he be, I know that person to be a
—

”

M 2r
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“ Hush, hush,” said Mr. Nupkins, closiug the door. “ Kno-w

him to be what, Sir ? ”
^

“An unprincipled adventurer—a dishonourable character—

a

man who preys upon society, and makes easily-deceived people

his dupes. Sir; his absurd, his foolish, his wretched dupes. Sir,”

said the excited Mr. Pickwick.

“Dear me,” said Mr. Nupkins, colouring up very red, and
altering his whole manner directly. “Dcai ?nc, Mr.—

”

“ Pickvick,” said Sam.
“ Pickwick,” said the Magistrate, “dear me, Mr. Pickwick—pray

take a seat—you cannot mean this 1 Captain Fitz-Marshall !

”

“Don’t call him a cap’en,” said Sam, “nor Fitz-Marshall

neither
;

he ain’t neither one nor t’other. He’s a strolling

actor, he is, and his name’s Jingle; and if ever there was a wolf

in a mulberry suit, that ere Job Trotter’s him.”
“ It is very true. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, replying to the

Magistrate’s look of amazement
;
“ my only business in this town,

is to expose the person of whom we now speak.”

And Mr. Pickwick proceeded to pour into the horror-stricken

ear of Mr. Nupkins, an abridged account of all Mr. Jingle’s

atrocities. He related how he had first met him, how he had

eloped with Miss Wardle, how he had cheerfully resigned the lady

for a pecuniary consideration, how he had entrapped him into a

lady’s boarding-school at midnight, and how he (Mr. Pickwick)

now felt it his duty to expose his assumption of his present name
and rank.

As the narrative proceeded, all the warm blood in the body of

Mr. Nupkins tingled up into the very tips of his ears. He had

picked up the Captain at a neighbouring race-course. Charmed
with his long list of aristocratic acquaintance, his extensive travel,

and his fashionable demeanour, Mrs. Nupkins and Miss Nupkins

had exhibited Captain Fitz-Marshall, and quoted Captain Fitz-

Marshall, and hurled Captain Fit .-Marshall at the devoted heads

of their select circle of acquaintance, until their bosom friends,

Mrs. Porkenham and the Miss Porkenhams, and Mr. Sidney

Porkenham, were ready to burst with jealousy and despair. And
now, to hear after all, that he was a needy adventurer, a strolling

player, and if not a swindler, something so very like it, that it

was hard to tell the difference ! Heavens ! what would the

Porkenhams say 1 What would be the triumph of Mr. Sidney

Porkenham when he found that bis addresses had been slighted

for such a rival ! How should he meet the eye of old Porkenham
at the next Quarter Sessions !—and what a handle would it be for

the opposition magisterial party, if the story got abroad !
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But after all,” said Mr. Niipkins, brighten’ngup for a moment,

after a long pause
;

“after all, this is a mere statement. Captain

Kitz-Alarshall is a man of very engaging manners,—and, I dare

say, has many enemies. What pi oof have you, of the truth of

tliese representations ?
”

“ Confront me with him,” said Mr. I’ickwick, “ that is all I

ask, and all I require. Confront him with me, and my friends

here
;
you will want no further proof.”

“ AVhy,” said Mr. Nupkins, “ that might be very ejisily done,

for he will be here to-night, and then there would be no occasion

to make the matter public, just—just—for the young man's own
sake, you know. I—I—should like to consult Mrs. Nupkins on the

propriety of the step, in the first instance, though. At all events,

Mr. Pickwick, we must despatch this legal business before we can

do anything else. Pray step back into the next room.”

Into the next room they went.
“ G rummer,” said the Magistrate, in an awful voice.

“ Your wash-up,” replied Grummer, with the smile of a

favourite.

“Come, come. Sir,” said the Magistrate, sternly, “don't let me
see any of this levity here. It is very unbecoming, and I can

assure you that you have very little to smile at. Was the account

you gave me just now, strictly true? Now be careful, Sir.”

“ Your wash-up,” stammered Grummer, “ I
—

”

“Oh, you are confused, are you?” said the Magistrate. “ Mr.

Jinks, you observe this confusion?”
“ Certainly, Sir,” replied Jinks.

“Now,” said the Magistrate, “just repeat your statement,

Glummer, and again I warn you to be careful. Mr. Jinks, take

his words down.”

The unfortunate Grummer proceeded to re-state his comjilaint,

but, what between Mr. Jinks's taking down his words, and the

Magistrate’s taking them up; his natural tendency to rambling,

and his extreme confusion, he managed to get involved, in some-

thing under three minutes, in such a mass of entanglement and

contradiction, that Mr. Nupkins at once declared he didn’t believe

him. So the fines were remitted, and Mr. Jinks found a couple

of bail in no time. And all these solemrf proceedings having been

satisfactorily concluded, Mr. Grummer w’as ignominiously ordered

out— an awful instance of the instability of human greatness, and

the uncertain tenure of great men's favour.

Mrs. Nupkins was a majestic female in a blue gauze turban

and a light brown wig. Miss Nupkins possessed all her mamma’s
haughtiness without the turban, and all her ill-nature without the
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wig
;
and whenever the exercise of these two amiable qualities

involved mother and daughter in some unpleasant dilemma, aa

they not uufrequently did, they both concurred in laying the

blame on the shoulders of Mr. Nupkins. Accordingly, when Mr.

Nupkins sought Mrs. Nupkins, and detailed the communication
which had been made by Mr. Pickwick, Mrs. Nupkins suddenly

recollected that she had always expected something of the kind
;

that she had always said it would be ro
; that her advice was

never taken
;
that she really did not know what Mr. Nupkins

supposed she was
;
and so forth.

“The idea!” said Miss Nupkins, forcing a tear of very scanty

proportions, into the corner of each eye, “ the idea of my being

made such a fool of I

”

“Ah 1 you may thank your papa, my dear,” said Mrs.

Nupkins; “how I have implored and begged that man to inquire

into the Captain’s family connections
;
how I have urged and

entreated him to take some decisive step ! I am quite certain

nobody would believe it—quite.”

“ But, my dear,” said Mr. Nupkins.

“Don’t talk to me, you aggravating thing, don’t,” said Mrs
Nupkins.

“My love,” said Mr. Nupkins, “you professed yourself very

fond of Captain Fitz-Marshall. You have constantly asked him
here, my dear, and you have lost no opportunity of introducing

him elsewhere,”

“Didn’t I say so, Henrietta?” said Mrs. Nupkins, appealing to

her daughter with the air of a much-injured female—“ Didn’t I

say that your papa would turn round, and lay all this, at my
door? Didn’t 1 say so?” Here Mrs. Nupkins sobbed.

“ Oh pa I
” remonstrated Miss Nupkins. And here she sobbed

too.

“ Isn’t it too much, when he has brought all this disgrace and

ridicule upon us, for him to tarn rnt with being the cause of it ?
”

exclaimed Mrs. Nupkins.
“ How can we ever shew ourselves in society !

” said Miss

Nupkins.
“ How can we face the Porkenhams !

” said Mrs. Nupkins.
“ Or the Griggs’s !

” ^aid Miss Nupkins.
“ Or the Slummintowkens 1

” said Mrs. Nupkins. “ But what

does your papa care 1 What is it to him I ” At this dreadful

reflection, Mrs. Nupkins wept with mental anguish, and Miss

Nupkins followed on the same side.

Mrs. Nupkins’s tears continued to gush forth, with great velocity,

until she had gained a little time to think the matter over, when
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he decided in her own mind, that the best thing to do, would be

to ask*Mr. Pickwick and his friends to remain until the Captain’s

arrival, and then to give Mr. Pickwick the opportunity he sought.

If it appeared that he had spoken truly, the Captain could be

turned out of the house without noising the matter abroad, and

they could easily account to the Porkenharas for his disajipearance,

by saying that he had been appointed, through the Court influence

of his family, to the Governor-Generalship of Sierra Leone, or

Sangur Point, or any other of those salubrious climates which

enchant Europeans so much, that, when they once get there, they

can hardly ever prevail upon themselves to come back again.

When Mrs. Nupkins dried up her tears. Miss Niipkins dried up

and Mr. Nupkins was very glad to settle the matter as Mrs.

Nupkins had proposed. So Mr. Pickwick and his friends, having

washed otf all marks of their late encounter, were introduced to

the ladies, and soon afterwards to their dinner
;
and ]\Ir. Weller,

wliom the IMagistrate with his peculiar sagacity, had discovered

in half an hour to be one of the finest fellows alive, was consigned

to the care and guardianship of Mr. Muzzle, who was specially

enjoined to take him below, and make much of him.
“ How de do, Sir ] ” said Mr. Muzzle, as he conducted Mr.

Weller down the kitchen stairs.

“ Why, no con-siderablc change has taken place in the state of

my system, since I see you cocked up behind your governor’s

chair in the parlour, a little vile ago,” replied Sam. i

“ You will excuse my not taking more notice of you then,” said

Mr. Muzzle. “You see, master hadn’t introduced us, then.

Lord, how fond he is of you, Mr. Weller, to be sure !

”

“ Ah,” said Sam, “ wliat a pleasant chap he is !

”

“ Ain’t he 1 ” replied Mr. Muzzle.
“ So much hAmour,” said Sam.
“ And such a man to speak,” said Mr. Muzzle. “ How his

ideas flow, don’t they ?
”

“ Wonderful,” replied Sam; “they comes a pouring out, knocking

each other’s heads so fast, that they seems to stun one another

;

you hardly know what he’s arter, do you ?
”

“That’s the great merit of his style cf speaking,” rejoined Mr.

Muzzle. “ Take care of the last step, Mr. Weller. Would you like

to wash your hands. Sir, before we join the ladies 1 Here’s a sink,

with the water laid on. Sir, and a clean jack towel behind the door.”

“ Ah, perhaps I may as vel have a rinse,” replied Mr. Weller,

applying plenty of yellow soap to the towel, and rubbing away,

till his face shone again. “ How many ladies are there 1 ”

“Only two in our kitchen,” said Mr. Muzzle, “cook and
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'oiwemaid. We keep a boy to do the dirty work, and a gal

besides, but they dine in the washus.”

“Oh, they dines in the washus, do they?” said Mr. Weller.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Muzzle, “we tried ’em at our table wdien

they first come, but we couldn’t keep ’em. The gal’s manners is

dreadful vulgar
;
and the boy breathes so very hard while he’s

eating, that we found it impossible to sit at table with him.”
“ What a young gram^jus !

” said Mr. Weih
“Oh, dreadful,” rejoined Mr. Muzzle; “but thut is the worst

of country service, Mr. Weller
;
the juniors is Mways so very savage.

This way. Sir, if you please—this way.”

And preceding Mr. Weller, with the utmost politeness, Mr.

JMuzzle conducted him into the kitchen.

“Mary,” said Mr. Muzzle to the pietty servant-girl, “this is

M*r. Weller, a gentleman as master has sent down, to be made as

comfortable as possible.”

“And your master’s a knowin’ hand—and has just sent me to

the right place,” said Mr. Weller, with a glance of admiration at

Mary. “ If I was nnister o’ this here house, I should alvays find

the materials for comfort vere Mary vas.”

“ Lor, Mr. Weller !
” said Mary, blushing.

“Well, I never!” ejaculated the cook.

“ Bless me, cook, I forgot you,” said Mr. Muzzle. “ Mr. Weller,

let me introduce you.”
“ How are you. Ma’am ? ” said Mr. Weller. “ Wery glad to see

you, indeed
;
and hope our acquaintance may be a long ’un, as the

gen’lm’n said to the fi’ pun’ note.”

When this ceremony of introduction had been gone through,

the cook and Mary retired into the back kitchen to titter for ten

minutes
;

and then returning, all giggles and blushes, they sat

down to dinner.

Mr. Weller’s easy manner and conversational powers had such

irresistible intlucne,e wnth his new friends, that before the dinner

was half over, they were on a footing of perfect intimacy, and in

possession of a full account of the delinquency of Job Trotter.

“ r never could a-bear that Job,” said Mary.
“ No more you never ij-ught to, my dear,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ Why not ?
” inquired Maiy.

“ Cos ugliness and svindlin’ never ought to be formiliar vith

elegance and wirtew,” replied Mr. Weller. “Ought they, Mr.

Muzzle?”
“ Not by no means,” replied that gentleman.

Here Mary laughed, and said the cook had made her
;
and the

cook laughed, and said slie hadn’t.
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“ I han’t got a glass,” said Mary.
“Drink vith me, my dear,” said Mr. Weller. “Put yoiir lips

to this here tumbler, and then I can kiss you by deputy.”

“For shame, Mr. Weller,” said Mary.
“ What’s a shame, my dear 1

”

“Talkin’ in that way.”

“Nonsense; it ain’t no harm. It’s natur; ain’t it, cook?”
“ Don’t ask me impcrence,” replied the cui4:, in a high state o?

delight : and hereupon the cook and Mary laughed c^irain, till what
between the beer, and the cold meat, and the laiigliter combined,

the latter young lady was brought to the verge of choaking—an

alarming crisis from which she was only recovered by sundry pats

of the back, and other necessary attentions, most delicately admin-

istered by IVIr. Samuel Weller.

In the midst of all this jollity and conviviality, a loud ring was
heard at the garden-gate, to which the young gentleman who took

his meals in the wash-house, immediately responded. Mr. Weller

was in the height of his attentions to the pretty housemaid
;
Mr.

Muzzle was busy doing the honours of the table
;
and the cook had

just paused to laugh, in the very act of raising a huge morsel to

her lips, when the kitchen-door opened, and in walked Mr. Job
Trotter.

We have said in walked Mr. Job Trotter, but the statement is

not distinguished by our usual scrupulous adherence to fact. The
door opened, and Mr. Trotter appeared. Tie would have walked

in, and was in the very act of doing so indeed, when catching sight

of Mr. Weller, he involuntarily shrunk back a pace or two, and

stood gazing on the unexpected scene before him, perfectly motion-

less with amazement and terror.

“ Here he is,” said Sam, rioing with great glee. “ Why w^e

were that wery moment a speaking o’ you. How' are you? Vere

have you been ? Come in.”

And laying his hand on the mulberry collar of the unresisting

Job, Mr. Weller dragged him into the kitchen
;
and locking the

door, handed the key to Mr. Muzzle, who very coolly buttoned it

up, in a side-pocket.

“ Well, here’s a gamc^” cried Sam. “ Only think o’ my master

havin’ the pleasure o’ meeting your’n, up stairs, and me havin’ the

joy o’ meetin’ you down here. How are you gettin’ on, and how

is the chandlery bis’ness likely to do? Vel, I am so glad to see

you. How happy you look. It’s quite a treat to see you, ain’t it,

Mr. Muzzle?”
“ Quite,” said Mr. Muzzle.

“So cheerful he is,” said Sam.
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'* In such good spirits,” said Muzzle.

“And so glad to see us—that makes it so much more comfort-

able,” said Sam. “ Sit down
;

sit down.”

Mr. Trotter suffered himself to be forced into a chair by the

fireside. He cast his small eyes first on IMr. Weller, and then on

Mr. Muzzle, but said nothing.

“Well, now,” said Sam, “afore these here ladies, I should just

like to ask you, as a sort of curiosity, vether you don’t con-sider

yourself as nice and veil-behaved a young gen’lm’n as ever used a

pink cheek pocket-handkerchief, and the number four collection '{

”

“And as was ever a-going to be married to a cook,” said that

lady, indignantly, “ The willin !

”

“ And leave o(F his evil ways, and set up in the chandlery line,

arterwiirds,” said the housemaid.

“Now, I’ll tell you what it is, young man,” said Mr. l^Iuzzle,

solemnly, enraged at the last two allusions, “ this here lady (point-

ing to the cook) keeps company with me; and when you ])r(‘sunie,

Sir, to talk of keeping chandlers’ shops with her, you injure me in

one of the most delicatest p(duta in wdiich one man can injure

another. Do you understand that. Sir ?
”

Here Mr. IVluzzle, who had a great notion of his eloquence, in

which he imitated his master, paused for a reply.

But Mr. Trotter made no reply. So Mr. Muzzle proceeded in

a solemn manner

—

“ It’s very probable. Sir, that you won’t be wanted up stairs foi

several minutes, Sir, because 7Jiy master is at this moment par-

ticularly engaged in settling the hiush of i/our master, Sir
;
and

therefore you’ll have leisuic. Sir, for a little private talk with me,

Sir. Do you understand that, Sir ?
”

Mr. Muzzle again paused for a reply
;
and again Mr. Trotter

disapi)ointed him.

“Well, then,” said Mr. Muzzle. “I’m very soiry to have to

explain myself before the ladies, but the uigency of the ease will

be my excuse. The back kitchen’s empty. Sir
;

if you will step in

there. Sir, Mr. Weller will see fair, and we can have mutual satis-

faction ’till the bell rings. Follow me. Sir.”

As Mr. Muzzle uttered these words, he took a step or two

towards the door
;
and by way of saving time, began to pull off

his coat as he walked along.

Now the cook no sooner heard the concluding words of this

desperate challenge, and saw Mr. Muzzle about to put it into

execution, than she uttered a loud and piercing shriek; and

rushing on Mr. Job Trotter, who rose from his chair on the

instant, tore and buffeted his large flat face, with an energy
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peculiar to excited females, and twining her hands in his long

black hair, tore therefrom about enough to make five or sb?- dozen

of the very largest -sized mourning -rings. Having accomplished

this feat with all the ardour which her devoted love for Mr. Muzzle
inspired, slic staggered back

;
and being a lady of very excitable

and delicate feelings, instantly fell under the dresser, and fainted

away.

At this moment, the bell rang.

“1'hat’s for you. Job Trotter,” said Sam; and before Mr.
Trotter could offer remonstrance or reply— even before he had

time to stanch the wounds inflicted by the insensible lady—Sam
seized one arm and Mr. Muzzle the other

;
and one pulling before,

and the other pushing behind, they conveyed him up stairs, and
into the parlour.

It was an impressive tableau. Alfred Jingle, Esquire, alias

Captain Fitz-Marshall, was standing near the door with his hat in

his hand, and a smile on his face, wholly unmoved by his very

unpleasant situation. Confronting him, stood Mr. Pickwick, who
had evidently been inculcating some high moral lesson, for his

left hajid was beneath his coat tail, and his right extended in

air, as was his wont when delivering himself of an impressive

address. At a little distance stood Mr. Tupman with indignant

countenance, carefully held back by his two younger friends
;
and

at the further end of the room were Mr. Nupkins, Mrs. Nupkins,

and Miss Nupkins, gloomily grand, and savagely vexed.

“Wliat prevents mo,” said Mr. Nupkins, with magisterial

dignity, as Job was brought in
—"what prevents me from detain-

ing these men as rogues and impostors? It is a foolish mercy.

What prevents me?”
" Pride, old fellow, pride,” jeplied Jingle, quite at his ease

"Wouldn’t do— no go—caught a captain, eh?— ha! ha I very

good—husband for daughter—Inter bit—make it public—not for

worlds- -look stupid—very !

”

"Wretch,” said Mrs. Nupkins, "we scorn your base insinua-

tions.”

" I always hated him,” added Henrietta.

“Oh, of course,” said jJingle. "Tall young man—old lover

—

Sidney Porkenham— rich— fine fellow— not so rich as captain,

though, eh?—turn him aw^ay~ofl^ with him—anything for captain

—nothing like captain anywhere— all the girls—raving mad

—

eh, Job, eh?”
Here Mr. Jingle laughed very heartily

;
and Job, rubbing his

hands with delight, uttered the first sound he had given vent to,

ince be entered the house—a low noiseless chuckle, which seemed
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to intimate that he enjoyed his laugh too much, to let any of it

escape»in sound.
“ Mr. Nupkins,” said the elder lady, “ this is niit a fit conversa-

tion for the servants to overhear. Let these wretches ro:novi;d.”

“ Certainly, my dear,” said Mr. Nupkins. “ Muzzle.'”

“ Your worship.”
“ Open the front door.”

“Yes, your worship.”

Leave the house,” said Mr. Nupkins, waving hia hand

emjjhatieally.

Jingle smiled, and moved towards the door.

“ Stay,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Jingle stopped.

“1 miglit,” said Mr. Pickwick, “have taken a much greater

revenge for the treatment I have experienced at your Lands, and

that of your hypocritical friend there.”

Here Job Trotter bowed with groat politeness, and laid hia

hand upon his heart.

“ I say,” said Mr. Pickwick, growing gradually angry, “ that 1

might have taken a greater revenge, but I content inysidf with

exposing you, which I consider a duty I owe to society. This is a

leniency. Sir, which I hope you will remember.”

When Mr. Pickwick arrived at this point. Job Trotter, with

facetious gravity, applied his hand to his ear, as if desirous not to

lose a syllable he uttered.

“And I have only to add. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, now
tlioroughly angry, “ that I consider you a rascal, and a—a nitlian

-and—and worse than any man I ever saw, or heard ( f, except

that very pious and sanctified vagabond in the raulberr\ livery.”

“ Ha ! ha !
” said Jingle, “good fellow, Pickwdek -fine heait

—

stout old boy—but must not be passionate—bad thing, very- -bye,

bye—see you again some day—keep up your sjJrits—now Job
—trot.”

With these words, Mr. Jingle stuck on his hat m his old

fashion, and strode out of the room. Job Trotter paused, looked

round, smiled, and then with a bow of mock bolemuity to Mr.

Pickwick, and a wink to Mr. Weller, the audacious slyness of

which, baffles all description, followed the footsteps of his hopeful

master.
“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, as Mr. Weller was following.

“ Sir.”

“ Stay here.”

Mr. Weller seemed uncertain.

“ Stay here,” repeated Mr Pickwick.
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“Mayn't I polish that ere Job oflf, in the front garden?” said

Mr. Weller. »

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Mayn’t I kick him out o’ the gate, Sir?” said Mr. Weller.

“Not on any account,” replied his master.

For the first time since his engagement, Mr. Weller looked, for

a moment, discontented and unhappy. Put his countenance imme-
diately cleared up, for the wily Mr. Muzzle, hy concealing himself

behind the street door, and rushing violently out, at the right

instant, contrived with great dexterity to overturn both Mr. Jingle

and his attendant, down the flight of steps, into the American aloe

tubs that stood beneath.
“ Having discharged my duty. Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick to Mr.

Nupkins, “ I will, with my friends, bid you farewell. While we
thank you for such hospitality as we have received, permit me to

assure you in our joint names that we should not have accepted it,

or consented to extricate ourselves in this way, from our previous

dilemma, had we not been impelled by a strong sense of duty

We return to London to-morrow. Your secret is safe with us.”

Having thus entered his protest against their treatment of the

morning, Mr. Pickwick bowed low to the ladies
;

and notwith-

standing the solicitations of the family, Iqft the room with his friends.

“ Get your hat, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ It’s below stairs. Sir,” said Sam, and he ran down after it.

Now there was nobody in the kitchen, but the pretty house-

maid
;
and as Sam’s hat was mislaid, he had ^to look for it, and

the pretty housemaid lighted him. They had to look all over the

place for the hat
;
and the pretty housemaid, in her anxiety to

find it, went down on her knees, and turned over all the things

that were heaped together in a ^little corner by the door. It was
an awkward corner. You couldn’t get at it without shutting the

door first.

“Here it is,” said the pretty housemaid. “ This is it, ain’t it ?
”

“ Let me look,” said Sam.

The pretty housemaid had stood the candle on the floor
;
and as

it gave a very dim light, Sam was obliged to go down on his knees

before he could see whether it really was his own hat or not. It

was a remarkably small cornei, and so—it was nobody’s fault but

the man’s who built the house—Sam and the pretty housemaid

were necessarily very close together.

“ Yea, this is it,” said Sam. “Good bye.”

“ Good bye,” said the pretty housemaid
“ Good bye,” said Sam

;
and as he said it, he dropped the hat

that had cost so much trouble looking for.
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“ How awkward you are,” aaid the pretty housemaid. “ You’ll

lose again, if you don’t take care.”

So just to prevent his losing it again, she pTit it on for him.

Whether it was that the pretty housemaid’s face looked prettiei

still, when it was raised towards Sam’s, or whether it was the acci-

dental consequence of their being so near each other, is matter
of uncertainty to this day, but Sam kissed her.

“You don’t mean to say you did that on purpose,” said the

pretty housemaid, blushing.

“No, I didn’t then,” said Sam; “but I will now.”

So he kissed her again.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, calling over the bannisters.
“ Coming, Sir,” replied Sam, running up stairs.

“ flow long you have been,” said Air. Pickwick.
“ There was something behind the door. Sir, which perwented

our getting it open, for ever so long,” replied Sam.
Aim! this was the first passage of Mr. Weller’s first love.

CHAPTER XXVI.

WHICH CONTAINS A BIIIEF ACCOUNT OF THE PROGRESS OF THB

ACTION OF RA UDELL AGAINST PICKWICK.

Having accomplished the main end and object of his journey

by the exposure of Jingle, Mr. Pickwick resolved on immediately

returning to London, with the view of becoming acquaint<‘d with

the proceedings which had been taken against him, in the mean
time, by Messrs. Dodson and Pog^. Acting upon this resolution

with all the energy and decision of his character, he mounted to

the back seat of the first coach, which left Ipswich on the morning

after the memorable occurrences detailed at length in the two
preceding chapters

;
and accompanied by his three fricuids and Mr.

Samuel Weller, arrived in the metropolis in perfect health and

safety, the same evening.

Here the friends for a short time separated. Messrs. Tupman,
Winkle, and Snodgrass, repaired to their' several homes to make
such preparations as might be requisite for their forthcoming visit

to Dingley Dell
;
and Mr. Pickwick and Sam took up their present

abode in very good, old-fashioned, and comfortable quarters, to wit,

the George and Vulture Tavern and Hotel, George Yard, Lombard
Street.

Mr. Pickwick had dined, finished his second pint of particular
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port, pulled his silk handkerchief over his head, put his feet on the

fender, and thrown himself back in an easy chair, when the eq trance

of Mr. Weller with his carpet bag, aroused him from his tranquil

meditations.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Sir,” said Mr. Weller.
“ I have just been thinking, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ tliat

having left a good many things at Mis T3arde.irs, in Goswell

Street, I ought to arrange for taking them away, before I leave

town again.”

“ Wery good, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ I could send them to Mr. Tupman’s for the present, Sam,”
continued Mr. Pickwick, “but, before we take them away, it is

necessary that they should be looked up, and put together. I wish

you wmdd stej) up to Goswell Street, Sam, and arrange about it.”

“At once. Sir?” inquired Mr. Weller.

“At once,” rc^jlicd Mr. Pickwick. “And stay, Sara,” added

Mr. Pickwick, pulling out his purse, “ TIktc is some rent to pay.

The quarter is not due till Christmas, but you may pay it, and

have done with it, A month’s notice terminates my tenancy.

Here it is, written out. Give it, and tell Mrs. Bardell she may
put a bill up, as soon as she likes.”

“ Wery good. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller
;

“ anythin’ more. Sir?”
“ Nothing more, Sam.”
Mr. Weller stepped slowly to the door, as if he expected

something further
;
slowly opened it, slowly stepped out, and had

slowly closed it within a couple of inches, when Mr. Pickwick

called out

—

“Sara.”
“ Yes, Sir,” said Mr, Weller,^stepping quickly back, and closing

the door behind him. „

“ I have no objection, Sam, to your endeavouring to ascertain

how Mrs. Bardell herself, seems disposed towards me, and whether

it is really probable that this vile and groundless action is to be

carried to extremity. I say I do not object to your doing this, if

you wish it, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwdek.

Sam gave a short nod of intelligence, and left the room. Mr.

Pickwick drew the silk fianckerchief once more over his head, and

composed himself for a nap
;
Mr. Weller promptly walked forth,

to execute his commission.

It was nearly nine o’clock when he reached Goswell Street.

A couple of candles were burning in the little front parlour, and a

couple of caps were reflected on the window -blind. Mrs. Bardell

had got company.
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Mr. Weller knocked at the door, and after .i pretty long interval

— occiipied by the party without, in whistling a tune, and by the

party within, in persuading a refractory flat candle to alh)w itself

to be lighted— a pair of small boots pattered over the lloor-cloth,

and Master Bardell presented himself.

“Veil, young township,” said Sam, “how’s mother

“She’s pretty well,” replied Master Bardell, “so am 1.
’

“ Veil, that’s a mercy,” said Sam; “ tell her I want to speak to

her, my hinfant fernomenon.”

Master Bardell, thus adjured, placed the refractory flat candle

on the bottom stair, and vanished into the front parlour with his

message.

The two caps reflected on the window-blind, were the respective

head-dresses of a couple of Mrs. Bardell’s most particular ac(|uaint-

ance, who had just stepped in, to have a (piiet cup of tea, and a

little warm supper of a couple of seta of pettitoes and some toasted

cheese. The cheese was simmering and browning away, most

delightfully, in a little Dutch oven before the fire, and the

{>ettitoea were getting on deliciously in a little tin saucepan on

the hob
;
and Mrs. Bardell and her two friends were getting on

very well, also, in a little quiet conversation about and conc’erning

all their particular friends and acquaintance, when Master Bardell

came back from answering the door, and delivered the message

entrusted to him by Mr. Samuel Weller.

“ Mr. Pickwick’s servant !
” said Mrs. Bardell, turning pale.

“ Bless my soul !
” said Mrs. Oluppins.

“Well, I raly would fi/)t ha’ believed it, unless I had ha’

happened to ha’ been here I
” said Mrs. Sanders.

Mrs. Cluppins was a little brisk, busy -looking woman : and

Mrs. Sanders was a big, fat, heavy- faced personage
;
and the two

were the company.

Mrs. Bardell felt it proper to be agitated
; and as none of the

three exactly knew whether, under existing circumstances, any

communication, otherwise than through Dodson and Fogg, ought

to be held with Mr. Pickwick’s servant, they were all rather taken

by surprise. In this state of indecision, obviously the first thing

to be done, was to thump the boy for finding Mr. Weller at the

door. So his mother thumped him, and he cried melodiously.

“ Hold your noise—do—you naughty creetur,” said Mrs.

Bardell.

“ Yes
;
don’t worrit your poor mother,” said Mrs. Sanders.

“ She’s quite enough to worrit her, as it is, without you,

Tommy,” said Mrs. Cluppins, with sympathising resignation.

“ Ah ! worse luck, poor lamb !
” said Mra Sanders.
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At all which moral reflections, Master Bardell howled the

louder.
^

“ Now, wdiat shall I do ?
” said Mrs. Bardell to Mrs. Cluppins.

“ I think you ought to see him,” replied Mrs. Cluppins. “ But
on no account without a witness.”

“/ think two witnesses would be more lawful,” said Mrs.

Sanders, who, like the other friend, was bursting with curiosity.

“Perhaps, he’d better come in here, ' .:iid Mrs. Bardell.

“ To be sure,” replied Mrs. Cluppins, eagerly catching at the

idea— “Walk in, young man; and shut the street door first,

please.”

Mr. Weller immediately took the hint
;
and presenting himself

in the parlour, explained his business to Mrs. Bardell, thus

—

“ Wery sorry to ’casion any personal inconwenience, Ma’am,

as the housebreaker said to the old lady vhen he put her on the

fire
;
but as me and my governor’s only just come to town, and is

just going away agin, it can’t be helped you see.”

“ Of course, the young man can’t help the faults of his master,”

said Mrs. Cluppins, much struck by Mr. Weller’s appearance and

conversation.

“ Certainly not,” chimed in Mrs. Sanders, who, from certain

wistful glances at the little tin saucepan, seemed to be engaged in

a mental calculation of the probable extent of the pettitoes, in the

event of Sam’s being asked to stop supper.

“ So all I’ve come about, is just this here,” said Sam, disre-

garding the interruption— “First, to give my governor’s notice

—

there it is. Secondly, to pay the rent— here it is. Thirdly, to

say as all his things is to be put together, and given to any body

as we sends for ’em. Fourthly, that you may let the place as soon

as you like—and that’s all.”

“ Whatever has happen^'d,’^ said Mrs. Bardell,, “ I always have

said and always will say, that in every respect but one, Mr. Pick-

wick has always behaved him elf like a perfect gentleman. His

money always was as good as the bank—always.”

As Mrs. Bardell said this, she applied her handkerchief to her

eyes, and went out of the room to get the receipt.

Sam well knew that he had only to remain quiet, and the

women were sure to falk, so he looked alternately at the tin

saucepan, the toasted cheese, the wall, and the ceiling, in profound

silence.

“ Poor dear !
” said Mrs. Cluppins.

“ Ah, poor thing !
” replied Mrs. Sanders.

Sam said nothing. He saw they were coming to the subject.

“ I raly cannot contain myself,” said Mrs. Cluppins, “ when I
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think of such perjury. I don't wish to say anything to make yon
uncomfortable, young man, but your master’s an old brute, and I

wish I had him here to tell him so.”

“ I vish you had,” said Sam.
“ To see how dreadful she takes on, going moping about, and

taking no pleasure in nothing, except when her friends comes in,

out of charity, to sit with her, and make her comfortable,” resumed
Mrs. Oluppins, glancing at the tin saucepan and the Dutch oven,
“ it’s shocking.”

“ Barbareous,” said Mrs. Sanders.
“ And your master, young man, a gentleman witli money, as

could never feel the expense of a wife, no more than nothing,”

continued Mrs. Oluppins, witli great volubility
;

“ why there ain’t

the faintest shade of an excuse for his behaviour. Why don’t he

many her ?
”

“Ah,” said Sam, “to be sure; that’s the question.”

“Question, indeed,” retorted Mrs. 01upj)in8
; “she’d question

him, if she’d my spiiit. llows’ever, there is law fur us women,
mis’rable crecturs as they’d make us, if they could; and that your

master will find out, young man, to his cost, afore he’s six months
older.”

At this consolatory rellec^tion, Mrs. Oluppins bridled up, and

smiled at ]\lrs. Sanders, who smiled back again.

“ The action’s going on, and no mistake,” thought Sam, as Mrs.

Bardell re-entered with the receipt.

“ Here’s the rcccii)t, Mr. "Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell, “and here’s

the change, and I hope you’ll take a little drop of something to

keep the cold out, if it’s only for old acquaintance’ sake, Mr.

Weller.”

Sam saw the advantage he should gain, and at once acquiesced,

whereupon Mrs. •Bardell produced from a small closet a black

bottle and a wine glass, and so great was her abstraction in her

deep mental aflliction, that, after filling ]\Ir. AVeller’s glass, she

brought out three more wine glasses, and filled them too.

“ Lank, Mrs. Bardell,” said Mrs. Oluppins, “ see what you’ve

been and done.”

“ Well, that is a good one !
” ejaculated Mrs. Sanders.

“ Ah, my poor head !
” said Mrs. Bardell, with a faint smile.

Sam understood all this, of course, so he said at once, that he

never could drink before supper, unless a lady drank with him.

A great deal of laughing ensued, and then Mrs. Sanders volunteered

to humour him, so she took a slight sip out of her glass. Then

Sam said it must go all round, so they all took a slight sip. Then
Little Mrs. Oluppins proposed as a toast, “ Success to Bardell
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against Pickwick
;
” and then the ladies emptied their glasses in

honour of the sentiment, and got very talkative directly •

“ I suppose you’ve heard what’s going forward, Mr. Weller ?

"

said Mrs. Bardell.

“ I’ve heerd somethin’ on it,” replied Sam.
“It’s a terrible thing to be dragged before the public, in that

way, Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell
;
“ but I see now, that it’s

the only thing I ought to do, and my lawyers, Mr. Dodson and

Fogg, tell me that, with the evidence as we shall call, we must
succeed. I don’t know what I should do, Mr. Weller, if I didn’t.”

The mere idea of Mrs. Bardeli’s failing in her action, affected

Mrs. Sanders so deeply, that she was under the necessity of re-

filling and re-emptying her glass immediately
;

feeling, as she said

afterwards, that if she hadn’t had the presence of mind to have

done so, she must have dropped.
“ Yen is it expected to come on 1 ” inquired Sam.
“ Either in February or March,” replied Mrs. Bardell.

“ What a number of witnesses there’ll be, won’t there ?
” said

Mrs. Cluppins.
“ Ah, won’t there !

” replied Mrs. Sanders.

“And won’t Mr. Dodson and Fogg be wild if the plaintift

shouldn’t get it ? ” added Mrs. Cluppins, “ w'hen they do it all on

speculation !

”

“Ah ! won’t they !
” said Mrs. Sanders.

“ But the plaintiff must get it,” resumed Mrs. Cluppins.
“ I hope so,” said Mrs. BardelL
“ Oh, there can’t be any doubt about it,” rejoined Mrs. Sanders.

“Yell,” said Sam, rising and setting down his glass. “All I

can say Ls, that I vish you may get it.”

“ Thanke’e, IVIr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell, fervently.

“ And of them Dodson and Fogg, as does these sort o’ things

on spec,” continued Mr. Weller, “as veil as for the other kind and

gen’roiis people o’ the same puiicssion, as sets people by the ears

free gratis for nothin’, and sets their clerks to work to find out

little disputes among their neighbours and acquaintance as vants

settlin’ by means o’ law-suits— all I can say o’ them is, that I vish

they had the revard I’igive ’em.”
“ Ah, I wish they had the reward that every kind and generous

heart would be inclined to bestow upon them,” said the gratified

Mrs. Bardell.

“ Amen to that,” replied Sam, “ and a fat and happy livin’

they’d get out of it. Vish you good night, ladies.”

To the great relief of Mrs. Sanders, Sam was allowed to depart,

without any reference on the part of the hostess to the pettitoes
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and toasted cheese, to which the ladies, with such juvenile assist-

ance Master Bardell could alferd, soon aften%ard8 rendered the

amplest justice—indeed they wholly vanished, before their strenuous

exertions.

Mr. Weller wended his way back to the George and Vulture, and
faithfully recounted to his master, such indications of the sharp

practice of Dodson and Fogg^, as he had contrived to pi(‘k up in his

visit to Mrs. Bardell’s. An interview with Mr. Perker next day,

more than confirmed Mr. Weller’s statement
;
and Mr. Pickwick

was fain to prepare for his Christmas visit to Dingley Dell, with

the plca.sant anticipation that some two or three months afterwards,

an action brought against him for damages sustained by reason of

a breach of promise of marriage, would be publicly tric<i in the

Court of Common Pleas
;
the plaintiff having all the advantages

derivable not only from the force of circumstances, but from the

sharp pi ai dice of Dodson and Fogg to boot.

CHAPTER XXVII.

SAMUEL WELLER MAKES A PILGRIM JR TO DOKKlN'i., AND

REIIOLDS UIS MOTHEK-IN-LAW.

TnERfc- still remaining an interval of two days, before the time

agreed upon, for the departure of the Pickwickians to Dingley Dell,

Mr. Weller sat himself down in a back room at the George and

Vulture, after eating an early dinner, to muse on the best way of

disposing of his time. It was a remarkably fine day
;
and he had

not turned the matter over in his mjind ten minutes, wdien he was

suddenly struck filial and affectionate
;
and it occurred to him so

strongly that he ought to go down to see his father, and pay his

duty to his mother-in-law, that he was lost in astonishment at his

own remissness in never thinking of this moral obligation before.

Anxious to atone for his past neglect without another hour’s delay,

he straightway walked up stairs to Mr. Pickwick, and requested

leave of absence for this laudable purpose.
.

“ Certainly, Sam, certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick, his eyes

glistening with delight at this manifestation of good feeling, on the

part of his attendant
;

“certainly, Sam.”
Mr. Weller made a grateful bow.
“ I am very glad to see that you have so high a sense of youi

duties as a son, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ I always had, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.
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“ That B a very gratifying reflection, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick,

approvingly.

Weiy, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller
;

“ if ever I vanted anythin^ o'

my father, I always asked for it in a wery 'spectful and obligin'

manner. If he didn't give it me, I took it, for fear I should he

led to do anythin' wrong, through not havin' it. I saved him a

world o' trouble this vay. Sir.”

“That’s not precisely what I meant, Sum,” said Mr. Pickwick,

shaking his head, with a slight smile.

“ All good fcelin’, Sir—the wery best intentions, as the gen’lin’n

said ven he run away from his wife, 'cos she seemed unhappy with

him,” replied Mr. Weller.
“ You may go, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Thaiik’ee, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller; and having made his best

bow, and put on his best clothes, Sara planted himself on the top

of the Arundel coach, and journeyed on to Dorking.

The Marquis of (Iranby, in Mrs. Weller’s time, was quite a model

of a road-side public-house of the better class—just large enough

to be convenient, and small enough to be snug. On the opposite

side of the road was a large sign-board on a high post, representing

the head and shoulders of a gentleman with an apoplectic counte-

nance, in a red coat, with deep blue facings, and a touch of the

same over his three-cornered hat, for a sky. Over that again, were

a pair of flags, and beneath the last button of his coat were

a couple of cannon
; and the whole formed an expressive and un-

doubted likeness of the Marquis of Granby of glorious memory.
The bar window displayed a choice collection of geranium plants,

and a well-dusted row of spirit phials. The open shutters bore a

variety of golden inscriptions, eulogistic of good beds and neat

wines
;
and the choice group of countrymen and hostlers lounging

about the stable-door and ho»'se-trough, afforded presumptive proof

of the excellent quality of the ale and spirits which were sold

within. Sam Weller paused, Wiien he dismounted from the coach,

to note aU these little indications of a thriving business, with the

eye of an experienced traveller
;
and having done so, stepped in at

once, highly satisfied with everything he had observed.

“ Now, then,” said a^ shrill female voice, the instant Sam thrust

in his head at the door, “what do you want, young mani”
Sam looked round in the direction whence the voice proceeded.

It came from a rather stout lady of comfortable appearance, who
was seated beside the fire-place in the bar, blowing the fire to make
the kettle boil for tea. She was not alone, for on the other side of

the fire-place, sitting bolt upright in a high-backed chair, was a man
in thread-bare black clothes, with a back almost as long and stiff
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as that of the chair itself, who caught Sam’s aiost particular and
espcciaj attention at once.

He was a prim-faced, red-nosed man, with a long thin coun-

tenance and a semi -rattlesnake sort of eye— rather sharj), but

decidedly bad. He wore very short trousers, and black -cotton

stockings, which, like the rest of his apparel, were particularly

rusty. His looks were starched, but his white neckerchief was not

;

and its long limp ends straggled over his closely-buttoned waistcoat

in a very uncouth and unpicturesque ffishion. A pair of old, worn,

beaver gloves, a broad-brimmed hat, and a faded green umbrella,

with plenty of whalebone sticking through the bottom, as if to

counterbalance the want of a handle at the top, lay on a chair be-

side him
;
and being disposed in a very tidy and careful manner,

seemed to imply that the red-nosed man, whoever he was, had no

intention of going away in a hurry.

To do the red-nosed man justice, he would have been very far

from wise if ho had entertained any such intention, for, to judge

from all appearances, he must have been possessed of a most de-

sirable circle of acquaintance, if he could have reasonably exi)ected

to be more comfortable anywhere else. The fire was blazing

brightly, under the influence of the bellows, and the kettle was
singing gaily, under the influence of both. A small tray of tea-

things was arranged on the table
; a plate of hot buttered toast

was gently simmering before the fire
;
and the red-nosed man him-

self was busily engaged in converting a large slice of bread, into the

same agreeable edible, through the instrumentality of a long brass

toasting-fork. Beside him, stood a glass of reeking hot i)inc-apple

rum and water, with a slice of lemon in it: and every time the

red-nosed man stopped to bring the round of bread to his eye, with

the view of ascertaining how it got on, he imbibed a drop or two

of the hot pine-apple rum and water, and smiled upon the rather

stout lady, as she blew the fire.

Sam was so lost in the contemplation of this comfortable scene,

that he suffered the first inquiry of the rather stout lady to pass

wholly unheeded. It was not until it had been twice repeated,

each time in a shriller tone, that he became conscious of the impro-

priety of his behaviour.

“Governor in?” inquired Sam, in reply to the question.

“ No, he isn’t,” replied Mrs. Weller, for the rather stout lady

was no other than the quondam relict and sole executrix of the

dead-and-gone Mr. Clarke ;
—“ No, he isn’t, and I don’t expect him,

either.”

“ I suppose he’s a drivin’ up to-day ?
” said Sam.

“ He may be, or he may not,” replied Mrs. Weller, buttering
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the round of toast which the red-nosed man had just finished
;
“ 1

don’t know, and, what’s more, I don’t care. Ask a bless'n’, Mr.

Stiggins.”

The red -nosed man did as he was desired, and instantly

commenced on the toast with fierce voracity.

The appearance of the red-nosed man had induced Sam, at first

sight, to more than half suspect that I''' v/as the deputy shepherd,

of whom his estimable parent had spoken. The moment he saw
him eat, all doubt on the subject was removed, and he perceived

at once that il he proposed to take up his temporary quarters

where he was, he must make his footing good without delay. He
therefore commenced proceedings by putting his arm over the half-

door of tlie bar, coolly unbolting it, and leisurely walking in.

“ Mother-in-law,” said Sam, “ how are you ?
”

“ Why, I do believe he is a Weller,” said Mrs. W., raising her

eyes to Sam’s face, with no very gratified expression of countenance.
“ I rayther think he is,” said the imperturbable Sam

;
“ and I

hope this here reverend gen’lm’n ’ll excuse me saying that I wish I

was the Weller as owns you, mother-in-law.”

This was a double-barrelled compliment : it implied that Mrs.

Weller was a most agreeable female, and also that Mr. Stiggins

had a clerical appearance. It made a visible impression at once •

and Sam followed up his advantage by kissing his mother-in-law.
‘‘ Get along with you,” said Mrs. Weller, pushing him away.
“ For shame, young man,” said the gentleman with the red nose.

“ No offence, Sir, no offence,” replied Sam
;
“you’re wery right,

though
;

it ain’t the right sort o’ thing, ven motliers-iii-law is young

and good looking, is it. Sir 1
”

“It’s all vanity,” said Mr. Stiggins.

“ Ah, so it is,” said Mrs. Weller, setting her cap to rights.

Sam thought it was, too, but he held his peac«.

The deputy shepherd scem^'d by no means best pleased with

Sam’s arrival
;
and when the first effervescence of the compliment

had subsided, even Mrs. Weller looked as if she could have

spared him without the smallest inconvenience. However, there

he was
;
and as he couldn’t be decently turned out, they all three

sat down to tea.

“ And how’s father 1
” said Sam.

At this inquiry, Mrs. Weller raised her hands, and turned up

her eyes, as if the subject were too painful to be alluded to.

Mr. Stiggins groaned.

“ What’s the matter with that 'ere gen’lm’n ? ” inquired Sam.
“ He’s shocked at the way your father goes on, in

—
” replied

Mrs. Weller.
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Oh, he is, is he ? ” said Sam.
“ A^d with too good reason," added Mrs. Weller, gravely.

]\lr. Stiggius took up a fresh piece of toast, and groaned lieavily.

“ He is a dreadful reprobate,” said Mrs. Weller.
“ A man of wrath !

” exclaimed Mr. Stiggius. And he took a

large semi-circular bite out of the toast, and groaned again.

Sam felt very strongly disposed to give the reverend Mr. Stiggins

Bomethitjg to groan for, but he repressed his inclination, and merely

asked, “ What’s the ohl *un up to, now 'I
”

“ Up to, indeed !
” said Mrs. Weller, “ oh, he has a hard heart.

I^ight after night does this excellent man—don’t frown, ]\Ir.

Stiggins, I will say you are an excellent man—come and sit here,

for hours together, and it has not the least effect upon him.”
“ Well, tliat is odd,” said Sam

;
“it ’ud have a wery considerable

effect upon me, if I wos in his place, I know that.”

“ The fact is, my young friend,” said Mr. Stiggins, solemnly,

“ he has an obderrate bosom. Oh, my young friend, who else could

have resisted the pleading of sixteen of our fairest sisters, and

withstood their exhortations to subscribe to our noble society for

providing the infant negroes in the West Indies with llannel waist-

coats and moral pocket handkerchiefs ?
”

“What’s a moral pocket ankercher 1” said Sam
;
“1 never sec*

one o’ them articles o’ furniter.”

“ Those which combine amusement with instruction, rny young

friend,” replied Mr. Stiggins, “ blending select tales with wood

cuts.”

“ Oh, I know,” said Sara, “ them as hangs up in the linen-

drapers’ shops, with beggars’ petitions and all that ’ere upon ’em ?
”

IMr. Stiggins began a third round of toast, and nodded assent.

“ And he wouldn’t be persuaded by the ladies, wouldn’t he 1
”

said Sam. „

“ Sat and smoked his pipe, and said the infant negroes were

—

what did he say the infant negroes were 1 ” said Mrs. Weller.

“ Little humbugs,” replied Mr. Stiggins, deeply affected.

“ Said the infant negroes were little humbugs,” repeated Mrs.

Weller. And they both groaned at the atrocious conduct of the

elder Mr. Weller.

A great many more iniquities of a similar nature might have

been disclosed, only the toast being all eat, the tea having got very

weak, and Sam holding out no indications of meaning to go, Mr.

Stiggins suddenly recollected that he had a most pressing appoint-

ment with the shepherd, and took himself off accordingly.

The tea-things had been scarcely put away, and the hearth

swept up, when the London coach deposited Mr. Weller senior at
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the door, his legs deposited him in the bar, and his eves shewed
him his son.

What, Sammy !
” exclaimed the father.

“What, old Nobs!” ejaculated the son. And they shook

hands heartily.

“ Wery glad to see you, Sammy,” said the elder Mr. Weller,
“ though how you’ve managed to get over your mother-in-law, is a

mystery to me. I only vish you’d write lu-'' out the receipt, that’s all.”

“ Hush 1
” said Sam, “ she’s at home, old feller.”

“ She ain’t vithin bearin’,” replied Mr. Weller
;
“ she always goes

and blows up, down stairs, for a couple of hours arter tea
;

so we’ll

just give ourselves a damp, Sammy.”
Saying this, Mr, Weller mixed two glasses of spirits and water,

and produced a couple of pipes
;
and the father and son sitting

down opposite each other, Sam on one side the fire, in the high-

backed chair, and Mr. Weller senior on the other, in an easy ditto,

they proceeded to enjoy themselves with all due gravity.

“Anybody been here, Sammy?” asked Mr. Weller senior,

drily, after a long silence.

Sam nodded an expressive assent.

“ Red-nosed chap ?” inquired Mr. Weller.

Sam nodded again.

“Amiable man that ’ere, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, smoking

violently.

“ Seems so,” observed Sam.
“Good hand at accounts,” said Mr. Weller.

“ Is he ?” said Sam.
“ Borrows eightecnpence on Monday, and comes on Tuesday

for a shillin’ to make it up half a crojvm
;

calls again on Veiisday

for another half crown to m^ke it five shillin’s, and goes on,

doubling, till he gets it up to a five puud note in no time, like

them sums in the ’rithmetic book ’bout the nails in the horse’s

shoes, Sammy.”
Sam intimated by a nod that he recollected the problem alluded

to by his parent.

“So you vouldn’t subscribe to the flannel veskits?” said Sam,

after another interval of smoking.
“ Cert’nly not,” replier^ Mr. Weller

;
“ what’s the good o’

flannel veskits to the young niggers abroad ? But I’ll tell you
what it is, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, lowering his voice, and

bending across the fire-place, “I’d come down wery handsome

towards straight veskits for some people at home.”

As Mr. Weller said this, he slowly recovered his former

position, and winked at his first-bom, in a profound manner.
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“ It cert^iily seems a queer start to send our poeket ankechers

to people as don’t know the use on ’em,” observed Sam.
“They’re alvays a doin’ some gammon of that sort, Sammy,”

replied his father. “ T’other Sunday I vas walkin’ up the road,

vcn who should I see a standin’ at a chapel -door, with a blue

soup-plate in her hand, but your mother-in-law. I wcrily believe

there was change for a couple o* suv’rins in it, then, Sammy, all

in ha’pence
;
and as the people come out, they rattled the pennies

in, till you’d ha’ thought that no mortal plate as ever was balccd,

could ha’ stood the wear and tear. What d’ye think it was all

for 1 ”

“ For another tea-drinkin’, perhaps,” said Sam.
“ Not a bit on it,” replied the father

;
“ for the shepherd’s

water-rate, Sammy. ”

“ The sheplierd’a water-rate !” said Sam.

“Ay,” replied Mr. Weller, “there was three quarters owin’,

and the sheplierd hadn’t paid a fardcii, not he—perhaps it might

be on account that the water warii’t o’ much use to him, for it’s

wery little o’ that tap he drinks, Sammy, wery
;
he knows a trick

worth a good half dozen of that, he does. Hows’ever, it warn’t

paid, and so they cuts the water off. 13own goes the sliepln^rd to

chapel, gives out as he’s a persecuted saint, and says he liopes the

heart of the turncock as cut the water off, ’ll be softened, and

turned in the right vay, but he rayther thinks he’s booked ff)r

somethin’ uncomfortable. Upon this, the women calls a mcctiii',

sings a hymn, wotes your mother-in-law into the chair, woluntccrs

a col-lection next Sunday, and hands it all over to the shepherd.

And if he ain’t got enough out on ’em, Sammy, to make him free

of the water company for life,” said Mr. Weller, in conclusion,

“I’m one Dutchman, and you’re another, and that’s all about it.”

Mr. Weller omoked for some minutes in silence, and then

resumed

—

“The worst o* these here shepherds is, my boy, that they

reg’larly turns the heads of all the young ladies, about here.

Lord bless their little hearts, they thinks it’s all right, and don't

know no better; but they’re the wictims o’ gammon, Samivel,

they’re the wictims o’ gammon.”
,

“I s’pose they are,” said Sam.

“Nothin’ else,” said Mr. Weller, shaking his head gravely;

“and wot aggrawates me, Samivel, is to see ’em a wastin’ all

their time and labour in making clothes for copper-coloured people

as don’t want ’em, and taking no notice of the flesh-coloured

Christians as do. If I’d my vay, Samivel, I’d just stick some o’

these here lazy shepherds behind a heavy wheelbarrow, and run
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'em up aud down a fourteen-inch-wide plank all day. That 'ud

shake the nonsense out of 'em, if anythin’ vould.”

Mr. Weller having delivered this gentle recipe with strong

emphasis, eked out by a variety of nods and contortions of the

eye, emptied his glass at a draught, and knocked the ashes out of

his pipe, with native dignity.

lie was engaged in this operation, when a shrill voice was

heard in the passage.

Here's your dear relation, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller
;
and

Mrs. W. hurried into the room.
“ Oh, you’ve come back, have you !” said Mrs. Weller.

“ Yes, my dear,” replied Mr. Weller, filling a fresh pipe.

“Has Mr. Stiggins been back?” said Mrs. Weller.

“No, iny dear, he hasn’t,” replied Mr. Weller, lighting the

pipe by the ingenious process of holding to the bowl thereof,

between the tongs, a red-hot coal from the adjacent fire; “and
what’s more, iny dear, I shall manage to surwive it, if he don’t

come back at all.”

“ Ugh, you wretch,” said Mrs. Weller.

“ Thank’cc, my love,” said Mr. Weller.
“ Come, come, father,” said Sam, “ none o’ these little lovin's

afore strangers. Here’s the reverend gen’lm’n a cornin’ in now.”

At this announcement, Mrs. Weller hastily wiped off the tears

which she had just begun to force on
;
and Mr. W. drew his chair

sullenly into the chimney corner.

Mr. Stiggins was easily prevailed on, to take another glass of

the hot pine-apple rum and water, and a second, and a third, and

then to refresh himself with a slight supper, previous to beginning

again. He sat on the same side as Mr. Weller senior; and every

time he could contrive to do so. unseen by his wife, that gentleman

indicated to his son the hidden emotions of his bosom, by shaking

his fist over the deputy shepherd’s head, a process which afibrded

his son the most unminglea delight and satisfaction, the more

especially as Mr. Stiggins went on, quietly drinking the hot pine-

apple rum and water, wholly unconscious of what was going

forward.

The major part of the conversation was confined to Mrs.

Weller and the reverend Mr. Stiggins
;
and the topics principally

descanted on, were the virtues of the shepherd, the worthiness of

his flock, and the high crimes and misdemeanours of everybody

beside— dissertations which the elder Mr. Weller occasionally

interrupted by half-suppressed references to a gentleman of the

name of Walker, and other running commentaries of the samt

kind.
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At length Mr. Stiggins, with eeveral most ii. Jiibitable symptoms

of havjng quite as much pine -apple rum and w.itcr about him, as

he could comfortably accommodate, took his hat and his leave
;
and

Sam was, immediately afterwards, shown to bed by his father.

The respectable old gentleman wniiig his hand fervently, and

seemed disposed to address some observations to his son, but on

Mrs. Weller advancing towards him, he appeared to rcliiujuish his

intention, and abruj)tly bade him good iiiglit.

Sam was up betimes next day, and having partaken of a hasty

brcakfiist, prepared to return to London. He had scari^ely set

foot without the house, when his father stood before him.
“ Goin’, Sammy 1” inquired Mr. Weller.

“ Off at once,” replied Sam.
“ I visli you could muffle that ’ere Stiggins, and take him with

you,” said Mr. Weller.

“ I am ashamed o’ you, old two- for- his- heels,” said Sam,

rcproacli fully, “ what do you let him show his red nose in the

Maikis o’ Granby at all, for?”

Mr. Weller the elder fixed on his son an earnest look, and

replied— “’Cause I’m a married man, Samivel, ’cause I’m a

married man. Ven you’re a married man, Samivel, you’ll under-

stand a good many things as you don’t understand now
;

hut

vether it’s vorth while goiii’ through so much, to h^ani so little,

QS the charity-boy said ven he got to the end of the alphabet, is a

matter o’ taste. 1 raythcr think it isn’t.”

“A\’'el],” said Sam, “good bye.”
“ Tar, tar, Sammy,” replied his father.

“I’ve only got to say this hero,” said Sam, sto])ping short,

“ that if I was the properiator o’ the Markis o’ Granby, and that

’ere Stiggins came and made toast in my bar, J’d
—

”

What ?” interposed Mr. Weller, with great anxiety. “What?”
“—Pison his rum and water,” said Sam.
“No!” said Mr. Weller, shaking his son eagerly by tJie hand,

“ would you raly, Sammy—would you, though ?”

“I would,” said Sam. “I wouldn’t be too hard upon him, at

first : I’d just drop him in the water-butt, and put the lid on
;

and then if I found he was insensible Jo kindness. I’d try the

other persvasion.”

The cider Mr. Weller bestowed a look of deep, unspeakable

admiration on his son, and, having once more grasped his hand,

walked slowly away, revolving in his mind the numerous reflections

to which his advice had given rise.

Sam looked after him, till he turned a corner of the road, and

then set forward on his walk to London. He meditated at first
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on the probable consequences of his own advice, and the likelihood

and unlikelihood of his father’s adopting it. He dismissed the

subject from his mind, however, with the consolatory reflection

that time alone would shew; and this is just the reflection we
would impress upon the reader.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

A GOOD-HUMOUJUCD CHRISTMAS CHAPTER, CONTAINING AN

ACCOUNT OF A WEDDING, AND SOME OTHER SPORTS BESIDE,

WHICH ALTHOUGH IN THEIR WAY, EVEN AS GOOD CUSTOMS

AS MARRIAGE ITSELF, ARE NOT QUITE SO RELIGIOUSLY KEPT

UP, IN THESE DEGENERATE TIMES.

As brisk as bees, if not altogether as light as fairies, did the

four Pickwickiaria assemble on the morning of the twenty-second

day of December, in the year of grace in which these, their

faithfully-recorded adventures, were undertaken and accomplished.

Christmas was close at hand, in all his bluff and hearty honesty

;

it was the season of hospitality, merriment, and open-heartedness

;

the old year was preparing, like an ancient philosopher, to call

his friends around him, and amidst the sound of feasting and
revelry to pass gently and calmly away. Gay and merry was the

time
;
and right gay and merry were at least four of the numerous

hearts that were gladdened by its coming.

Aud numerous indeed are the hearts to which Christmas brings

a brief season of happiness and enjoyment. How many families

whose members have been dispersed and scattci;ed far and wide,

in the restless struggles of life, are then re-united, and meet once

again in that happy state of companionship and mutual good-will,

which is a source of such pure and unalloyed delight, aud one so

incompatible with the cares and sorrows of the world, that the

religious belief of the most civilised nations, and the rude traditions

of the roughest savages, alike number it among the first joys of a

future state of existence, pre dded for the blest and happy ! How
many old recollections, and how many dormant sympathies, does

Christmas time awaken !

We write these words now, many miles distant from the spot

at which, year after year, we met on that day, a merry and joyous

circle. Many of the hearts that throbbed so gaily then, have

ceased to beat
;
many of the looks that shone so brightly then,
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have ceased to glow
;

the hands we graspetl, have grown cold
j

the eye|; we sought, have hid their lustre in the grave
;
and yet

the old house, the room, the merry voices and smiling faces, the

jest, the laugh, the most minute and trivial circumstance con-

nected with those happy meetings, crowd upon our mind at each

recurrence of the season, as if the last assemblage had boon but

yesterday. Happy, happy Christmas, that can win us back to

the delusions of our childish days, that can recal to the old man
the pleasures of his youth, and transport the sailor and the

traveller, thousands of miles away, back to his own fire-side and

his quiet home !

But we arc so taken up, and occupied, with the good qualities

of Christmas, who, by the way, is quite a country gentleman of

the old Bcliool, that we are kccjnng Mr. Piokwick and his friends

waiting in the cold, on the outside of the JMugglcton coach, which

they have just attained, well wrapped up, in great coats, shawls,

and comforters. The portmanteaus and carpet-bags have been

stowed away, and Mr. Weller and the guard are endeavouring to

insinuate into the fore-boot a huge cod-fish several sizes too large

for it, which is snugly packed up, in a long brown basket, with

a layer of straw over the top, and which has been left to the last,

in order that he may repose in safety on tlie half-dozen barrels of

real native oysters, all the property of j[\lr. Pickwick, wliich have

been arranged in regular order, at the bottom of the receptat^le.

The interest displayed in Mr. Pickwick’s countenance is most

intense, as Mr. Weller and the guard try to srpiecze the cod-fish

into the boot, first head first, and then tail first, and them top

upwards, and then bottom upwards, and then side-ways, and then

long-ways, all of which artifices the implacable cod-fish sturdily

resists, until the guard accidentally hits him in the very middle of

the basket, whcrvnpon he suddenly disappears into the boot, and

with him, the head and shoulders of the guanl himself, who, not

calculating upon so sudden a cessation of the passive resistance of

the cod-fish, experiences a very unexpected shock, to the unsmothcr-

able delight of all the porters and by-standers. Upon this, Mr.

Pickwick smiles with great good humour, and drawing a shilling

from his waistcoat pocket, begs the guard, ^as he picks himself out

of the boot, to drink his health in a glass of hot brandy and wat«r,

at which, the guard smiles too, and Messrs. Snodgrass, Winkle,

and Tupman, all smile in company. The guard and Mr. Weller

disappear for five minutes, most probably to get the hot brandy

and water, for they smell very strongly of it, when they return,

the coachman mounts to the box, Mr. Weller jumps up behind,

the Pickwickians pull their coats round their legs, and their shawlfl
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over their noses
;
the helpers pull the horse-cloths off, the coach

man shouts out a cheery “ All right,” and away they go. „

They have rumbled through the streets, and jolted over the

stones, and at length reach the wide and open country. The
wheels skim over the hard and frosty ground

;
and the horses,

bursting into a canter at a smart crack of the whip, step along

tlie road as if the load behind them, coach, passengers, cod-fish,

oyster barrels, and all, were but a feathui at their heels. They
have descended a gentle slope, and enter upon a level, as compact

and dry as a solid block of marble, two miles long. Another

crack of the whip, and on they speed, at a smart gallop, the horses

tossing their heads and rattling the harness as if in exhilaration at

the rapidity of tlic motion, while the coachman holding whip and

reins in one hand, takes off" his hat with the other, and resting it

on his knees, pulls out his handkerchief, and wipes his forehead,

partly because he has a habit of doing it, and partly because it’s

as well to shew the passengers how cool he is, and wdiat an easy

thing it is to drive four-in-hand, when you have had as much
practice as he has. Having done this very leisurely (otherwise

the effect would be materially impaired), he replaces his handker-

chief, pulls on his hat, adjusts his gloves, squares his elbows,

cracks the whip again, and on they speed, more merrily than

before.

A few small houses scattered on either side of the road, betoken

the entrance to some town or village. The lively notes of the

guard^s key-bugle vibrate in the clear cold air, and wake up the

old gentleman inside, who carefully letting down the window-sash

half way, and standing sentry over the air, takes a short peep out,

and then carefully pulling it up again, informs the other inside that

theyVe going to change directly
;
on which the other inside wakes

himself up, and determines to postpone his next nap until after the

stoppage. Again the bugle sounds lustily forth, and rouses the

cottiiger’s wife and children, wno peep out at the house-door, and

watch the coach till it turns the corner, when they once more

crouch round the blazing fire, and throw on another log of wood
against father comes home, while father himself, a full mile off,

has just exchanged a fri,endly nod with the coachman, and turned

round, to take a good long .-tare at the vehicle as it whirls away.

And now the bugle plays a lively air as the coach rattles through

the ill-paved streets of a country town
;
and the coachman, undoing

the buckle wliich keeps his ribands together, prepares to throw

them off the moment he stops. Mr. Pickwick emerges from his

coat collar, and looks about him with great curiosity
;
perceiving

which, the coachman informs Mr. Pickwick of the name of the
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town, and tells him it was market-day yr. terday, both which

pieces yf information Mr. Pickwick retails to his fellow-passengers,

whereupon they emerge from their coat collars too, and look about

them also. Mr. Winkle, who sits at the extreme edge, with one

leg dangling in the air, is nearly precipitated into the street, aa the

coacdi twists round the sharp corner by the cheesemonger’s shop,

and turns into the market-place
;
and before Mr. Snodgrass, who

sits next to him, has recovered from his alarm, they pull up at the

inn yard, where the fresh horses, with cloths on, are already

waiting. The coachman throws down the reins and gets down
himself, and the other outside passengers drop down also, except

those who have no great confidence in their ability to get up

again, and they remain where they are, and stamp their feet

against the coach to warm them; looking with longing eyes and

red noses at the bright fire in the inn bar, and the sprigs of holly

with red berries which ornament the window.

But tlie guard has delivered at the corn-dealer’s shof), the brown

paper packet he took out of the little pouch which hangs over his

shoulder by a leathern strap, and has seen the horses carefully put

to, and has thrown on the pavement the saddle which was brougljt

from London on the coach-roof, and has assisted in the conference

between the coachman and the hostler about the grey mare that

hurt her ofT-forc-leg last Tuesday, and he and Mr. Weller are all

right behind, and the coachman is all right in front, and the old

gentleman inside, who has kept the window down full two inches

all this time, has pulled it up again, an>l the cloths are ofi’, and

they are all ready for starting, except the “ two stout gentlemen,”

whom the coachman enquires after with some ira])atienco. Here-

upon the coachman, and the guard, and Sam Weller, and Mr.

Wiidde, and Mr. Snodgrass, and all the hostlers, and every one of

the idlers, who are more in number than all the others put together,

shout for the missing gentlemen as loud as they can bawl. A
distant response is heard from the yard, and Mr. Pickwick and

Mr. Tupman come running down it, quite out of breath, for they

have been having a glass of ale a-piece, and Mr. Pickwick’s fingers

are so cold that he has been full five minutes before he could find

the sixpence to pay for it. The coachman shouts an admonitory
“ Now, then, gen’lra’n,” the guard re-echoes it—the old gentleman

inside, thinks it a very extraordinary thing that people will get

down when they know there isn’t time for it—Mr. Pickw'ick

stniggles up on one side, Mr. Tupman on the other, Mr. Winkle

cries “ All right,” and off they start. Shawls are pulled up, coat

collars are re-adjusted, the pavement ceases, the houses disappear
;

and they are once again dashing along the open road, with the
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fresh clear air blowing in their faces, and gladdening their verj

hearts within them.

Such was the progress of Mr. Pickwick and his friends by the

Muggleton Telegraph, on their way to Dingley Dell
;
and at three

o^clock that afternoon, they all stood, high and dry, safe and sound,

hale and hearty, upon the steps of the Blue Lion, having taken on

the road quite enough of ale and brandy, to enalde them to bid

defiance to the frost that was binding np the earth in its iron

fetters, and weaving its beautiful net-work upon the trees and

hedges. Mr. Pickwick was busily engaged in counting the barrels

of oysters, and superintending the disinterment of the cod-fish,

when he felt himself gently pulled by the skirts of tlie coat
;
and

looking round, he discovered that the individual who resorted

to tin’s mode of catching his attention, was no other than Mr.

Wardle’s favourite page, better known to the readers of this un-

varnished history by the distinguishing appellation of the fat boy.

“Aha!” said IMr. Pickwick.
“ Aha 1

” said the fat boy.

And as he said it, he glanced from the cod-fish to the oyster-

barrels, and chu(;kled joyously. Tie was fatter than ever.

“ Well, you look rosy enough, my young friend,” said Mr.

Pickwick.
“ Pve been asleep, right in front of the tap-room fire,” replied

the fat boy, who had heated himself to the colour of a new
chimney-pot, in the course of an hour’s nap. “ Master sent me
over with tlio cliay-cart, to carry your luggage up to the house.

He’d ha’ sent some saddle horses, but he thought you’d rather

walk, being a cold day.”

“Yes, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily, for he remembered how
they had travelled over nearly the same ground on a previous

occasion. “ Yes, we would rather walk. Here, Sam.”
“ Sir,” said Mr. Weller.

“ Help Mr. Wardle’s servai to put the packages into the cart,

and then ride on with him. We will walk forward at once.”

Having given this direction, and settled with the coachman,

Mr. Pickwick and his three friends struck into the footpath across

the fields, and walked briskly away, leaving Mr. Weller and the fat

boy confronted together Yor ^he first time. Sam looked at the fat

boy with great astonishment, but without saying a word
;
and

began to stow the things rapidly away in the cart, while the fat

boy stood quietly by, and seemed to think it a very interesting

sort of thing to see Mr. Weller working by himself.

“There,” said Sam, throwing in the last carpet bag. “There

they are.”
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“Yes,” said the fat boy, in a very satisfied tone, “there they

are.” ^

“Veil, young twenty stun,” said Sam, “you’re a nice speciiuen

of a prize boy, you are.”

“ Thankee,” said the fat boy.

“You ain’t got nothin* on your mind, as makes you fret your-

self, have you ]
” inquired Sam.

“ Not as I knows on,** replied the boy.

“ I should rayther ha* thought, to look at you, that you was a

labourin* under an unrequited attachment to some young ’oonian,”

said Sam.

The fat boy sliook his head.

“Veil,” said Sam, “I’m glad to hear it. Do you ever drink

anythin* 1
”

“ I likes eating, better,” replied the boy.

“ Ah,” said Sam, “ I should ha’ s’posed that
;
but what I mean

is, should you like a drop of anythin* as’d warm you 1 but I s’pose

you never was cold, with all them clastic fixtures, was you 1
”

“ Sometimes,” replied the boy
;

“ and I likes a drop of some-

thing, when it’s good.”

“Oh, you do, do you ‘I” said Sam, “come this vay, then.”

The Blue Lion tap was soon gained, and the fat boy sw'allowed

a glass of liquor without so much as wduking,—a feat wliicli con-

siderably advanced him in Mr. Weller’s good opinion. Mr. AVeller

having transacted a similar piece of business on his own account,

they got into the cart.

“ Can you drive ?
” said the fat boy.

“ I should rayther think so,” replied Sam.
“ There, tlicii,” said the fat boy, putting the reins in his hand,

and pointing up a lane, “ It’s as straight as you can go
;
you can’t

miss it.”

With these words, the fat boy laid himself affectionately down
by the side of the cod-fish, and placing an oyster-barrel under his

head for a pillow, fell asleep instantaneously.

“ Veil,” said Sam, “ of all the cool boys ever I set my eyes on,

this here young gcn’lin’n is about the coolest. Come, vake up,

young dropsy.”
^

But as young dropsy evinced no symptoms of returning anima-

tion, Sam Weller sat himself down in front of the cart, and starting

the old horse with a jerk of the rein, jogged steadily on, towards

Manor Farm.
Meanwhile, Mr. Pickwick and his friends having walked their

blood into active circulation, proceeded cheerfully on
;
the paths

were hard, the grass was crisp and frosty, the air had a fine, dry,

n2
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bracing coldness, and the rapid approach of the grey twilight

(slate-coloured is a better term in frosty weather) made th.'in look

forward with pleasant anticipation to the comforts which awaited

them at their hospitable entertainer’s. It was the sort of after-

noon that might induce a couple of elderly gentlemen, in a lonely

field, to take off tlieir great coats and play at leap-frog in pure

lightness of heart and gaiety; and we firmly believe that had Mr.

Tupman at that moment proffered “ a bauk,” Mr. Pickwick would

have accepted his offer with the utmost avidity.

However, Mr. Tupman did not volunteer any such personal

accommodation, and the friends walked on, conversing merrily.

As they turned into a lane which they had to cross, the sound of

many voices burst upon their ears
;
and before they had even had

time to form a guess as to whom they belonged, they walked into

the very centre of the party who were expecting their arrival—

a

fiict which was first notified to the Pickwickians, by the loud

“Hurrah,” wliich burst from old Wardle’s lips, when they

appeared in sight.

First, there was Wardle himself, looking, if that were possible,

more jolly than ever
;
then there were Bella and her faithful

Trundle
;
and, lastly, there were Emily and some eight or ten

young ladies, who had all come down to the wedding which was to

take place next day, and were in as happy and important a state

as young ladies usually are, on such momentous occasions
;
and

they were, one and all, startling the fields and lanes far and wide

with their frolic and laughter.

The ceremony of introduction, under such circumstances, was
very soon performed, or we should rather say that the introduction

was soon over, without any ceremony at all
;
and in two minutes

thereafter, Mr. Pickwick was jjpking with the young ladies who
wouldn’t come over the s^ile while he looked, , or who, having

pretty feet and unexceptionable ankles, preferred standing on the

top-rail for five minutes or so, and declaring that they were too

frightened to move, with as much ease and absence of reserve or

constraint, as if he had known them for life. It is worthy of

remark too, that Mr. Snodgrass offered Emily far more assistance

than the absolute terrors of the stile (although it was full three

feet high, and had only a cc aple of stepping-stones) would seem to

require
;
while one black-eyed young lady in a very nice little pair

of boots with fur round the top, was observed to scream very

loudly, when Mr. Winkle offered to help her over.

All this was very snug and pleasant : and when the difficulties

of the stile were at last surmounted, and they once more entered

on the open field, old Wardle informed Mr. Pickwick how they
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had all been down in a body to inspect tbc luniiture and fittin^^s-np

of th(^ house, wliicli the young couple were to tenant, after the

Christmas holidays
;

at which cummmiication Bella and Trundle

both coloured up, as red as the fat boy after the tap-room fire
,

and the young lady with the black eyes and the fur round the

boots, whisj)ered something in Emily’s ear, and then glanced

archly at Mr. Snodgrass, to which Emily res})onded that she was

a foolish girl, but turned very red, notwithstanding
;
and ]\Ir.

Snodgrass, who was as modest as all great geniuses usually are,

felt the crimson rising to the crown of his heiid, and devoutly

wished, in the inmost recesses of his own heart, that the youn^»

lady aforesaid, with her black e3TS, and her archness, and h(‘r

boots with tlie fur round the top, were all comfortably deposite<l

in the adjacent county.

But if they were social and happy, outside the house, what was

the warmth and cordiality of their reception when they reached

the farm ! Tlie very servants grinned with })leasure at sight of

Mr. Pi(*kwick : and Emma bestow'cd a half-deinurc, half-imjnident,

and all pretty look of recognition on j\lr. Tupman, which was
enough to make the statue of Bon.'iparte in the passage, unfold his

arms, and clasp her within them.

The old lady was seated in customary state in tlic front parlour,

but she was rather ci’oss, and by consequeiuje, most particularly

deaf. She never went out herself, and like a great many other

old ladies of the same stamp, she w'os apt to consider it an act of

domestic treason, if any body else took the lil)crty of doing what
she couldn’t. So, bless her old soul, she sat as upright as she

could, in her great chair, and looked as fierce us might be—and

that was benevolent after all.

“Mother,” said Wardle, “Mr. Pickwick. You rceolleet

him.”

“Never mind,” replied the old lady with great dignity.

“Don’t trouble Mr. Pickwick about an old crectur like me.

Nobody cares about me now, and it’s very nat’ral they shouldn’t.”

Here the old lady tossed her head, and smoothed down her

lavender-coloured silk dress, with trembling hands.

“ Come, come. Ma’am,” said Mr. Pick jvick, “ I can’t let you cut

an old friend in this way. I have come down exjiressly to have a

long talk, and another rubber with you
;
and wee’ll show these boys

and girls how to dance a minuet, before they’re eight-and-forty

hours older.”

The old lady was rapidly giving way, but she did not like to do

it all at once
;

so she only said, “Ah ! I can’t hear him.”

“Nonsenee, mother,” said Wardle. “Come, come, don’t be
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cross, there’s a good soul. Recollect Bella
;
come, you must keep

her spirits up, poor girl.” ,

The good old lady heard this, for her lip quivered as her son

said it. But age has its little infirmities of temper, anrl she was
not quite brought round yet. So, she smoothed down the lavender-

coloured dress again, and turning to Mr. Pickwick said, “ Ah, Mr.

Pickwick, young people was very different, when I was a girl.”

“No doubt of that. Ma’am,” said Mi. Pickwick, “and that’s

the reason why I would make much of the few that have any
traces of the old stock,”—and saying this, Mr. Pickwick gently

pulled Bella towards him, and bestowing a kiss upon her forehead,

bade her sit down on the little stool at her grandmother’s feet.

Whether the expression of her countenance, as it was raised

towards the old lady’s face, called up a thought of old times, or

whether the old lady was touched by Mr. Pi(;kwi('k’s affectionate

good nature, or whatever was the cause, she was fairly melted

;

so, she threw herself on her granddaughter’s neck, and all the

little ill-humour eva])orated in a gush of silent tears.

A happy party they were, that night. Sedate and solemn were

the score of rubbers in which Mr. Pickwick and the old lady

played together
;
and uproarious was the mirth of the round table.

Long after the ladies had retired, did the hot elder wine, well

qualified with brandy and spice, go round, and round, and round

again
;
and sound was the sleep, and pleasant were the dreams

that followed. It is a remarkable fact, that those of Mr. Snodgrass

bore constant reference to Emily Wardle
;
and that the principal

figure in Mr. Winkle’s visions, was a young lady with black eyes,

an arch smile, and a pair of remarkably nice boots, with fur round

the toj)s.

Mr. Pickwick was awakened early in the morning, by a hum
of voices and pattering of feet, sutlicient to rouse even the fat

boy from his heavy slumbers. He sat up in beil, and listene<l.

The female servants and femaie visitors were running constantly

to and fro
;
and there were such multitudinous demands for warm

water, such repeated outcries for needles and thread, and so many
half-suppressed entreaties of “ Oh, do come and tie me, there’s a

dear,” that Mr. Pickwicjc in his innocence began to imagine that

something dreadful must ...ave occurred, when he grew more

awake, and remembered the wedding. The occasion being an im-

portant one, he dressed himself with peculiar care, and descended

to the breakfast room.

There were all the female servants in a bran new uniform of

pink muslin gowns with white bows in their caps, running about

the house in a state of excitement and agitation, which it would
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b6 impossible to describe. The old lady wms dressed out, in a

brocac^ed gown, wliich had not seen the light for twenty years,

saving and excepting such truant rays as had stolen through the

chinks in the box in which it had been laid by, during the whole

time. Mr. Trundle was in high feather and si)irits, but a little

nervous withal. The hearty old landlord was trying to look very

cheerful and unconcerned, but failing signally in the attempt. All

the girls were in tears and white muslin, except a select two or

three, who were being honoured with a private view of the bride

and briilcsmaids, up stairs. All the Pickwickians were in most

blooming array
;
and there was a terrific roaring on the grass in

front of the house, occasioned by all the men, boys, and hobble-

dehoys attached to the farm, each of whom had got a white bow
ill his button hole, and all of whom were cheering with might

and main : being incited thereto, and stimulated therein, by the

precept and example of Mr. Samuel Weller, who had managed to

become mighty popular already, and was as much at home as if

he had been born on the land.

A wedding is a licensed subject to joke upon, but there really

is no great joke in the matter after all
;
we speak merely of the

ceremony, and beg it to be distinctly understood that we indulge

in no hidden sarcasm upon a marrio<l life. Mixed up with the

pleasure and joy of the occasion, are the many regrets at quitting

home, the tears of parting between parent and cl did, the con-

sciousness of leaving the dearest and kindest friends of the hai)j)iest

portion of human life, to encounter its cares and troubles with

others still untried, and little known—natural feelings which we
would not render this chapter mournful by describing, and which

we should be still more unwilling to be 8Upj)oscd to ridicule.

Let us briefly say, then, that the ceremony was performed by

the old clergyiiian, in the parish church of Dingley Dell, and that

Mr. Pickwick’s name is attached to the register, still preseiwed in

the vestry thereof; that the young lady witii the black eyes

signed her name in a very unsteady and tremulous manner
;
and

that Emily’s signature, as the other bridesmaid, is nearly illegible

;

that it all went off in very admirable style
;
that the young ladies

generally, thought it far less shocking ^lan they expected
;
and

that although the owner of the black eyes and the arch smile

informed Mr. Winkle that she was sure she could never submit

to anything so dreadful, we have the very best reasons for thinking

she was mistaken. To all this, we may add, that Mr. Pickwick

W'as the first who saluted the bride : and that in so doing, he

threw over her neck, a rich gold watch and chain, which no mortal

eyes but the jeweller’s had ever beheld before. Then the old
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church bell rang as gaily as it could, and they all returned tc

breakfast.
^

“ Vere does the mince-pies go, young opium eater?” said Mr.

Weller to tlie fat boy, as he assisted in laying out such articles

of consumption as had not been duly arranged on the previous

nigJit.

The fat boy pointed to the destination of the pies.

“Wery good,” said Sam, “stick a bit o' Christmas in 'em.

T’other dish opposite. There
;
now ve look compact and com-

fortable, as the father said ven he cut his little boy's head olf, to

cure him o’ squintin'.”

As Mr. Weller made the comparison, he fell back a step or two,

to give full eflect to it, and surveyed the preparations with the

utmost satisfaction.

“Wardle,” said Mr. Pickwick, almost as soon as they were

all seated, “ a glass of wine, in honour of this happy occasion !

”

“I shall be delighted, my boy,” said Wardle. “Joe—damn
that boy, he’s gone to sleep.”

“No, I ain't, Sir,” replied the fat boy, starting up from a

remote corner, where, like the patron saint of fiit boys—the

immortal Horner—he had been devouring a Christmas pie, though

not with the coolness and deliberation which characterised that

young gentleman’s proceedings.

“ Fill Mr. Pickwick’s glass.”

“ Yes, Sir.”

The fat boy filled Mr. Pickwick's glass, and tlien retired

behind his master’s chair, from whence he watched the play of

the knives and forks, and the progress of the choice morsels, from

the dishes, to tlic mouths of the company, with a kind of dark

and gloomy joy that was most ynpressive.

“ God bless you, old felh'W,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Same to you, my boy,” replied Wardle; and they pledged

each other, heartily.

“ IMrs. Wardle,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ we old folks must have

a glass of wine together, in honour of this joyful event.”

The old lady was in a state of great grandeur just then, for

she was sitting at the ton of the table in the brocaded gown, with

her newly-married grand-da..ghter on one side, and Mr. Pickwick

on the other, to do the carving. Mr. Pickwick had not spoken in

a very loud tone, but she understood him at once, and drank off

a full glass of wine to his long life and happiness
;

after which

the worthy old soul launched forth into a minute and particular

account of her own wedding, with a dissertation on the fashion

of wearing high -heeled shoes, and some particulars ‘U)n(jerniiig
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the life and adventures of the beautiful Lady Tollimglower,

decea^d, at all of which the old lady herself laughed very heartily

indeed, and so did the young ladies too, for they were wondering

among themselves what on earth grandma was talking about.

When they laughed, the old lady laughed ten times more heartily

:

and said that they always had been considered capital stories,

which caused them all to laugh again, and put the old lady into

the very best of humours. Then the cake was cut, and passed

through the ring ; and the young ladies saved pieces to j)ut under

their pillows to dream of their future husbands on; and a gicat

deal of blushing and merriment was thereby occasioned.

“Mr. Miller,” said Jkir. Pickwick to his old acquaintance, the

hard-headed gentleman, “ a glass of wine ?
”

“With great satisfaction Mr. Pickwick,” replied tlie hard-

headed gentleman, solemnly.

“You’ll take me in ?
” said the benevolent old clergyman.

“ And me,” interposed his wife.

“And me, and me,” said a couple of poor relations at the

bottom of the table, who had eaten and drank very heartily, and

laughed at every thing.

Mr. Pickwick expressed his heartfelt delight at every additional

suggestion
;
and his eyes beamed with hilarity and cheerfulness.

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick, suddenly rising

—

“Hear, hear! Hear, hear! Hear, hear!” said Mr. Weller, in

the excitement of his feelings.

“Call in all the servants,” cried old Wardle, interposing to

prevent the public rebuke which Mr. Weller would otherwise

most indubitably have received from his master. “Give them a

glass of wine each, to drink the toast in. Now, Pickwic,]^.”

Amidst the silence of the company, the whispering of tlie

women servants, and the awkward embarrassment of the men,

Mr. Pickwick proceeded.
“ Ladies and gentlemen—no, I won’t say ladies and gentlemen,

I’ll call you my friends, my dear friends, if the ladies will allow

me to take so great a liberty ”

Here Mr. Pickwick was intemipted by immense applause from

the ladies, echoed by the gentlemen, du^jing which the owner of

the eyes was distinctly heard to state that she could kiss that dear

Mr. Pickwick, whereupon Mr. Winkle gallantly incjuired if it

couldn’t be done by deputy, to which the young lady with the

black eyes replied, “ Go away ”—and accomjianied the request with

a look which said as plainly as. a look could do “if you can.”

“ My dear friends,” resumed Mr. Pickwick, “ I am going to

propose the health of the bride and bridegroom—God bless ’em
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(cheers and tears). My young friend Trundle, I believe to be a

very excellent and manly fellow; and his wife I know V) be a

very amiable and lovely girl, well qualified to transfer to another

sphere of action the happiness which for twenty years she has

diffused around her, in her father’s house. (Here, the fat boy

burst forth into stentorian blubberings, and was led forth by the

coat collar, by Mr. Weller.) I wish.” added Mr. Pickwick, “I
wish I was young enough to be her sister b husband, (cheers), but,

failing that, I am happy to be old enough to Oe her father
;

for,

being so, I shall not be suspected of any latent designs when I

say, that I admire, esteem, and love them both (cheers and sobs).

The bride’s father, our good friend there, is a noble person, and I

am proud to know him (great uproar). He is a kind, excellent, in-

dependent-spirited, fine-hearted, hospitable, liberal man (enthusiastic

shouts from the poor relations, at all the adjectives
;
and especially

at the two last). That his daughter may enjoy all the happiness,

even he can desire
;
and that he may derive from the contemplation

of her felicity all the gratification of heart and peace of mind
which he so well deserves, is, I am persuaded, our united wish.

So, let us drink their healths, and wish them prolonged life, and

every blessing.”

]\Ir. Pickwick concluded amidst a whirlwind of applause
;
and

once more were the lungs of the supernumeraries, under Mr.

AV'cller’s command, brought into active and efiicient operation.

Mr. Wardlc proposed ]\lr. Pii’kwick
;
and Mr. Pickwick i)roposed

the old lady. Mr. Snodgrass proposed Mr. Wardle, and Mr. Wardle
proposed Mr. Snodgrass. One of the poor relatiojis proposed Mr.

Tupman, and the other poor relation proposed Mr. Winkle
;
and

all was happiness and festivity, until the mysterious disappearance

of both the poor relations beneat-h the table, warned the party that

it was time to adjouni.

At dinner they met again, after a five and twenty mile walk,

undertaken by the males at Wardle’s recommendation, to get rid

of the eflects of the wine at breakfast
;
the poor relations had lain

in bed all day, with the view of attaining the same happy con-

summation, but, as they had been unsuccessful, they stopped there.

Mr. Weller ke])t the dqpiestics in a state of perpetual hilarity

;

and the fat boy divided hib time into small alternate allotments

of eating and sleeping.

The dinner was as hearty an affair as the breakfast, and was

quite as noisy, without the tears. Then came the dessert and

some more toasts. Then came the tea and coffee
;
and then,

the ball.

The best sitting room at Manor Farm was a good, long, dark-
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pannelled room with a high chimney picL'c, and a capacious

chimney, up which you could have driven one of the new patent

cabs, wheels and all. At the upper end of the room, seated in a

shady bower of holly and evergreens, were the two best fiddlers,

and the only harp, in all Miigglcton. In all sorts of recesses, aiul

on all kinds of brackets, stood massive old silver candlesticks witli

four branches each. The carpet was up, the candles burnt bright,

the fire blazed and crackled on the hearth
;
and merry voices and

light-hearted huightor rang through the room. If any of the old

English yeomen had turned into fairies when they died, it was

just the jdacc in which they would have hold their revr'ls.

If any thing could liavc added to the intiTcst of this agreealile

scene, it would have been the remarkable fact of Mr. Tickwick’s

appearing without his gaiters, for the first time within the

memory of his oldest friends.

“You mean to dance said Wardle.
“ (.)f course I do,” replied IMr. I’ickwick, “Don’t you see I am

diessed for the purpose?” and Mr. Pic,k\Mck called attention te

his speckled silk stockings, and smartly tied puin[)S.

“ You in silk stockings !” exclaimed Mr. Tiijiman jocosely.

“And why not Sir—why not?” sahl ]\rr. Pickwick, tinning

warmly upon liiin.

“ Oh, of course there is no reason why you shouldn't wear them,”

responded Mr. Tupinan.

“I imagine not Sir—I imagine not,” said Mr. Pickwick in a

very peremptory tone.

Mr. Tupman had contemplated a laugh, but he found it was

a serious matter
;

so he looked grave, and said they were a very

pretty pattern.

“ I hope they are,” said Mr. Pickwick fixing his eyes upon his

friend. “You sec nothing extraordinary in these stockings, a$

stockings, I trust Sir?”
“ Oertaiidy not—oh certainly not,” replied Mr. Tupman. lie

walked away
;
and Mr. Pickwick’s countenance resumeil its cus-

tomary benign expression.

“We are all ready, I believe,” said Mr. Pickwick, who w.as

stationed with the old lady at the top^ of the dance, and had

already made four false starts, in his excessive anxiety to

commence.
“Then begin at once,” said Wardle. “Now.”
Up struck the two fiddles and the one harp, and off went Mr.

Pickwick into hands across, when there was a general clapping

of hands, and a cry of “ Stop, stop.”

“ What’s the matter ?
” said Mr. Pickwick, who was only
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brought to, by the fiddles and harp desisting, and could have been

stopped by no other earthly power, if the house had been \]n fire.

“ Where’s Arabella Allen 1 ” said a dozen voices.

“ And Winkle 1 ” added Mr. Tupman.
Here we are !

” exclaimed that gentleman, emerging with his

pretty companion from the comer
;
and, as he did so, it would have

been hard to tell which was the redder in the face, he or the young
lady with the black eyes.

“ What an extraordinary thing it is. Winkle,” snid Mr. Pickwick,

rather pettishly, “that you couldn’t have taken your place before.”

“ Not at all extraordinary,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ Well,” said Mr. Pickwick, with a very expressive smile, as his

eyes rested on Arabella, “ well, I don’t know that it was extra-

ordinary, either, after all.”

However, there was no time to think more about the matter,

for the fiddles and harp began in real earnest. Away went Mr.

Pickwick—hands across, down the middle to the very end of the

room, and half way up the chimney, back again to the door

—

poussette everywhere—loud stamp on the ground—ready lor the

next couple—off again—all the figure over once more—another

stamp to boat out the time—next couple, and the next, and the

next again—never wjis such going; and at last, after they had

reached the bottom of the dance, and full fourteen couple after the

old lady had retired in an exhausted state, and the clergyman’s

wife had been substituted in her stead, did that gentleman, when
there was no demand whatever on his exertions, keep perpetually

dancing in his place, to keep time to the music, smiling on his

partner all the while with a blandiiess of demeanour which baffles

all description.

Long before Mr. Pickwick was weary of dancing, the newly-

married couple had retired from the scene. There was a glorious

supper down stairs, mitwithstanding, and a good long sitting after

it
;
and when Mr. Pickwick awe :e, late the next morning, he had

a confused recollection of having, severally and confidentially,

invited somewhere about five-and-forty people to dine with him at

the George and Vulture, the very first time they came to London
;

which Mr. Pickwick rightly considered a pretty certain indication

of his having taken somethirg besides exercise, on the previous

night.

“ And so your family has games in the kitchen to-night, my
dear, has they ? ” inquired Sam of Emma.

“ Yes, Mr. Weller,” replied Emma
;
“ we always have on Christ-

mas eve. Master wouldn’t neglect to keep it up on any account.”

“ Your master’s a wery pretty notion of keepiu’ anythin’ up, my
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dear,” said Mr. Weller; “I never see such a sensible sort of man
as he or siich a regular genT’m’n.”

“ Oh, that he is !
” said the fat boy, joining in the couversy tion

;

“don’t he breed nice pork !” and the fat youth gave a semi-canni-

balic leer at Mr. Weller, as he thought of tlie roast legs and gi'avy.

“ Oh, you’ve woke up, at last, have you 1 ” saiil ISam.

Tlie fat boy nodded.

“I’ll tell you what it is, young boa constructer,” said IVIr.

Weller, impressively, “if you don’t sleep a little Ic^s, and exercise

a little more, ven you comes to be a man you’ll lay yourself open to

the same sort o’ personal inconwenience as was inllicted on the old

gen’lm’n as wore the pig-tail.”

“What did they do to hiiu^’ inquired the fat boy, in y

faltering voice.

“I'm a goiri’ to tell you,” replied Mr. Weller ; “he was one o'

the largest patterns as waa ever turned out—reg’lar fat man, as

hadn’t caught a glimpse of his own shoes for five-and-forty years.”

“ Lor !
” exclaimed Emma.

“ No, that he hadn’t, my dear,” said Mr. Weller, “ and if you'd

put an exact model of his own legs on the dinin’ table afore him,

he wouldn’t ha’ knowm ’em. Well, he always w^alks to his otlice

with a wery handsome gold watch-chain hanging out, about a foot

and a half
;
and a gold watch in his fob pocket as was w orth—I’m

afraid to say how much, but as much as a watch can be—a large,

heavy, round manafacter, as stout for a watch, as he w as for a man,

and with a big face in proportion. ‘ You’d butter not carry that

'ere watch,’ says the old genTra’n’s friends, ‘you’ll be roblx'd on

it,’ says they. ‘Shall IV says he. ‘Yes, wdll you,’ s-iys they.

‘Veil,’ says he, ‘I should like to see the thief as could get this

hcie watch out, for I’m blessed i( I ever can
;

it’s sucIj a tight

iit,’ says he, ‘and venever I vants to know what’s o’clock. I’m

obliged to stare into the bakers’ shops,’ he says. A\Y']I, then he

laughs as hearty as if he was a goin’ to pieces, and out he walks

agin’ with his powdered head and pig-tail, and rolls dowm the

Strand vith the chain hangiii’ out furder than ever, and the great

round watch almost bustin’ through his grey kersey smalls. There

warn’t a pickpocket in all London as didn’t take a pull at that

chain, but the chain ’ud never break, and the watch ’ud never

come out, so they soon got tired o’ dragging such a heavy old

gen’l’m’n along the pavement, and he’d go home and laugh till the

pig-tail wibrated like the penderlum of a Dutch clock. At last,

one day the old gen’l’m’n was a rollin’ along, and he sees a pick-

pocket as ho know’d by sight, a-comin’ up, arm in arm vith a little

boy vith a wery large head. * Here's a game,’ says the old geu’l’ra’u
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to himself, ‘they’re a-goin’ to have another try, but it Tvon’t do.

So he begins a chucklin’ wery hearty, ven, all of a suddfn, the

little boy leaves hold of the pickpocket’s arm, and rushes headfore-

most straight into the old gcn’rra’n’s stomach, and for a moment
doubled him right up vith the pain. ‘ Murder !

’ says the old gen’lm’n.

‘ All right. Sir,’ says the pickpocket, a whisperin’ in his ear. And
ven he come straight agin‘, the watch and chain was gone, and

what’s worse than that, the old gcn’l’m’n's digestion was all wrong

ever artervards, to the wery last day of his life
;

to just you look

about you, young feller, and take care you don’t get loo fat.”

As Mr. Weller concluded this moral tale, with which the fat

boy appeared much affected, they all three wended their way to

the large kitchen, in which the family were by this time assembled,

according to annual custom on Christmas eve, observed by old

Wardle’s forefathers from time immemorial.

From the centre of the ceiling of this kitchen, old Wardle had

just suspended with his own hands a huge branch of misletoe, and

this same branch of misletoe instantaneously gave rise to a scene

of general and most delightful struggling and confusion
;

in the

midst of which Mr. Pickwick with a gallantry which would have

done honour to a descendant of Lady Tollimglower herself, took

the old lady by the hand, led her beneath the mystic branch, and

saluted her in all courtesy and decorum. The old lady submitted

to this piece of practical politeness with all the dignity which

befitted so important and serious a solemnity, but the younger

ladies not being so thoroughly imbued with a superstitious venera-

tion of the custom, or imagining that the value of a salute is very

much enhanced if it cost a little trouble to obtain it, screamed and

struggled, and ran into corners, and threatened and remonstrated,

and did every thing but leave
^

the room, until some of the less

adventurous gentlemen were m the point of desisting, when they all

at once found it useless to resist any longer, and submitted to be

kissed with a good grace. Mr. Winkle kissed the young lady with

the black eyes, and Mr. Snodgniss kissed Jilmily
;
and Mr. Weller, not

being particular about the form of being under the misletoe, kissed

Emma and the other female servants, just as he caught them. As
to the poor relations, they kissed everybody, not even excepting

the plainer portion of the yo^ng-lady visiters, who, in their exces-

sive confusion, ran right under the misletoe, directly it was hung
up, without knowing it ! Wardle stood with his back to the fire,

surveying the whole scene, with the utmost satisfaction
;
and the

fat boy took the opportunity of appropriating to his own use, and
summarily devouring, a particularly fine mince-pie, that had been

carefully put by, for somebody else.
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Now the screaming had subsided, and faces were in a glow and

curls in a tangle, and Mr. Pickwick, after kissing the old Jady as

beforementioned, was standing under the misletoc, looking with

a very pleased countenance on all that was passing around him,

when the young lady with the black eyes, after a little whispering

with the other young ladies, made a sudden dart forward, and,

putting her arm round Mr. Pickwick’s neck, saluted him affection-

ately on the left cheek
;
and before Mr. Piekwick distinctly knew

what was the matter, he was surrounded by the whole body, and

kissed by evejy one of them.

It was a pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick in the centre of the

group, now pulled this way, and then that, and first kissed on the

chin and then on the nose, and then on the spectacles, and to hoar

the peals of laughter which were raised on every side
;
but it was

a still more pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick, blinded shortly

afterwards with a silk -handkerchief, falling up against the wall,

and Bcrani])ling into corners, and going through all the mysteries of

blind-man’s buff, with the utmost relish for the game, until at last

he caught one of the poor relations
;
and then had to evade the

blind-man himself, which he did with a nimbleness and agility that

elicited the admiration and applause of all beholders. The poor

relations caught just the people whom they thought would like it

;

and when the game flagged, got c^aught themselves. When they

were all tired of blind-man’s buff, there was a great game at snap-

dragon, and when fingers enough were burned with that, and all

the raisins gone, they sat down by the huge fire of blazing logs to

a substantial supper, and a mighty bowd of wassail, something

smaller than an ordinary wash-house coj)per, in which the hot

apples were hissing and bubbling with a rich look, and a jolly

sound, that wore perfectly irresistible.

“ This,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking round him, “ this is, indeed

comfort.”
“ Our invariable custom,” replied Mr. Wardle. “ Every body

sits down with us on Christmas eve, as you see them now—ser-

vants and all
;
and here we wait till the clock strikes twelve, to

usher Christmas in, and wile away the time with forfeits and old

stories. Tnindle, my b^y, rake up the fire.”

Up flew the bright sparks in myriads as the logs were stirred,

and the deep red blaze sent forth a rich glow, that penetrated into

the furthest corner of the room, and cast its cheerful tint on every

face.

“ Come,” said Wardle, “ a song—a Christmas song. I’ll give

you one, in defaidt of a better.”

“Hravo,” said Mr. Pickwick.
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“Fill up,” cried Wardle. “It will be two hours good, before

you se^ the bottom of the bowl through tlie deep rich colour of the

was,sail
;

fill up all round, and now for the song.”

Thus saying, the merry old gentleman, in a good, round, stui-d]|

foice, commenced without more ado

—

^ (Tfiristmas Carol.

I OARK not for Spring
;
on liia fickle wing

Let the blossoma and buds bo borne :

He WOOS them amain with his troacherniia rain,

And he scattcis them ere the mom.
An inconstant elf, he knows not hiin.sclf,

Or his ()\Mi changing mind an hour,

He'll smile in your face, and, with wry giimace,

He’ll wither your youngest flower.

Let the Summer sun to his hriglit homo run,

Ho shall never he stmght by me ;

Wlicn he's dimmed hv a cloud I can laugli aloud,

And care not how sulky he be
;

For his darling child i.s the ma<lness wiM
That sj^orts in fierce fever’s tram

;

And wdieu love is too strong, it don't last long.

As many liave found to their pain.

A mild harvest night, by the tramiuil light

Of the modest and gentle moon,
Has a far sweeter .sheen for me, 1 w*'cn,

Than the broad and unblushing noon.

Jhit every leaf awakens my giief,

As it lieth beneath the tree
;

So let Autumn air be never so fair,

It by no means agrees with me.

But my song I troll out,*for Christmas stout,

The hearty, the true, and the hold
;

A burafier 1 drain, and with might and main
Give three cheers for this Christmas old.

We’ll usher him in with a merry dm
That shall gladden his joyous heart,

And we’ll keep him up while there’s bite or sup^

And in fellowship good, we’ll part.

%

In his fine honest pride, he scorns to hide

One jot of his hard-w'eather scars
;

They’re no disgrace, for there’s much the same traof

On the cheeks of our bravest tars.

Then again 1 sing 'till the roof doth ring,

And it echoes from wall to wall

—

To the stout old wight, fair welcome to-night,

Am the King of the Seasons all 1
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This song was tumultuously applauded, for friends and depend*

ents make a capital audience
;
and the poor relations esppcially

were in perfect extasies of rapture. Again was the fire replenished,

and again went the wassail round.
“ How it snows !

” said one of the men, in a low tone.

“ Snows, does it ? ” said Wardle.
“ Rough, cold night, Sir,” replied the man

;
“ and there’s a

wind got up, that drifts it across the fields, in a thick white cloud.”
“ What does Jem say ? ” inquired the old lady. “ There ain’t

any thing the matter, is there ?
”

‘‘ No, no, mother,” replied Wardle
;
“he says there’s a snow-

drift, and a wind that’s piercing cold. I should know that, by the

way it rumbles in the chimney.”
“ Ah !

” said the old lady, “ there was just such a wind, and

just such a fall of snow, a good many years back, I recollect—just

five years before your poor father died. It was a Christmas eve,

too ; and I remember that on that very night he told us the story

about the goblins that carried away old Gabriel Grub.”

“The story about what 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Oh, nothing—nothing,” replied Wardle. “ About an old

sexton, that the good people down here suppose to have been

carried away by goblins.”

“ Suppose 1” ejaculated the old lady. “Is there any body

hardy enough to disbelieve it 1 Suppose ! Haven’t you heard

ever since you were a child, that he was carried away by the

goblins, and don’t you know he was ?
”

“Very well, mother, he was, if you like,” said Wardle, laugh-

ing. “ lie was carried away by goblins, Pickwick
;
and there’s

an end of the matter.”
“ No, no,” said Mr. Pickwick,. “ not an end of it, I assure you

;

for I must hear how, and why, and all about it.”

Wardle smiled, as every head was bent forward to hear
;
and

filling out the wassail with no bcinted hand, nodded a health to

Mr. Pickwick, and began as follows

—

But bless our editorial heart, what a long chapter we have been

betrayed into ! We had quite forgotten all such petty restrictions

as chapters, we solemnly ^eclare. So here goes, to give the goblin

a fair start in a new one. A clear stage and no favour for the

goblins, ladies and gentlemen, if you please.
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CHAPTER XXVIII*

THE STORY OF THE GOBLINS WHO STOLE A SEXTON.

“ In an old abbey town, down in this part of the country, a long,

long while ago—so long, that the story must be a true one, because

our great grandfathers implicitly believed it— tliere oiliciated as

sexton and grave-digger in the church-yard, one Gabriel Grub. It

by no means follows that because a man is a sexton, and constantly

surrounded by einbleius of mortality, therefore he should be a

morose and melancholy man
;
your undertakers are the men i(ist

fellows in the world, and I once had tlie honour of b('ing on inti-

mate terms with a mute, who in private life, and olf duty, was as

comical and jocose a little fellow as ever chirped out a devil-may-

care song, without a liitcli in his mernoiy, or drained olf a good

stiff glass of grog without stopping for breath. But notwith-

standing these precedents to the contrary, Gabriel Grub was an

ill-conditioned, cross-grained, surly fellow— a morose and lonely

man, who consorted with nobody but himself, and an old wicker

bottle which fitted into his large deep waistcoat jjocket
;
and who

eyed each meny face as it passed him by, witli such a deep scowl

of malice and ill-humour, as it was difficult to meet without feeling

something the worse for.

“A little before twilight one Christmas Eve, Gabriel shouhlered

his spade, lighted his lantern, and betook himself towanls the old

church-yard, for he had got a grave to finish by next morning, and

feeling very low he thought it might raise his spirits porha})S, if

Jje went on with his work at once. As he wended his way, u]) the

ancient street, he saw the cheerful light of the blazing tiri'S gleam

through the old casements, and heard the loud laugh and the cheer-

ful shouts of those who were assembled around them
;
he marked

the bustling preparations for next day’s good cheer, and smelt the

numerous savoury odours consequent thereupon, as they steamed

up from the kitchen windows in clouds.
^

All this was gall and

wormwood to the heart of Gabriel Gmb; and as groups of

chQdren, bounded out of the houses, tripped across tlie road, and

were met, before they could knock at the opposite door, by half a

dozen curly-headed little rascals who crowded round them as they

flocked up stairs to spend the evening in their Christmas games,

Gabriel smiled grimly, and clutched the handle of his spade with

a firmer grasp, as he thought of measles, scarlet -fever, thruslu
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hooping-cough, and a good many other sources of consolation

beside.
^

“ In tliis happy frame of mind, Gabriel strode along, returning

a short, sullen growl to the good-humoured greetings of such o1

his neighbours as now and then passed him, until he turned into

the dark lane which led to the church-yard. Now Gabriel had
been looking forward to reaching the dark lane, because it was,

generally speaking, a nice gloomy moumfiii place, into which the

towns people did not much care to go, except in broad day-light,

and when the sun was shining; consequently he was not a little

indignant to hear a young urchin roaring out some jolly song about

a merry Christmas, in this veiy sanctuary, which had been called

Coffin Lane over since the days of the old abbey, and the time of

the sliaven-hcaded monks. As Gabriel walked on, and the voice

drew nearer, he found it proceeded from a small boy, who was
hurrying along, to join one of tlie little parties in the old street,

and who, partly to keep himself company, and partly to prepare

himself for the occasion, was shouting out the song at the highest

pitch of his lungs. So Gabriel waited till the boy came up, and

then dodged liim into a corner, and rapped him over the head with

his lantern five or six times, just to teach him to modulate his

voice. And as the boy hurried away with his hand to liis head,

singing quite a different sort of tune, Gabiicl Grub chuckled very

heartily to himself, and entered the church-yard, locking the gate

behind him.
“ He took off his coat, set down his lantern, and getting into

the unfinished grave, worked at it for an hour or so, with right good

will. Lilt the earth was hardened with the frost, and it was no

very easy matter to break it up, and shovel it out
;
and although

there wa.s a moon, it was a very young one, and shed little light

upon the grave, which was in the shadow of the church. At anv

other time, these obstacles would liave made Gabriel Grub very

moody ami miserable, but he was so well pleased with having

stopped the small boy^s singing, that he took little heed of the

scanty progress he had made, and looked down into the grave

when he had finished work for the night, with grim satisfaction,

murmuring as he gathered up his things

—

Brave lodgings for one, bravo lodgings for one.

A few feet of cold earth, when life is done
;

A stone at ithe head, a stone at the feet,

A rich, juicy meal for the worms to eat

;

Rank wass over head, and damp clay around.

Brave lodgings for one, these, in holy ground 1

''
' Ho ! bo !

’ laughed Gabriel Grub» as be sat himself down on
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a fiat tombstone which was a favourite rostiug place of his
;

aiifl

drew forth his wicker bottle, ‘ A coffin at Chribiinas—a Chri^tnuia

Box. Ho ! ho ! ho !

’

“ ‘Ho ! ho ! ho !
’ repeated a voice which sounded close beldiul him.

“ Gabriel paused in some alarm, in the act of raisinf? the wicker

bottle to his lips, and looked round. The bottom of the oldest

grave about him, was not more still and quiet, tliiiii the church-

yard in the pale moonlight. The cold hoar frost glistciu'd on the

tomb stones, and sparkled like rows of gems among the stone carv-

ings of the old chiu-ch. The snow lay hard and crisp u])on the

ground, and spread over the thickly-strewn mounds of earth, so

white and smooth a cover, that it seemed as if coi})scs lay there,

hidden only by their winding sheets. Not the faintest riLstlc

broke the profound tran(piillity of the solemn scene. Sound itself

appeared to be frozen up, all was so cold and still.

“
‘ It was the echoes,’ said Gabriel Grub, raising the bottle to

his lips again.
“

‘ It w'as not' said a deep voice.

“ Gabriel started up, and stood rooted to the spot w ith astonish-

ment and terror; for his eyes rested on a form whiidi made his

blood run cold.

“ Seated on an upright tombstone, close to him, was a strange

unearthly figure, whom Giibricl felt at once, was no licing of this

world. His long fantastic legs which might have readied the

ground, were cocked up, and crossed after a quaint, fantastic

fashion
;

his sinewy anus were bare, and his hands re.stcd on his

knees. On his short round body he wore a close covering, orna-

mented with small slashes
;
and a short cloak dangled at liis back

;

the coUar was cut into curious peaks, which served the goblin in

lieu of rufl’ or neckerchief; and hisi shoes curled up at tlie toes into

inloiig points. On his head he wore a broad-brimmed sugar loaf li.it,

garnished with a single feather. The hat was covered with the

white frost, and the goblin looked as if he had sat on tlio same

tombstone very comfortably, for two or three hundred years. He
was sitting perfectly still

;
his tongue was put out, as if in derision

;

and he was grinning at Gabriel Grub with such a grin as only a

goblin could call up. v

“
‘ It was not the echoes,’ said the goblin.

“ Gabriel Grub was paralysed, and could make no reply.
“

‘ What do you do here on Christmas eve 1
’ said the goblin

sternly.
“

‘ I came to dig a grave Sir,’ stammered Gabriel Grub.
“

‘ What man wanders among graves and church-yards on sue.h

a night as this 1 ’ said the goblin.
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“ ‘ Gabriel Grub ! Gabriel Grub !
* screamed a wild chorus of

voices 4hat seemed to fill the church-yard. Gabncl looked fearfully

round—nothing was to be seen.
“

‘ What have you got in that bottle 1
’ said the goblin.

“
‘ Hollands, Sir,’ replied the sexton, trembling more than ever

;

for he had bought it of the smugglers, and he thought that i)erhap8

his questioner might be in the excise department of the goblins.
“

‘ Who drinks Hollands alone, and in a church-yard, on such a

night as this V said the goblin.
“

‘ Gabriel Grub ! Gabriel Grub !
’ exclaimed the wild voices

again.

“The goblin leered maliciously at the terrified sexton, and

then raising his voice, exclaimed

—

“
‘ And who, then, is our fair and lawful prize 1 ’

“ To this inquiry the invisilde chorus replied, in a strain that

sounded like the voices of many choristers singing to the mighty

swell of the old church organ— a strain that seemed borne to the

sexton’s ears upon a gentle wind, and to die away as its soft breath

passed onward—but the burden of the rc])ly was still the same,
‘ Gabriel Grub ! Gabriel Grub !

’

“The goblin grinned a broader grin than before, as he said,

* Well, Gabriel, what do you say to this 1 ’

“ The sexton gasped for breath.
“ * What do you think of this, Gabriel ? ’ said the goblin, kick-

ing up his feet in the air on either side the tombstone, and

looking at the turned-up f)oints with as much comi)la(ency as if

he had been contemplating the most fashionable pair of Welling-

tons ill all Bond Street.

“‘It’s—it’s—very curious, Sir,’ replied the sexton, half dead

with fright, ‘ very cui'ious, and v«ry pretty, but I think I’ll go

^»ck and finish my work. Sir, if you pleiise.'

“
‘ Work !

’ said the goblin, ‘ what work 1 ’

“
‘ The grave. Sir, making the grave,’ stammered the sexton.

“
‘ Oh, the grave, eh ?’ said the goblin, ‘who makes graves at

a time when all other men are merry, and takes a pleasure in it 1’

“ Again the mysterious voices replied, ‘ Gabriel Grub ! Gabriel

Grub !

’

“‘I’m afraid my friends want you, Gabriel,’ said the goblin,

thrusting his tongue further into his check than ever—and a most

astonishing tongue it was—‘I’m afraid my friends want you,

Gabriel,’ said the goblin.

“‘Under favour. Sir,’ replied the horror-struck sexton, ‘I

don’t think they can. Sir
;
they don’t know me, Sir

;
I don’t think

the gentlemen have ever seen me. Sir.’
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“
‘ Oh yes they have/ replied the goblin

;
‘ we know the man

with the sulky face and the grim scowl, that came down the street

to-night, throwing his evil looks at the children, and grasping his

burying spade the tighter. We know the man that struck the

boy in the envious malice of his heart, because the boy could be

merry, and he could not. We know him, we know him.'

“ Here the goblin gave a loud sh^Ul laugh, that the echoes

returned twenty-fold, and throwing his legs up in the air, stood

upon his head, or rather upon the very point ot hi? sugar-loaf hat,

on the narrow edge of the tombstone, from whence ho threw a

summerset with extraordinary agility, right to the sexton’s feet, at

which he planted himself in the attitude in which tailors genenilly

sit u])On the shop-board.

“‘I—I—am afraid I must leave you, Sh,’ said the sexton,

making an effort to move.
“

‘ Leave us !
' said the goblin, ‘ Gabriel Grub going to leave us.

Ho ! ho ! ho ’
’

“ As the goblin laughed, the sexton observed for one instant a

brilliant illumination within the windows of the church, as if the

whole bidlJing were lighted up
;

it disappeared, the organ pealed

forth a lively air, and whole troops of goblins, the very countcipart

of the first one, poured into the church-yard, and began playing at

leap-frog with the tombstones, never stopping for an instant to

take breath, but overing the highest among them, one after the

other, with the most marvellous dexterity. The first goblin was a

most astonishing leaper, and none of the others could come near

him
;
even in the extremity of his terror the sexton could not help

observing, that while his friends were content to leap over the

common-sized gravestones, the first one took the family vaults, iro)i

railings and all, with as much« ease as if they had been so many
street posts.

“ At last the game reached to a most exciting pitch
;
the organ

played quicker and quicker, and the goblins leaped faster and faster,

coiling themselves up, rolling head over heels upon the ground,

and bounding over the tombstones like foot-balls. The sexton’s

brain whirled round with the rapidity of the motion he beheld,

and his legs reeled beneath him, as the spirits flew before his eyes,

when the goblin king suddenly darting towards him, laid his hand

upon his collar, and sank with him through the earth.

“ When Gabriel Grub had had time to fetch his breath, which

the rapidity of his descent had for the moment taken away, he

found himself in wliat appeared to be a large cavern, surrounded

on all sides by crowds of goblins, ugly and grim
;

in the centre of

the room, on an elevated seat, was stationed his friend of the
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church-yard; and close beside him stood Gabriel Grub himself,

withoi*t the power of motion.
“

‘ Cold to-iii^ht,* said the king of the goblins, * very cold. A
glass of something warm, here.’

“At this command, half a dozen officious goblins, with a per-

petual smile upon their faces, whom Gabriel Grub imagined to be

courtiers, on that account, hastily disappeared, and presently re-

turned with a goblet of liquid fire, which they presented to tlie

king.
“

* Ah !
’ said the goblin, whose cheeks and throat were cpiite

transparent, as he tossed down the flame, ‘ This warms one, indeed :

bring a bumper of the same, for Mr. Grub.’
“ It was in vain for the nnfortimate sexton to protest that he

was not in the Jjabit of taking anything warm at night
;

for one

of the goblins held him while another poured the blazing liciuid

down his throat, and the whole assembly screeched with laughter

as he coughed and choked, and wiped away the tears which gushed

plentifully from his eyes, after swallowing the burning draught.

“‘And now,' said the king, fantastically poking the taper

corner of his sugar-loaf hat into the sexton's eye, and thereby

occasioning him the most exquisite pain—‘And now, show the

man of misery and gloom a few of the pictures from our own great

storehouse.'

“As the goblin said this, a thick cloud which obscured the

further end of the cavern, rolled gradually away, and disclosed,

apparently at a great distance, a small and scantily furnished, but

neat and clean apartment. A crowd of little children were gath-

ered round a bright fire, clinging to their mother’s gown, and

gambolling round her chair. The mother occasionally lose, and

drew aside the window-curtain ao if to look for some expected

tabject
; a frugal meal was ready spread upon the table, and an

elbow chair was placed near the fire. A knock was heard at the

door : the mother opened it, and the children crowded round her,

and clapped their hands for joy, as their father entered. He was

wet and weary, and shook the snow from his garments, as the

children crowded round him, and seizing his cloak, hat, stick, and

gloves, with busy zeal, ran with them f^om the room. Then as

he sat down to his meal before the fire, the children climbed

about his knee, and the mother sat by his side, and all seemed

happiness and comfort.

“But a change came ujK)n the view, almost imperceptibly

The scene was altered to a small bed-room, where the fairest and

youngest child lay dying
;

the roses had fled from his cheek, and

the light from his eye
;
and even as the sexton looked upon him
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with an interest he had never felt or known before^ he died. Hia

young brothers and sisters crowded round his little bed, and seized

his tiny hand, so cold and heavy
;
but they shrunk back from its

touch, and looked with awe on his infant face
;

for calm and
tranquil as it was, and sleeping in rest and peace as the beautiful

child seemed to be, they saw that he was dead, and they knew
that he was an angel looking down upon, and blessing them, from

a bright and happy Ilcavcn.

“Again the light cloud passed across the picture, and again

the subject changed. The father and mother were old and help-

less now, and the number of those about them was diminished

more than half
;
but content and cheerfulness sat on every face,

and beamed in every eye, as they crowded round the fireside, and

told and listened to old stories of earlier and bygone days. Slowly

and peacefully the father sank into the grave, and, soon after, the

sharer of all his cares and troubles followed him to a place of rest

and peace. The few, who yet survived them, knelt by their tomb,

and watered the green turf which covered it with their tears

;

then rose and turned away, sadly and mournfully, but not with

bitter cries, or despairing lamentations, for they knew that they

should one day meet again
;
and once more they mixed with the

busy world, and their content and cheerfulness were restored.

The cloud settled upon the picture, and concealed it from the

sexton’s view.

“‘What do you think of ilvaiV said the goblin, turning his

large face towards Gabriel Grub.
“ Gabriel murmured out something about its being very pretty,

and looked somewhat ashamed, as the goblin bent his fiery eyes

upon him.
“

‘ You a miserable man !
’ raid the goblin, in a tone of exces-

sive contempt. ‘ You !
’ lie appeared disposed to add more, bu<*

indignation choked his utteran^’e, so he lifted up one of his very

pliable legs, and flourishing it above his head a little, to insure

his aim, administered a good sound kick to Gabriel Grub
;
imme-

diately after which, all the goblins in waiting crowded round the

wretched sexton, and kicked him without mercy, according to the

established and invariable custom of courtiers upon earth, who
kick whom royalty kicks, and hug whom royalty hugs.

“
‘ Show him some more,’ said the king of the goblins.

“ At these words the cloud was again dispelled, and a rich and

beautiful landscape was disclosed to view— there is just such

another to this day, within half a mile of the old abbey town.

The sun shone from out the clear blue sky, the water sparkled

beneath his rays, and the trees looked greener, and the flowers
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more gay, beneath his cheering influence. Tne water rippled on,

with a.pleasant sound, the trees rustled in the light wind that

murmured among their leaves, the birds sang upon the boughs,

and the lark carolled on high, her welcome to the morning. Yes,

it was morning, the bright, balmy morning of summer
;

the

minutest leaf, the smallest blade of grass, was instim t with life.

The ant crept forth to her daily toil, the butterfly fluttered and
basked in the warm rays of the sun

;
myriads of insects spread

their transparent wings, and revelled in their brief but happy

existence. Man wallced forth, elated with the scene
;
and all was

brightness and splendour.
“

‘ You a miserable man !
* said the king of the goblins, in a

more contemptuous tone than before. And again the king of the

goblins gave his leg a flourish
;
again it descended on the shoulders

of the sexton; and again the attendant goblins imitated the ex-

ample of their chief.

“Many a time the cloud went and came, and many a lesson it

taught to Gabriel Grub, who although his shoulders smarted with

pain from the frequent applications of the goblin^s feet thereunto,

looked on with an interest which nothing could diminish. He
saw that men who worked hard, and earned their scanty bread

with lives of labour, were cheerful and happy
;
and that to the

most ignorant, the sweet face of nature was a never-failing source

of cheerfulness and joy. He saw those who had been delicately

nurtured, and tenderly brought up, cheerful under privations, and

superior to suflfering, that would have crushed many of a rougher

grain, because they bore within their own bosoms the materials of

happiness, contentment, and peace. He saw that women, the^

tenderest and most fragile of all God’s creatures, were the oftencst

superior to sorrow, adversity, and distress; and he saw that it

«««as because they bore in their own hearts an iocxhaustible well-

spring of affection and devotedness. Above all, he saw that men
like himself, who snarled at the mirth and cheerfulness of others,

were the foulest weeds on the fair surface of the earth
;
and

setting all the good of the world against the evil, he came to the

conclusion that it was a very decent and respectable sort of world

after all. No sooner had he formed it, tha i the cloud which had

closed over the last picture, seemed to settle on his senses, and

lull him to repose. One by one, the goblins faded from his sight,

and aa the last one disappeared, he sunk to sleep.

“ The day had broken when Gabriel Grub awoke, and found
'

himself lying at full length on the flat gravestone in the church-

yard, with the wicker bottle lying empty by his side, and his coat,

spade, and lantern, all well whitened by the last night’s froet,

o
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Bcattered on the giound. The stone on which he had first seen

the goblin seated, stood bolt upright before him, and the grave at

which he had worked, the night before, was not fir off. At first

he began to doubt the reality of his adventures, but the acute

pain in his shoulders when he attempted to rise, assured him that

the kicking of the goblins was certainly not ideal. lie was
staggered again, by observing no traces of footsteps in the snow on

which the goblins had played at leap-frog with the gravestones,

but he speedily accounted for this circumstanct when he remem-
bered that being spirits, they would leave no visible impression

behind them. So Gabriel Grub got on his feet as weU as he

could, for the pain in his back; and brushing the frost off his

coat, put it on, and turned his face towfirda the town.

*‘Hut he wfis an altered man, and he could not bear the

thought of returning to a place where his repentance would be

scoffed at, and his reformation disbelieved. He hesitated for a

few moments
;
and then turned away to wander where he might,

and seek his bread elsewhere.

“ The lantern, the spade, and the wicker bottle, were found

that day in the church-yard. There were a great many specula-

tions about the sexton’s fate at first, but it was speedily deter-

mined that he had been carried away by the goblins
;
and there

were not wanting some very credible witnesses who had distinctly

seen him whisked through the air on the back of a chestnut horse

blind of one eye, with the hind quarters of a lion, and the tail of

a bear. At length all this was devoutly believed
;
and the new

sexton used to exhibit to the curious for a trifling emolument, a

good-sized piece of the church weathercock which Inul been

accidentally kicked off by the aforesaid horse in his aerial flight,

and picked up by himself in the church-yard, a year or two

afterwards.

“ Unfortunately these stones were somewhat disturbed by the

unlooked-for reappearance of Gabriel Grub himself^ some ten years

afterwards, a ragged, contented, rheumatic old man. He told his

story to the clergyman, and also to the mayor
;
and in course of

time it began to be received as a matter of history, in which form

it has continued down to this very day. The believers in the

weathercock tale, having misplaced their confidence once, were not

easily prevailed upon to part with it again, so they looked as wise

as they could, shrugged their shoulders, touched their foreheads,

and murmured something about Gabriel Grub’s having drunk all

the Hollands, and then fallen asleep on the fiat tombstone
;
and

they affected to explain what he supposed he had witnessed in the

goWn’s cavern, by saying that he had seen the world, and grown
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wiser. But this opinion, which was by no means a popular one

at any time, gradually died off
;
and be the matter how it may,

as Gabriel Grub was afflicted with rheumatism to the end of his

days, this story has at least one moral, if it teach no better one

—

and that is, that if a man turns sulky and drinks by himself at

Christmas time, he may make up his mind to be not a bit the

better for it, let the spirits be ever so good, or let them be even as

many degrees beyond proof, as those which Gabriel Grub saw, in

the goblin's cavern.”

CnAPTPlR XXIX.

HOW THE PICKWICKTANS MADE AND CULTIVATED THE ACQUAINT-

ANCE OF A COUPLE OF NICK YOUNO MEN BELONGING TO

ONE OF THE LIBERAL PROFESSIONS; HOW THEY DISPORTED

THEMSELVES ON THE ICE; AND HOW THEIR VISIT CAME TO

A CONCLUSION.

“Wi:ll Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick as that favoured servitor

entered his bed-chamber with his w^arm water, on the morning of

Christmas IJay, Still frosty ?
”

“Water in the wash-hand basin 's a mask o’ ice, Sir,” re-

sponded Sam.
“ Severe weatlier, Sam,” observed IVlr. Pirikwick.

“ Fine time for them as is well wropped up, as the Polar

Bt'ar said to himself, ven he was practising his skaitmg,” replied

Mr. WeUer.

I shall be down in a quarter of an hour, Sam,” said Mr.

Pickwick, untying his night-cap.

“ Wery good, Sir,” replied Sam. “ There’s a couple o’ Saw-

liones down stairs.”

“ A couple of what !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, sitting up

in bed.

“ A couple o’ Sawbones,” said Sam. •

“ What’s a Sawbones 1 ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, not quite

certain whether it was a live animal, or something to eat.

“What ! don’t you know what a Sawbones is. Sir?” inquired

Mr. Weller
;

“ I thought every body know’d oq a Sawbones was

a Surgeon.”
“ Oh, a Surgeon, eh ?

” said Mr. Pickwick with a smile.

“ Just that Sir,” replied Sam. “ These here ones as is below
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though, aint regular thorough -bred Sawbones; they^re only in

trainin’.” .

** In other words they’re Medical Students, I suppose ? ” said

Mr. Pickwick.

Sam Weller nodded assent

“I am glad of it,” said Mr. Pickwick, casting his night-cap

energetically on the counterpane, “They are fine fellows; very

fine fellows, with judgments matured by observation and reflec-

tion
;
and tastes refined by reading and study. T am very glad

of it”
“ They’re a smokin’ cigars by the kitchen fire,” said Sam.
“ Ah !

” observed Mr. Pickwick, rubbing his hands, “ overflow-

ing with kindly feelings and animal spirits. Just what I like

to see !

”

“ And one on ’em,” said Sam, not noticing his master’s inter-

niption, “one on ’em ’s got his legs on the table, and is a drinkin’

brandy neat, vile the tother one—him in the barnacles—has got

a barrel o’ oysters atwcen his knees, vich he’s a openin’ like

steam, and as fast as he eats ’em, he takes a aim vitli the shells

at young dropsy, who’s a settin’ down fast asleep, in the chimbley

corner.”

“ Eccentricities of genius, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “You
may retire.”

Sam did retire accordingly
;
and Mr. Pickwick, at the expira-

tion of the quarter of an hour, went down to breakfast.

“Here he is at last,” said old Wardle. “Pickwick, this is

Miss Allen’s brother, Mr. Benjamin Allen—Ben we call him, and

so may you if you like. This gentleman is his very partiouhu’

friend, Mr.—

”

“ Mr. Bob Sawyer,” interposed Mr. Benjamin Allen, whereupon

Mr. Bob Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen laughed in concert,

Mr. Pickwick bowed to Bob Sawyer, and Bob Sawyer bowed
to Mr. Pickwick

;
Bob and his very particular friend then applied

themselves most assiduously to the eatables before them
;
and Mr.

Pickwick had an opportunity of glancing at them both.

Mr. Benjamin Allen was a coarse, stout, thick-set young man,

with black hair cut rather short, and a white face cut rather long.

He was embellished with spectacles, and wore a white necker-

chief. Below his single - breasted black surtout, which was
buttoned up to his chin, appeared the usual number of pepper-

and-salt coloured legs, terminating in a pair of imperfectly polished

boots. Although his coat was short in the sleeves, it disclosed no

vestige of a linen wristband
;
and although there was quite enough

of his face to admit of the encroachment of a shirt collar, it was



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 381

not graced by the smallest approach to that appendage. He
presented altogether rather a mildewy appearance, and emitted a

fragrant odour of fuU-flavoured Cubas.

Mr. Bob Sawyer, who was habited in a coarse blue coat, which,

without being either a great coat or a surtout, partook of the

nature and qualities of both, had about him that sort of slovenly

smartness, and swaggering gait, which is peculiar to young gentle-

men who smoke in the streets by day, shout and scream in the

same by night, call waiters by their Christian names, and do

various other acts and deeds of an equally facetious description.

He wore a pair of plaid trousers, and a large rough double-breasted

w;ustcoat
;
and out of doors, carried a thick stick with a big top.

He eschewed gloves, and looked, upon the whole, something like a

dissipated Robinson Crusoe.

Such were the two worthies to whom Mr. Pickwick was intro-

duced, as he took his seat at the breakfast table on Christmas

morning.
“ Splendid morning, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Mr. Bob Sawyer slightly nodded his assent to the proposition,

and asked Mr. Benjamin Allen for the mustard.
“ Have you come far this morning, gentlemen ?

” inquired Mr.

Pickwick.

“Blue Lion at Muggleton,” briefly responded Mr. Allen.

“ You should have joined us last night,” siiid Mr. l^ickwick.

“ So we should,” replied Bob Sawyer, “ but the brandy was too

good to leave in a hurry : wasn’t it, Ben ]
”

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen; “and the cigars wore

not bad, or the pork chcips either: were they. Bob?”
“ Decidedly not,” said Bob. And the particular friends resumed

their attack upon the breakfast, more freely than before, as if the

r^oUection of last night’s supper had imparted a new relish to

the meal.

“Peg away, Bob,” said Mr. Allen to his companion, encour-

agingly.

“ So I do,” replied Bob Sawyer. And so, to do him justice,

he did.

“ Nothing like dissecting, to give one, an appetite,” said Mr.

Bob Sawyer, looking round the table.

Mr. Pickwick slightly shuddered.

“By the bye. Bob,” said Mr. Allen, “have you finished that

leg yet ?
”

“ Nearly,” replied Sawyer, helping himself to half a fowl as he

spoke. “ It’s a very muscular one for a child’s.”

“ Is it ?
” inquired Mr. Alien, carelessly.
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“ Very,” said Bob Sawyer, with his mouth full

“ I’ve put my name down for an arm, at our place,” wd Mr.

Allen. “ We’re clubbing for a subject, and the list is nearly full,

only we can’t get hold of any fellow that wants a head. I wish

you’d take it.”

“No,” replied Bob Sawyer; “can’t afford expensive luxuries.”

“ Nonsense !
” said Allen.

“Can’t indeed,” rejoined Bob Sawyer. “I wouldn’t mind a

brain, but I couldn’t stand a whole head.”
“ Hush, hush, gentlemen, pray,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I hear

the ladies.”

As Mr. Pickwick spoke, the ladies, gallantly escorted by Messrs.

Snodgrass, Winkle, and Tupman, returned from an early walk.
“ Lor, Ben !

” said Ajabella, in a tone which expressed more

surprise than pleasure at the sight of her brother.

“ Come to take you home to-morrow,” replied Benjamin.

Mr. Winkle turned pale.

“ Don’t you see Bob Sawyer, Arabella ^ ” enquired Mr. Benjamin

Allen, somewhat reproachfully. Arabella gracefully held out her

hand, in acknowledgment of Bob Sawyer’s presence. A thrill of

hatred struck to Mr. Winkle’s heart, as Bob Sawyer inflicted on

the proffered hand a perceptible squeeze.

“Ben dear!” said Arabella, blushing; “have— have—you

been introduced to Mr. Winkle?”
“ I have not been, but I shall be very happy to be, Arabella,”

replied her brother gravely. Here Mr. Allen bowed grimly to Mr.

Winkle, while Mr. Winkle and Mr. Bob Sawyer glanced mutual

distrust out of the comers of their eyes.

The arrival of the two new visitors, and the consequent check

upon Mr. Winkle and the young lady with the fur round her boots,

would in all probability have proved a very unpleasant interruptha^'

to the hilarity of the party, had not the cheerfulness of Mr. Pick-

wick, and the good humour of the host, been exerted to the very

utmost for the common weal. Mr. Winkle gradually insinuated

himself into the good graces of Mr. Benjamin Allen, and even

joined in a friendly conversation with Mr. Bob Sawyer; who,

enlivened with the briudy, and the breakfast, and the talking,

gradually ripened into a state of extreme facetiousness, and related

with much glee an agreeable anecdote, about the removal of a

tumour on some gentleman’s head, which he illustrated by means
of an oyster-knife and a half-quartern loaf, to the great edifleation

of the assembled company. Then the whole train went to church,

where Mr. Benjamin Allen fell fast asleep
;
while Mr. Bob Sawyer

abstracted his thoughts from worldly matters, by the ingenious
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process of carving his name on the seat of tiie pew, in corpulent

letters^f about four inches long.

“ Now,” said Wardle, after a substantial lunch, with the agree-

able items of strong-beer and cherry-brandy, had been done ample
justice to

;
“ what say you to an hour on the ice 1 We shall

have plenty of time.”

“ Capital !
” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“ Prime !
” ejaculated Mr. l^ob Sawyer.

“You skait, of course. Winkle?” said Wardle.
“ Ye—yes

;
oh, yes

;
” replied Mr. Winkle. “ I—I—am rather

out of practice.”

“ Oh, do skait, Mr. Winkle,” said Arabella. “ I like to see it

60 much.”
“ Oh, it is 80 graceful,” said another young lady.

A third young lady said it was elegant, and a fourth expressed

her opinion that it w\aa “ swan-like.”

“I should be very happy, I’m sure,” said Mr. Winkle, redden-

ing
;
“ but I have no skaits.”

This objection was at once overruled. Tnmdle bad got a

couple of pair, and the fat boy announced tliat there were half-a-

dozen more, down stairs, whereat Mr. Winkle expressed exquisite

deliglit, and looked exquisitely uncomfortable.

Old Wardle led the way to a pretty large sheet of ice
;
and the

fat boy and Mr. Weller, having shovelled and swept away the

snow which had fallen on it during the night, Mr. Bob Sawyer
adjusted his skaits with a dexterity which to Mr. Winkle was
perfectly marvellous, and described circles with his left leg, and

cut figures of eight; and inscribed upon the ice, without once

stopping for breath, a great many other pleasant and astonishing

devices, to the excessive satisfaction, of Mr. Pickwick, Mr. Tupman,
''4jd the ladies; which reached a pitch of p'vsitive enthusiasm,

when old Wardle and Benjamin Allen, assisted by the aforesaid

Bob Sawyer, performed some mystic evolutions, which they called

a reel.

All this time, Mr. Winkle, with his face and hands blue with

the cold, had been forcing a gimlet into the soles of his feet, and

putting his skaits on, with the points Ijehind, and getting the

straps into a very complicated and entangled state, with the assist-

ance of Mr. Snodgrass, who knew rather less about skaits than a

Hindoo. At length, however, with the assistance of Mr. Weller,

the unfortunate skaits were firmly screwed and buckled on, and

Mr. Winkle was raised to his feet.

“ Now, then. Sir,” said Sam, in an encouraging tone
;
“ off vitb

you, and show ’em how to do it.”
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“ Stop, Sam, stop,” said Mr. Winkle, trembling violently, and

clutching hold of Sam’s arms with the grasp of a drowning man.
“ How slippery it is, Sam !

”

“ Not an uncommon thing upon ice. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.
“ Hold up, Sir.”

This last observation of Mr. Weller’s bore reference to a demon-

stration Mr. Winkle made at the instant, of a frantic desire to

throw his feet in the air, and dash the back of his head on the ice.

“ These—these—are very awkward skaits
;

ain’t they, Sam 1
”

inquired Mr. Winkle, staggering.

“ I’m afcerd there’s a orkard gen’lm’n in ’em. Sir,” replied Sam.

“Now, Winkle,” cried Mr. Pickwick, quite unconscious that

there was anytiling the matter. “ Come
;

the ladies are all

anxiety.”

“Yes, yes,” replied Mr. Winkle, with a ghastly smile. “I’m
coming.”

“Just a goin’ to begin,” said Sam, endeavouring to disengage

himself. “ Now, Sir, start off.”

“ Stop an instant, Sam,” gasped Mr. Winkle, clinging most

affectionately to Mr. Weller. “ I find I’ve got a couple of coats at

home, that I don’t want, Sam. You may have them, Sam.”
“ Thank’ee, Sir,” replied Mr. WeUer.
“ Never mind touching your hat, Sam,” said Mr. Winkle, hastily.

“ You needn’t take your hand away, to do that. I meant to have

given you five shillings this morning for a Christmas-box, Sam.
I’ll give it you this afternoon, Sam.”

“ You’re wery good, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“Just hold me at first, Sam; will you?” said Mr. Winkle.

“There—that’s right. I shall soon get in the way of it, Sara.

Not too fast, Sam
;
not too faat.”

Mr. Winkle, stooping forward, with his body half doubled

was being assisted over the ice by Mr. Weller, in a very singular

and un -swan-like manner, when Mr. Pickwick most innocently

shouted from the opposite bank

—

“ Sam !

”

“Sir?” said Mr. Weller.

“ Here. I want yoq.”

“Let go, Sir,” said Sam. “Don’t vou hear the governor a

callin’ ? Let go. Sir.”

With a violent effort, Mr. Weller disengaged himself from the

grasp of the agonized Pickwickian ;
and, in so doing, administered

a considerable impetus to the unhappy Mr. Winkle. With an

accuracy which no degree of dexterity or practice could have

insured, that unfortunate gentleman bore swiftly down into the
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centre of the reel, at the very moment when Mr. Bob Sawyer was
performing a flourish of unparalleled beauty. Mr. Winkle struck

wildly against him, and with a loud crash they both fell heavily

down. Mr. Pickwick ran to the spot. Bob Sawyer had risen to

his feet, but Mr. Winkle was far too wise to do anything of the

kind in skaits. He was seated on the ice, making spasmodic

efforts to smile
;
but anguish was depicted on every lineament of

his countenance.

“Are you hurt?” inquired Mr. Benjamin Allen, with great

anxiety.

“Not much,” said Mr. Winkle, rubbing his back veiy hard.

“ I wish you*d let me bleed you,” said Mr. Benjamin with great

eagernesa
“ No, thank you,” replied Mr. Winkle hurriedly.

“ I really think you had better,” said Allen.

“ Thank you,” replied Mr. Winkle
;

“ I’d rather not.”

“What do you think, Mr. Pickwick I” inquired Bob Sawyer.

Mr. Pickwick was excited and indignant. He beckoned to Mr.

Weller, and said in a stern voice, “Take his skaits off.”

“No; but really I had scarcely begun,” remonstrated Mr.

Winkle.
“ Take his skaits off,” repeated Mr. Pickwick firmly.

The command was not to be resisted. Mr. Winkle allowed

Sam to obey it, in silence.

“ Lift him up,” said Mr. Pickwick. Sam assisted him to rise.

Mr. Pickwick retired a few paces apart from the by-standers

;

and, beckoning his friend to approach, fixed a searching look upon

him, and uttered in a low, but distinct and emphatic tone, these

remarkable words :

“ You’re a humbug, Sir.”

• “ A what !
” said Mr. Winkle, starting.

“A humbug, Sir, I will speak plainer, if you wish it. An
impostor. Sir.”

With these words, Mr, Pickwick turned slowly on his heel, and

rejoined his friends.

While Mr. Pickwick was delivering himself of the sentiment

just recorded, Mr. Weller and the fat l>»y, having by their joint

endeavours cut out a slide, were exercising themselves thereupon,

in a very masterly and brilliant manner. Sam Weller, in par-

ticular, was displaying that beautiful feat of fancy sliding which is

currently denominated “ knocking at the cobbler’s door,” and which

is achieved by skimming over the ice on one foot, and occasionally

giving a two-penny postman’s knock upon it with the other. It

was a good long slide, and there was something in the motion

o2



894 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE PICKWICK CLUB.

which Mr. Pickwick, who was very cold with standing still, could

not help envying. »-

“ It looks a nice warm exercise that, doesn’t it ? ” he enquired of

Wardle, when that gentleman was thoroughly out of breath, by
reason of the indefatigable manner in which he had converted his

legs into a pair of compasses, and drawn complicated problems on

the ice.

“Ah, it does, indeed,” replied Wardle. Do you slide 1”

“ I used to do so, on the gutters, when I was a boy,” replied

Mr. Pickwick.
“ Try it now,” said Wardle.
“ Oh, do, please jMr. Pickwick,” cried all the ladies.

“ I should be very happy to afford you any amusement,” replied

Mr. Pickwick, “ but I haven’t done such a thing these thirty years.”

“ Pooh
! pooh ! nonsense !

” said Wardle, dragging off his skaits

with the impetuosity which characterised all his proceedings.

“Here; I’ll keep you company; come along.” And away went
the good-tempered old fellow down the slide, with a rapidity which

came very close upon Mr. Weller, and beat the fat boy all to

nothing.

Mr. Pickwick paused, considered, pulled off his gloves and put

them in his hat, took two or three short runs, baulked himself as

often, and at last took another run and went slowly and gravely

down the slide, with his feet about a yard and a quarter apart,

amidst the gratified shouts of all the spectators.

“ Keep the pot a biliii’. Sir,” said Sam
;
and down went Wardle

again, and then Mr. Pickwick, and then Sam, and then Mr. Winkle,

and then Mr. Bob Sawyer, and then the fat boy, and then Mr.

Snodgrass, following closely upon each other’s heels, and running

after each other with as much eagerness as if all their future

prospects in life depended on their expedition. ^
It was the most intensely interesting thing, to observe the

manner in which Mr. Pickwick performed his share in the cere-

mony : to watch the torture of anxiety with which he viewed the

person behind, gaining upon him at the imminent hazard of tripping

him up : to see him gradually expend the painful force which he

had put on at first, andrtum slowly round on the slide, with his

face towards the point from which he had started ; to contemplate

the playful smile which mantled on his face when he had accom-

plished the distance, and the eagerness with which he turned round

when he had done so, and ran after his predecessor, his black

gaiters tripping pleasantly through the snow, and his eyes beaming

cheerfulness and gladness through his spectacles. And when ha

was knocked down, (which happened upon the average every third
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round), it was the most invigorating sight that can possibly be
imagined, to behold him gather up his hat, gloves, and handker^

chief, with a glowing countenance, and resume his station in the

rank, with an ardour and enthusiasm which nothing could abate.

The sport was at its height, the sliding was at the quickest, the

laughter was at the loudest, when a sharp smart crack was heard.

There was a quick rush towards the bank, a wild scream from the

ladies, and a shout from Mr. Tupman. A large mass of ice dis-

appeared, the water bubbled up over it, and Mr. Pickwick’s hat,

gloves, and handkerchief were floating on the surface
;
and this wfia

all of Mr. Pickwick that anybody could see.

Dismay and anguish were depicted on every countenance
;

the

males turned pale, and the females fainted
;
Mr. Snodgrass and

Mr. Winkle grasped each other by the hand, and gazed at the spot

where their leader had gone down, with frenzied eagerness
;
while

Mr. Tupman, by way of rendering the promptest assistance, and at

the same time conveying to any persons who might be within

hearing, the clearest possible notion of the catastrophe, ran off

across the country at his utmost speed, screaming ‘‘ Fire !
” with

all his might and main.

It was at this very moment, when old Wardle and Sara Weller

were approaching the hole with cautious steps, and Mr. Benjamin

Allen was holding a hurried consultation with Mr Bob Sawyer, on

the advisability of bleeding the company generally, as an improving

little bit of professional practice—it was at this very moment that

a face, head, and shoulders emerged from beneath the water, and

tlisclosed the features and spectacles of Mr. Pickwick.
“ Keep yourself up for an instant—for only one instant,” bawled

Mr. Snodgrass.

“Yes, do; let me implore you—for my sake,” roared Mr.

Winkle, deeply affected. The adjuration was rather unnece86ar>*

the probability being, that if Mr. Pickwick had declined to keep

himself up for anybody else’s sake, it would have occurred to him

that he might as well do so, for his own.

“Do you feel the bottom there, old fellow 1” said Wardle.

“Yes, certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick, wringing the water

from his head and face, /ind gasping for breath. “ I fell upon my
back. I couldn’t get on my feet at first.”

The clay upon so much of Mr. Pickwick’s coat as was yet

visible, bore testimony to the accuracy of this statement
;
and as

the fears of the spectators were still further relieved by the fat

boy’s suddenly recollecting that the water was nowhere more than

five feet deep, prodigies of valour were performed to get him out.

After a vast quantity of splashing, and cracking, and struggling,
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Mr. Pickwick was at length fairly extricated from his unpleasant

positicd, and once more stood on dry land.

“ Oh, he^U catch his death of cold,” said Emily.
“ Dear old thing !

” said Arabella. “ Let me wrap this shawl

round you, Mr. Pickwick.”
“ Ah, that’s the beat thing you can do,” said Wardlo

;
“ and when

you’ve got it on, run home as fast as your legs can carry you, and

jump into bed directly.”

A dozen shawls were offered on the instant
;
and three or four

of the thickest having been selected, Mr. Pickwick was WTap]>ed

up, and started off, under the guidance of Mr. Weller
;
presenting

the singular phenomenon of an elderly gentleman dripping wet, and

without a hat, with his arms bound down to his sides, skimming

over the ground without auy clearly defined purpose, at the rate of

six good English miles an hour.

But Mr. Pickwick cared not for appearances in such an extreme

case, and urged on by Sam Weller, he kept at the very top of his

speed until he reached the door of Manor P arm, where Mr. Tupraan

had arrived some five minutes before, and had frightened the old

lady into palpitations of the heart, by impressing her with the

unalterable conviction that the kitchen chimney was on fire

—

a calamity which always presented itself in the most glowing

colours to the old lady’s mind, when anybody about her evinced

the smallest agitation.

Mr. Pickwick paused not an instant until he was snug in bed.

Sam Weller lighted a blazing fire in the room, and took up hLs

dinner
,
a bowl of punch was carried up aftcrwanls, and a grand

carouse held in honour of his safety. Old WardJe would not hear

of his rising, so they made the bed the chair, and Mr. Pickwdek

presided. A second and a third bowl were ordered in
;
and when

Vr. Pickwick awoke next morning, there was not a symptom of

rheumatism about him, which proves, as Mr. Bob Sawyer very

justly observed, that there is nothing like hot punch in such cases,

and that if ever hot punch did fail to act as a preventive, it was
merely because the patient fell into the vulgar error of not taking

enough of it.

The jovial party broke up next moriyng. Breakings up are

capital things in our school days, but in after life they are painful

enough. Death, self-interest, and fortune’s changes, are every day

breaking up many a happy group and scattering them far and wide
;

and the boys and girls never come back again. We do not mean
tc say that it was exactly the case in this particular instance

;
all

we wish to inform the reader is, that the different members of the

party dispersed to their several homes
;
that Mr. Pickwick and hia
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friends once more took their seats on the top of the Muggletox
coach

;
and that Arabella Allen repaired to her place of desWuation,

vrherever it might have been—we dare say Mr. Winkle knew, but

we confess we don't—under the care and guardianship of her

brother Benjamin, and his most intimate and particular friend, Mr
Bob Sawyer.

Before they separated, however, that gentleman and Mr. Benjamin
Allen drew Mr. Pickwick aside with an air of some mystery

;
and

Mr. Bob Sawyer thrusting his forefinger between two of Mr. Pick-

wick’s ribs, and thereby displaying his native drollery, and his

knowledge of the anatomy of the human frame, at one and the same
time, enquired

—

“ I say, old boy, where do you hang out ?
”

Mr. Pickwick replied that he was at present suspended at the

George and Vulture.
“ I wish you’d come and see me,” said Bob Sawyer.
“ Nothing would give me greater pleasure,” replied Mr. Pick-

wick.
“ There’s my lodgings,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, producing a card,

** Lant Street, Borough
;

it’s near Guy’s, and handy for me you

know. Little distance after you’ve passed Saint George’s Church
—turns out of the High Street on the right hand side the way.”

“ I shall find it,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Come on Thursday week, and bring the other chaps with you,”

said Mr. Bob Sawyer, “ I’m going to have a few medical fellows

that night.”

Mr. Pickwick expressed the pleasure it would afford him to

meet the medical fellows
;
and after Mr. Bob Sawyer had informed

him that he meant to bo very cosey, and that his friend Ben was

to be one of the party, they shook hands and separated.

We feel that in this pla<je we lay ourself open to the enquijr

whether Mr. Winkle was whispering, during this brief conversation,

to Arabella Allen, and if so, what he said; and furthermore,

whether Mr. Snodgrass was conversing apart with Emily Wardle,

and if so, what he said. To this, we reply, that whatever they

might have said to tlie ladies, they said nothing at all to Mr.

Pickwick or Mr. Tupniijn for eight-and-twenty miles, and that they

sighed very often, refused aie and brandy, and looked gloomy. If

our observant lady readers can deduce any satisfactory inferences

from these facts, we beg them by all means to do so.
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CHAPTER XXX.

WHICH IS ALL ABOUT THE LAW, AND SUNDRY GREAT
AUTHORITIES LEARNED THEREIN.

Scattered about, in various holes and corners of the Temple,

are certain dark and dirty chambers, in and out of whicli, all the

morning in Vacation, and half the evening too in Term time, there

may be seen constantly hurrying with bundles of papers under

their arms, and protruding from their pockets, an almost uninter-

rupted succession of Lawyers’ Clerks. There are several grades of

Lawyers’ Clerks. There is the Articled Clerk, who has paid a

premium, and is an attorney in perspective, who runs a tailor’s bill,

receives invitations to parties, knows a family in Gower Street and

another in Tavistock Square, goes out of town every Long Vacation

to see his father, who keeps live horses innumerable
;
and who is,

in short, the very aristocrat of clerks. There is the salaried clerk

—out of door, or in door, as the case may be—who devotes the

major part of his thirty shillings a week to his personal pleasure

and adornment, repairs half-price to the Adelplii at least three

times a week, dissipates majestically at the cider cellars afterwards,

and is a dirty caricature of the fashion, which expired six months

ago. There is the middle-aged copying clerk, with a large family,

who is always shabby, and often dnmk. And there are the office

lads in their first surtouts, who feel a befitting contempt for boys

at day-schools, club as they go home at night, for saveloys and

porter, and think there’s nothing like “ life.” There are varieties

of the genus too numerous to recapitulate, but however numerous

tjey may be, they are all to be seen, at certain regulated business

hours, hurrying to and from the places we have just mentioned.

These sequestered nooks are the public offices of the legal profes-

sion, where writs are issued, judgments signed, declarations filed, and

numerous other ingenious little machines put in motion for the tor-

ture and torment of His Majesty’s liege subjects, and the comfort and

emolument of the practitioners of the law.^ They are, for the most

part, low-roofed, mouldyrooms, where innumerable rolls ofparchment,

which have been perspiring in secret for the last century, send forth

an agreeable odour, which is mingled by day with the scent of the

dry rot, and by night with the various exhalations which arise from

damp cloaks, festering umbrellas, and the coarsest tallow candles.

About half-past seven o’clock in the evening, some ten days or

a fortnight after Mr. Pickwick and his friends returned to London,
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there hurried into one of these offices, an individual in a brown
coat and brass buttons, whose long hair was scrupulously jbwisted

round the rim of his napless hat, and whose soiled drab trousers

were so tightly strapped over his Blucher boots, that his knees

threatened every moment to start from their concealment. He
produced from his coat pockets a long and narrow strip of parch-

ment, on which the presiding functionary impressed an illegible

black stamp. He then drew forth four soiaps pf paper, of similar

dimensions, each containing a printed copy of tl;e strip of parch-

ment with blanks for a name ; and having filled up the blanks,

put all the five documents in his pocket, and hurried away.

The man in the brown coat with the cabalistic documents in his

pocket, was no other than our old acquaintance Mr. Jackson, of

the house of Dodson and Fogg, Freeman^s Court, Cornhill. Instead

of returning to the office from whence he came, however, he bent his

steps direct to Sun Court, and walking straight into the George and
Vulture, demanded to know whether one Mr. Pickwick was within.

“ Call Mr. Pickwick^s servant, Tom,” said the barmaid of the

George and Vulture.
“ Don't trouble yourself,” said Mr. Jackson, “ I've come on

business. If you'll show me Mr. Pickwick’s room, I’ll step up
myself.”

“ What name. Sir ? ” said the waiter.

“Jackson,” replied the clerk.

The waiter stepped up stairs to announce Mr. Jackson, but Mr.

Jackson saved him the trouble by following close at his heels, and

walking into the apartment before he could articulate a syllable.

Mr. Pickwick had that day invited his three friends to dinner;

and they were all seated round the fire, drinking their wine, when
Mr. Jackson presented himself, as above described.

“ How de do. Sir 1” said Mr. Jackson, nodding to Mr. Pickwic^
That gentleman bowed, and looked somewhat surprised, for the

physiognomy of Mr. Jackson dwelt not in his recollection.

“ I have called from Dodson and Fogg's,” said Mr. Jackson, in

an explanatory tone.

Mr. Pickwick roused at the name. “ I refer you to my attorney

Sir : Mr. Perker, of Gray’s Inn,” said he. “ Waiter, show this

gentleman out.”

“Beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick,” said Jackson, deliberately

depositing his hat on the floor, and drawing from his pocket the

strip of parchment. “ But personal service, by clerk or agent, in

tl^e cases, you know, Mr. Pickwick—eh. Sir 1 nothing like caution,A in all legal forms—eh 1
”

^Here Mr. Jackson cast his eye on the parchment
;
and. resting
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his hands on the table, and looking round wiLO a winning and per<

Buasivg smile, said, “Now come; don’t let's ha^e no words about

such a little matter as this. Which of you gentlemen’s name’s

Snodgrass 1
”

At this inquiry, Mr. Snodgrass gave such a very undisguised

and palpable start, that no further reply was needed.

“Ah

I

I thought so,” said Mr. Jackson, more affably t?ian

before. “I’ve got a little something to trouble you with, Sir.”

“ Me !
” exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass.

“ It’s only a subpoena in Bardell and Pickwick on behalf of the

plaintiff,” replied Jackson, singling out one of the slips of }japer,

and producing a shilling from his waistcoat pocket. “ It’ll come
on, in the settens after Term

;
fourteenth of Febooary, we expect

;

we’ve marked it a special jury cause, and it’s only ten down the

paper. That’s yours, Mr. Snodgrass.” As Jackson said this he

presented the parchment before the eyes of Mr. Snodgrass, and
slipped the paper and the shilling into his hand.

Mr. Tupman had witnessed this process in silent astonishment,

when Jackson, turning sharply upon him, said :

“I think I ain’t mistaken when I say your name’s Tupman,
am I?”

Mr. Tupman looked at Mr. Pickwick
;

but, perceiving no en-

couragement in that gentleman’s widely-opened eyes to deny his

name, said

:

“Yes, my name is Tupman, Sir.”

“ And that other gentleman’s Mr. Winkle, I think,” said Jackson.

Mr. Winkle faltered out a reply in the affirmative
;
and both

gentlemen were forthwith invested .with a slip of paper, and a

shilling each, by the dexterous Mr. Jackson.

“Now,” said Jackson, “I’m afraid you’ll think me rather

^joublesome, but I want somebody else, if it aia’t inconvenient. I

have Samuel Weller’s name here, Mr. Pickwick.”

“Send my servant here, waiter,” said Mr. Pickvick. The
waiter retired, considerably astonished, and Mr. Pickwick motioned

Jackson to a seat.

There was a painful pause, which was at length broken by the

innocent defendant.
,

“I suppose, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, his indignation rising

while he spoke
;
“I suppose, Sir, that it is the intention of your

employers to seek to criminate me, upon the testimony of my own
friends ?

”

Mr. Jackson struck his fore-finger several times against the left

side of his nose, to intimate that he was not there to disclose the

secrets of the prison-house, and playfully rejoined.
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“ Not knowin*, can^t say.”

“ For what other reason, Sir,” pursued Mr. Pickwicl^, “ arc

these subpoenas served upon them, if not for this ?
”

^‘Very good plant, Mr. Pickwick,” replied Jackson, slowly

shaking his head. “ But it won’t da No harm in trying, but

there’s little to be got out of me.”

Here Mr. Jackson smiled once more upon the company
;
and,

applying his left thumb to the tip of his uuse, worked a visionary

coflFee-mill with his right hand, thereby performing a very graceful

piece of pantomime (then much in vogue, but now, unhappily,

almost obsolete) which was familiarly denominated “taking a

grinder.”

“ No, no, Mr. Pickwick,” said Jackson, in conclusion
;
“ Perker’a

people must guess what we’ve served these subpoenas for. If they

can’t, they must wait till the action comes on, and then they’ll

find out.”

Mr. Pickwick bestowed a look of excessive disgust on his

unwelcome visitor, and would probably have hurled some tre-

mendous anathema at the heads of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg,

had not Sam’s entrance at the instant interrupted him.

“Samuel WcUer?” said Mr. Jackson, enquiringly.

“ Vun o’ the truest things as you’ve said for many a long year,’*

replied Sam, in a most composed manner.
“ Here’s a subpoena for you, Mr. Weller,” said Jackson.
“ What’s that in English 1 ” enquired Sam.
“ Here’s the original,” said Jackson, declining the required

explanation.

“ Which 1 ” said Sam.
“This,” replied Jackson, shaking the parchment.
“ Oh, that’s the ’rig’nal, is it ? ” said Sam. “ Well, I’m wery

glad I’ve seen the ’rig’nal, ’cos it’s a gratifyin’ sort o’ thing, a^
eases vun’s mind so much.”

“ And here’s the shilling,” said Jackson. “It’s from Dodson and

Fogg’s.”

“ And it’s uncommon handsome o’ Dodson and Fogg, as knows

so little of me, to come down vith a present,” said Sam. “ I feel

it as a wery high comp^^ent. Sir
;
and it’s a wery hon’rable thing

to them, as they knows how to reward merit verever they meets

it. Besides vich, it’s wery affectin’ to one’s feelin’s.”

As Mr. Weller said this, he inflicted a little friction on his right

eyelid, with the sleeve of his coat, after the most approved manner

of actors when they are in domestic pathetics.

Mr. Jackson seemed rather puxzl^ by Sam’s proceedings ; but^

as he had served the subpoonas, and had nothing more to say, hi
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made a feint of putting on the one glove which he usually carried

in his* hand, for the sake of appearances
;

and returned to the

ofBce to report progress.

Mr. Pickwick slept little that night
;

his memory had received

a very disagreeable refresher on the subject of Mrs. Bardeirs action.

He breakfasted betimes next morning
;
and, desiring Sam to accom-

pany him, set forth towards Gray^s Inn square.

“ Sam !
” said Mr. Pickwick, looking round, when they got to

the end of Cheapside.
“ Sir 1

” said Sam, stepping up to his master.

“ Which way ?
”

“Up Newgate-street.”

Mr. Pickwick did not turn round immediately, but looked

vacantly in Sam's face for a few seconds, and heaved a deep sigh.

“ What's the matter. Sir 1 " enquired Sam.

“This action, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, “is expected to come
on, on the fourteenth of next month."

“ Remarkable coinadence that 'ere, Sir,” replied Sam.
“ Why remarkable, Sam 1 ” enquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Walentine’s day, Sir," responded Sam

;
“reg’lar good day for

a breach o’ promise trial.”

Mr. Weller's smile awakened no gleam of mirth in his master's

countenance. Mr. Pickwick turned abruptly round, and led the

way in silence.

They had walked some distance, Mr. Pickwick trotting on

before, plunged in profound meditation, and Sam following behind,

with a countenance expressive of the most enviable and easy

defiance of everything and everybody, when the latter, who was

always especially anxious to impart to his master any exclusive

information he possessed, quickened his pace until lie was close at

Mr. Pickwick's heels; and, pointing up at a house they were

passing, said,

“ Wery nice pork-shop that 'ere, Sir.”

“Yes, it seems so,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Celebrated Sassage factory,” said Sam.
“ Is it 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Is it
!

”

reiterated Sam, with some .indignation
;
“I should

rayther think it was. Why Sir, bless your innocent eyebrows,

that's vere the mysterious disappearance of a respectable trades-

man took place, four year ago.”

“You don’t mean to say he was burked, Sami” said Mr.

Pickwick, looking hastily round.

“ No I don't indeed. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, “ I vish I did

;

&r worse than that He was the master o’ that 'ere shop, Sir, and
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the inwenter o’ the patent-never-leavin’-off sassage steam ’ingine, as

ud Bwaller up a pavin’ stone if you put it too near, and grind it

Into sassages as easy as if it was a tender young ^bby. Wery
proud o’ that machine he was, as it was nat’ral he should be

;
and

he’d stand down in the celler a lookin’ at it, ven it was in full play,

till he got quite melancholy with joy. A wery happy man he’d

ha’ been. Sir, in the procession o’ that ’ere ingine and two more
lovely hinfants besides, if it hadn’t been for his wife, who was a

most ow-dacious wixin. She was always a follerin’ him about,

and dinnin’ in his ears ’till at last he couldn’t stand it no longer.

‘ I’ll teU you what it is, my dear,* he says one day
;

‘ if you
persewere in this here sort of amusement,’ he says, ‘ I’m blessed if

I don’t go away to ’Mcrriker
;
and that’s all about it.’ ‘ You’re a

idle willin,’ says she, ‘and I wish the ’Merrikins joy of their

bargin.’ Arter vich she keeps on abusin’ him for half an hour,

and then runs into the little parlour behind the shop, sets to

a screamin’, says he’ll be the death on her, and falls in a fit, which

lasts for three good hours— one o’ them fits which is all screamin’

and kickin’. Well, next momin’, the husband was missin’. He
hadn’t taken nothin’ from the till,— hadn’t even put on his great

coat, so it was quite clear he wam’t gone to ’Merriker. Didn’t

come back next day, didn’t come back next week
;
the Missis had

bills printed sayin’ that, if he’d come back, he should be forgiven

everythin’, (which was very liberal, seein’ that he hadn’t done

nothin’ at all,) all the canals was dragged, and for two months arter-

wards venever a body turned up, it was carried, as a reg’lar thing,

straight off to the sassage shop. Hows’ever, none on ’em answered,

so they gave out that he’d run avay, and she kept on the bis’ness.

One Saturday night, a little thin old gen’lm’n comes into the shop

in a great passion and says, ‘ Are you the missis o’ this here shop 1
’

‘Yes I am,’ says she. ‘Well Ma'am,’ says he, ‘then I’ve jurt

looked in to say, that me and * \y family ain’t a goin’ to be choaked

for nothin’
;
ami more than that Ma’am,’ he says, ‘ you’ll allow me

to observe, that as you don’t use the primest parts of the meat in

the manafiicter o’ sassages, I think you’d find beef come nearly as

cheap as buttons.’ ‘ Buttons, Sir !
’ says she, ‘ Buttons, Ma’am,’

says the little old gentlemaTi, unfolding a bit of paper, and shewin’

twenty or thirty halves o’ buttons. ‘ Nice seasonin’ for sassages,

is trousers’ buttons. Ma’am.’ ‘ They’re my husband’s buttons,’ says

the widder, l)eginnin’ to faint. ‘ What !
’ screams the little old

gen’lm’n, turnin’ wery pale. ‘ I see it all,’ says the widder
;

‘ in a

fit of temporary insanity he rashly converted his-self into sassages !

’

And so he had, Sir,” said Mr. Weller, looking steadily into Mr.

Pickwick’s horror-stricken countenance, “ or else he’d been draw’d
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into the mgine, but however that might ha' been, the little old

genlmki, who bad been remarkably partial to Bassages all his life,

rushed out o’ the shop in a wild state, and was never heerd on

artervarda !

”

The relation of this affecting incident of private life, brought

master and man to Mr. Perker’s chambers. Lowten, holding the

door half open, was in conversation with a rustily-clad, miserable

looking man, in boots without toes, and gloves without fingers.

There were traces of privation and suffering—almost of despair

—

in his lank and care-worn countenance; he felt his poverty, for

he shrunk to the dark side of the staircase as Mr. Pickwick

approached.
“ It’s very unfortunate,” said the stranger with a sigh.

‘‘Very,” said Lowten, scribbling his name on the door post

with his pen and rubbing it out again with the feather. ‘‘ Will

you leave a message for him ?
”

“ When do you think he’ll be back ? ” enquired the stranger.

“ Quite imcertiun,” replied Lowten, winking at Mr. Pickwick,

as the stranger cast his eyes towards the ground.
“ You don’t think it would be of any use my waiting for him ?”

said the stranger, looking wistfully into the oilice.

“ Oh no, I’m sure it wouldn’t,” replied the clerk, moving a little

more into the centre of the door-way. lie’s certain not to be back

this week, and it’s a chance whether he will, next, for when Porker

once gets out of town, he’s never in a hurry to come back again.”

“ Out of town I
” said Mr. Pickwick

;

“ dear me, how un-

fortunate !

”

“Don’t go away, Mr. Pickwick,” said Lowten, “Pvo got a

letter for you.” The stranger seeming to hesitate, oijce more

looked towards the ground, and the clerk winked slily at Mr.

Pickwick as if to intimate that some exquisite piece of humour
was going forward

;
though what it was, Mr. Pickwick could not,

for the life of him, divine.

“ Step in, Mr. Pickwick,” said Lowten. “ Well, will you

leave a message, Mr. Watty, or will you call again ?
”

“ Ask him to be so kind as to leave out word what has been

done in my business,” said the man
;

“ for God’s sake don’t neglect

it, Mr. Lowten.”

“No, no; I won’t forget it,” replied the clerk. “Walk in,

Mr. Pickwick. Good morning, Mr. Watty; it’s a fine day for

walking, isn’t it 1
” And, seeing that the stranger still lingered, he

beckoned Sam Weller to follow his master in, and shut the door in

his face.

“ There never was such a pestering bankrupt as that, since ths
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world began, I do believe !
” aaid Lowten, throwing down his pen

with the air of an injured man. “Hia affairs haven’t been in

Chancery quite four years yet, and I’m d—d if he don’t come
worrying here twice a-week. Step this way, Mr. Pickwick.

Perker is in, and he’ll see you, I know. Devilish cold,” he added
pettishly, “standing at that door, wasting one’s time with such

seedy vagabonds.” And, having vcrv vehemently stirred a

particularly large fire, with a particularly nmall poker, the clerk

led the way to his principal’s private room, and announced Mr.

Pickwick.
“ Ah, my dear Sir,” said little Mr. Perker, bustling up from

his chair
;

“ Well, my dear Sir, and what’s the news about your

matter— eh? Anything more about our friends in Freeman ’s-

court ? They’ve not been sleeping, I know that. Ah, they’re

very smart fellows—very smart, indeed.”

As the little man concluded, he took an emphatic pinch of

snuff, as a tribute to the smartness of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg.
“ They are great scoundrels,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Aye, aye,” said the little man; “that’s a mere matter of

opinion, you know, and we won’t dispute about terms
;
because of

course you can’t be expected to view these subjects with a pro-

fessional eye. Well, we’ve done everything that’s necessary. I

have retained Serjeant Snubbin.”
“ Is he a good man ? ” enquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Good man !

” replied Perker
;
“ bless your heart and soul, my

dear Sir, Serjeant Snubbin is at the very top of his profession. Gets

treble the business of any man in court— engaged in every case.

You needn’t mention it abroad
;
but we say—we of the profession

—that Serjeant Snubbin leads the court by the nose.”

The little man took another pinch of snuff .as he made this

communic.ation, and nodded mysteriously to Mr. Pickwick.
“ They have subpmna’d my three friends,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Ah 1 of course they would,” replied Perker. “ Important

witnesses, saw you in a delicate situation.”

“ But she fainted of her own accord,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ She

threw herself into my arms,”

“Very likely, my de?T Sir,” replied Perker; “very likely and

very natural Nothing more so, my dear Sir—nothing. But

who’s to prove it ?
”

“ They have subpoena’d my servant too,” said Mr. Pickwick,

quitting the other point; for there Mr. Perker’s question had

somewhat staggered him.
“ Sam ? ” said Perker.

Mr. Pickwick replied in the affirmative.
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*• Of course, my dear Sir
;
of course. I knew they would

; I

could have told you that, a month ago. You know, my dear Sir,

if you will take the management of your affairs into your own
hands after entrusting them to your Solicitor, you must also take

the consequences.” Here Mr. Perker drew himself up with con-

scious dignity, and brushed some stray grains of snuff from his shirt

fnlL
“ And what do they want him to prove 1 ” asked Mr. Pickwick,

after two or three minutes’ silence.

“ That you sent him up to the Plaintiff’s to make some offer

of a compromise, I suppose,” replied Peiker. ‘‘It don’t matter

much, though I don’t think many counsel could get a great deal

out of Atm.”
“ I don’t think they could,” said Mr. Pickwick

;
smiling, despite

his vexation, at the idea of Sam’s appearance as a witness. “What
course do we pursue 7

”

“We have only one to adopt, my dear Sir,” replied Perker

;

“ cross-examine the witnesses, trust to Snubbin’s eloquence, throw

dust in the eyes of the judge
;
and ourselves on the jury.”

“ And suppose the verdict is against me ? ” said Mr. Pickwick.

Mr. Perker smiled, took a very long pinch of snuff, stirred the

fire, shrugged his shoulders, and remained expressively silent.

“ You mean that in that case I must pay the damages 7 ” said

Mr. Pickwick, who had watched this telegraphic answer with

considerable sternness.

Perker gave the fire another very unnecessary poke, and said

“ I am afraid so.”

“Then I beg to announce to you, my unalterable determina-

tion to pay no damages whatever,” said Mr. Pickwick, most

emphatically. “None, Perker, Not a pound, not a penny, of

money shall find its way into the pockets of Dodson and

Fogg. That is my deliberate and irrevocable determination.’

And Mr. Pickwick gave a heavy blow on the table beside him,

in confirmation of the irrevocability of his intention.

“Very well, my dear Sir, very well,” said Perker. “You
know best, of course.”

“Of course,” replied Mr. Pickwick hastily. “Where docs

Serjeant Snubbin live 1 ”

“ In Lincoln’s Inn Old Square,” replied Perker.

“ I should like to see him,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ See Serjeant Snubbin, my dear Sir !

” rejoined Perker, in utter

amazement. “ Pooh, pooh, my dear Sir, impossible. See Serjeant

Snubbin ! Bless you, my dear Sir, such a thing was never heard

of^ without a consultation fee being previously paid, and a oozr
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Bultation fixed. It couldn’t be done, my dear Sir; it couldn’t

be done.” o

Mr. Pickwick, however, had made up his mind not only that it

could be done, but that it should be done
;
and the consequence

was, that within ten minutes after he had received the assurance

that the thing was impossible, he was conducted by his solicitor

into the outer office of the great Serjeant Snubbin himself.

It was an uncarpeted room of tolerable dimensions, with a large

writing-table drawn up near the fire, the baize top of which had

long since lost all claim to its original hue of green, and had

gradually grown grey with dust and age, except where all traces

of its natural colour were obliterated by ink-stains. Upon the

table were numerous little bundles of papers tied with red tape

;

and behind it, sat an elderly clerk, whose sleek appearance and

heavy gold watch-chain presented imposing indications of the

extensive and lucrative practice of Mr. Serjeant Snubbin.
“ Is the Serjeant in his room, Mr. Mallard ? ” inquired Perker,

offering his box with all imaginable courtesy.

“Yes he is,” was the reply, “but he’s very busy. Look here;

not an opinion given yet, on any one of these cases; and an

expedition fee paid with all of ’em.” The clerk smiled as he said

this, and inhaled the pinch of snuff with a zest which seemed to

be compounded of a fondness for snuff and a relish for fees.

“ Something like practice that,” said Perker.

“Yes,” said the barrister’s clerk, producing his own box, and

offering it with the greatest cordiality
;
“ and the best of it, is,

that as nobody alive except myself can read the Serjeant’s writing,

they are obliged to wait for the opinions, when he has given them,

till I have copied ’em, ha—ha—^ha !

”

“ Which makes good for we know who, besides the Serjeant,

and draws a little more out of the clients, eh?” said Perker;
“ Ha, ha, ha !

” At this the '^erjeant’s clerk laughed again—not a

noisy boisterous laugh, but a silent, internal chuckle, which Mr.

Pickwick disliked to hear. When a man bleeds inwardly, it is a

dangerous thing for himself
;
but when he laughs inwardly, it

bodes no good to other people.

“You haven’t made^me out that little list of the fees that I’m

in your debt, have you ? ” said Perker.

“No, I have not,” replied the clerk.

“ I wish you would,” said Perker. “ Let me have them, and

I’ll send you a ^sheque. But I suppose you’re too busy pocketing

the ready money, to think of the debtors, eh ? ha, ha, ha !
” This

•ally seemed to tickle the clerk amazingly, and he once more

eigoyed a little quiet laugh to himself.
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"But, Mr. Mallard, my dear friend,” said Perker, suddenly

recovering his gravity, and drawing the great man’s great man
into a comer, by the lappel of his coat, “you must persuade the

Serjeant to see me, and my client here.”

“ Come, come,” said the clerk, “ that’s not bad either. See the

Serjeant ! come, that’s too absurd.” Notwithstanding the ab-

surdity of the proposal, however, the clerk allowed himself to bo

gently drawn beyond the hearing of IMr. Pickwick
;
and after a

short conversation conducted in whispers, walked softly ilown a

little dark passage and disappeared into the legal luminary’s

sanctum, from whence he shortly returned on tiptoe, and informed

Mr. Perker and Mr. Piek^^ick that the Serjeant had bfien prevailed

upon, in violation of all established rules and customs, to admit

them at once.

Mr. Serjeant Snubbin was a lantern-faced sallow-romplexioned

man, of about five-and-forty, or—as the novels say—he might be

fifty. He had that dull-looking boiled eye which is so often

to be seen in the heads of people who have applied themselves

during many years to a weary and laborious course of study
;
and

which would have been sulficient, without the additional eye-

glass which dangled from a broad black riband round his neck, to

warn a stranger that he was very near-sighted. His hair was thin

and weak, which wjis partly attributable to his having never

devoted much time to its arrangement, and partly to his having worn

for five-and-twenty ycjirs the forensic wig which hung on a block

beside him. The marks of liair-powder on his coat-collar, and the

ill-washed and worse tied white neckerchief round his throat,

showed that he had not found leisure since he left the court to

make any alteration in his dress
;
while the slovcrdy style of the

remainder of his costume warranted the inference that his personal

p^pearance would not have been very much improved if he had.

Books of practice, heaps of papers, and opened letters, were

scuittered over the table without any attempt at order or arrange-

ment
;
the furniture of the room was old and ricketty

;
the doors

of the book-case were rotting in their hinges
;
the dust flew out

from the carpet in little clouds at every step; the blinds were

yellow with age and dirt ; and the stat^ of everything in the

room showed, with a clearness not to be mistaken, that Mr.

Serjeant Snubbin was far too much occupied with his professional

pursuits to take any great heed or regard of his personal comforts.

The Serjeant was writing when his clients entered
;
he bowed

abstractedly when Mr. Pickwick was introduced by his solicitor

;

and then, motioning them to a seat, put his pen carefully in the

inkstand, nursed his left leg, and wait^ to be spoken to.



410 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE PICKWICK CLUB.

“ Mr. Pickwick is the defendant in Bardell and Pickwick,

Serjeant Snubbin,” said Perker.
^

“I am retained in that, am II” said the Serjeant.

“You are, Sir,” replied Perker.

The Serjeant nodded his head, and waited for something else.

“ Mr. Pickwick was anxious to call upon you, Serjeant

Snubbin,” said Perker, “ to state to j'^u, before you entered upon

the case, that he denies there being any ground or pretence

whatever for the action against him ;
and that uriess he came into

court with clean hands, and without the most conscientious con-

viction that he was right in resisting the plaintiffs demand, he

would not be there at all I believe I stiite your views correctly •

do I not, my dear Sir?” said the little man, turning to Mr.

Pickwick.

“ Quite so,” replied that gentleman.

Mr. Serjeant Snubbin unfolded his glasses, raised them to his

eyes
;
and, after looking at Mr. Pickwick for a few seconds with

great curiosity, turned to Mr. Perker, and said, smiling slightly aa

he spoke

—

“Has Mr. Pickwick a strong case?”

The attorney shrugged his shoulders.

“Do you purpose calling witnesses?”
“ No.”

The smile on the Serjeanfs countenance became more defined,

he rocked his leg with increased violence
;
and, throwing himself

back in his easy-chair, coughed dubiously.

These tokens of the Serjeant^s presentiments on the subject,

slight as they were, were not lost on Mr. Pickwick. He settled

the spectacles, through which he had attentively regarded such

demonstrations of the barrister’s feeling as he had permitted

himself to exhibit, more firmly on his nose
;
and said with gr^jit

energy, and in utter disrega^-d of all Mr. Perker’s admonitory

winkings and frownings

—

“ My wishing to wait upon you for such a purpose as this, Sir,

appears, I have no doubt, to a gentleman who sees so much of

these matters as you must necessarily do, a very extraordinary

circumstance.”
^

The Serjeant tried to look gravely at the fire, but the smile

came back again.

“Gentlemen of your profession, Sir,” continued Mr. Pickwick,

“ see the worst side of human nature—all its disputes, all its ill-

will and bad blood, rise up before you. You know from your

experience of juries (I mean no disparagement to you, or them)

how much depends upon ^ect

:

and you are apt to attribute to
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others, a desire to use, for purposes of deception and self-interest,

the very instruments which you, in pure honesty and honour of

purpose, and with a laudable desire to do your utmost for your

client, know the temper and worth of so well, from constantly

employing them yourselves. I really believe that to this circum-

stance may be attributed the vulgar but very general notion of

yoiu- being, as a body, suspicious, (bstrustful, and over-cautious.

Conscious as I am, Sir, of the disadvantage of making such a

declaration to you, under such circumstances, I have come here,

because I wish you distinctly to understand, as my friend Mr.

Perker has said, that I am innocent of the falsehood laid to my
charge

;
and although I am very well aware of the inestimable

value of your jissistance. Sir, I must beg to add, that unless you

sincerely believe this, I would rather be deprived of the aid of your

talents than have the advantage of them.”

Long before the close of this atldress, which we are bound to

say was of a very prosy character for Mr. Pickwick, the Serjeant

had relapsed into a state of abstraction. After some minutes,

however, during which ho had reassumed his pen, he appeared to

be again aware of the presence of his clients
;
and, raising his head

from the paper, said, rather snappishly

—

“ Who’s with me in this case 1
”

“ Mr. Phunky, Serjeant Snubbin,” replied the attorney.

“ Phunky, Phunky,” said the Serjeant; “I never heard the

name before. lie must be a very young man.”

“Yes, he is a very young man,” replied the attorney. “He
was only called the other day. Let me see—oh, he hasn’t been

at the Bar eight years yet.”

“ Ah, I thought not,” said the Serjeant, in that sort of pitying

tone in which ordinary folks would speak of a very helpless little

child. “ Mr. Mallard, send round to Mr.—Mr.—” m
“ Phunky’s—Holbom Cou’**;, Gray’s Inn,” interposed Perker

—

(Holboni Court, by the bye, is South Square now)—“ Mr. Phunky

;

and say I should be glad if he’d step here, a moment.”

Mr. Mallard departed to execute his commission
;
and Serjeant

Snubbin relapsed into abstraction until Mr. Phunky himself was

introdu ed. •

Although an infant barrister, he was a fuU-grown man. He
had a very nervous manner, and a painful hesitation in his

speech ; it did not appear to be a natural defect, but seemed

rather the result of timidity, arising from the consciousness of being

“kept down” by want of means, or interest, or connexion, or

impudence, as the case might be. He was overawed by the

Serjeant, and profoundly courteous to the attorney.
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“ 1 have not had the pleasure of seeing you before, Mr. Phunky,*'

said Scg-jeant Snubbin, with haughty condescension.

Mr. Phunky bowed. He had had the pleasure of seeing the

Serjeant, and of envying him too, with all a poor man^s envy, for

eight years and a quarter.

“ You are with me in this case, I understand ? ” said the

Serjeant.

If Mr. Phunky had been a rich man, he would have instantly

sent for his clerk to remind him
;

if he had been a wise one, he

would have applied bis fore-finger to his forehead, and endenvoured

to recollect whether in the multiplicity of his engagements he had

undertaken this one, or not : but as he was neither rich nor wise

(in this sense at all events) he turned red, and bow^d
“ Have you read the papers, Mr. Phunky 1 inquired the

Seijeant.

Here again Mr. Phunky should have professed to liave for-

gotten all about the merits of the case
;
but as he had read such

paixirs as had been laid before him, in the course of the a(‘tion, and

had thought of nothing else, waking or sleeping, throughout the

two months during which he had been retained as Mr. Sejjeant

Snubbin^s junior, he turned a deeper red, and bowled again.

“ This is Mr. Pickwick,” said the Serjeant, waving his ixm in

the direction in which that gentleman was standing.

Mr. Phunky bowed to Mr. Pickwick with a reverence which a

first client must ever awiiken
;
and again inclined his head towards

his leader.

“Perhaps you will take Mr. Pickwick away/’ said the Serjeant,

‘and—and— and— hear anything Mr. Pickwick may wish to

communicate. We shall have a consultation, of course.” With
this hint that he had been interrupted quite long enough, Mr.

S^j'eant Snubbin, who had been gradually growing more and more

abstracted, a
2
)plied his glass to his eyes for an instant, bowed sljghtly

round, and was once more deeply immersed in the case before him,

which arose out of an interminable lawsuit, originating in the act

of an individual, deceased a century or so ago, who had stopped up

a pathway leading from some place which nobody ever came from,

to some other place which nobody ever wept to.

Mr. Phunky would not hear of passing through any door until

Mr. Pickwick and his solicitor had passed through before him, so

it was some time before they got into the Square
;
and when tliey

did reach it, they w'alked up and down, and held a long conference,

the result of which, was, that it was a very difficult matter to say

how the verdict would go
;
that nobody could presume to calculate

on the issue of an action ; that it was very lucky they had
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prevented the other party from getting Serjeant Snubbin
;
and

other topics of doubt and consolation, common in such a position

of affairs.

Mr. Weller was then roused by his master from a sweet sleep

of an hour’s duration
;
and, bidding adieu to Lowten, they returned

to the City.

CHAPTER XXXI.

DESCRIBKS, FAR MORK FULLY THAN THE COURT NEWSMAN KVEB

UJI), A bachelor’s party, given by MR. BOB SAWYER AT

HIS LODGINGS IN THE BOROUGH.

There is a repose about Lant Street, in the Borough, which
sheds a gentle melancholy upon the soul. There are always a

good many houses to let in the street : it is a bye-strect too, and
its dill 11 ess is soothing. A house in Lant Street would not come
within the denomination of a first-rate residence, in the strict

acceptation of the term
;
but it is a most desirable spot neverthe-

less. If a man wished to abstract himself from the world
;

to

remove himself from within the reach of temptation
;

to jilace

himself beyond the possibility of any inducement to look out of

the window, we should recommend him by all means to go to Ijaiit

Street.

In this happy retreat are colonised a few clear-starchers, a

sprinkling of journeymen bookbinders, one or two prison agents

for the Insolvent Court, several small housekeepers who are em-

ployed in the Docks, a handful of mantua-makers, and a seasoning

of jobbing tailors. The majority of the inhabitants either diriyt

their energies to the letting of fimnished apartments, or devote

themselves to the healthful and invigorating pursuit of mangling.

The chief features in the still life of the street, are green shutters,

lodging -bills, bniss door-plate<s, and bell - handles
;
the principal

specimens of animated nature, the pot-boy, the muffin youth, and

the baked -potato man, The population is migratory, usually

disappearing on the verge uf quarter-day, and generally by night.

His Majesty’s revenues are seldom collected in this happy valley,

the rents are dubious, and the water communication is very

frequently cut off.

Mr. Bob Sawyer embellished one side of the fire, in his first-

floor front, early on the evening for which he had invited Mr.

Pickwick; and Mr. Ben Allen the other. The preparations for
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the reception of vifliters appeared to be completed. The um-
brellas the passage had been heaped int(' the little corner

outside the back-parlour door
;
the bonnet and shawl of the land-

lady’s servant had been removed from the bannisters; there were

not more than two pair of pattens on the streetdoor mat
;
and a

kitchen candle, with a very long snuff, burnt cheerfully on the

ledge of the staircase window. Mr. Bob Sawyer had himself

purchased the spirits at a wine vaults in High Street, and had
returned home preceding the bearer thereof, to preclude the possi-

bility of their delivery at the wrong house. The punch was
ready made in a red pan in the bed-room; a little table, covered

with a green baize cloth, had been borrowed from the parlour, to

play at cards on
;
and the ghusses of the establishment, together

with those which had been borrowed for the occasion from the

public-house, were all drawn up in a tray, which was deposited on

the landing outside the door.

Notwithstanding the highly satisfactory nature of all tliose

arrangements, there was a cloud on the countenance of ]\lr. Bob
Sawyer, as he sat by the fire-side. Tlicre was a Bym])athiBing

expression, too, in the features of Mr, Ben Allen, as he gazed

intently on the coals
;
and a tone of melanclioly in his voice, as

he said, after a long flilencc

—

“ Well, it is unlucky that she should have taken it in her head

to turn sour, just o^i this occasion. Siie might at least have

waited till to-morrow.”
“ That’s her malevolence

;
that’s her malevolence,” returned

Mr. Bob Sawyer vehemently. “ She says that if I can afford to

give a party I ought to be able to aftbrd to pay her confounded

‘little bill.’”

“How long has it been running]” inquired Mi. Ben Allen.

A bill, by the bye, is the most extraordinary locomotive engine

tnat the genius of man ever produced. It would keep on running

during the longest hfe-time, without ever once stopping of its own
accord.

“ Only a quarter, and a month or so,” replied Mr. Bolj Sawyer.

Ben Allen coughed hopelessly, and directed a searching look

between the two top bars of the stove.

“It’ll be a deuced unpleasant thing if she takes it into her head

to let out, when those fellows are here, won’t it ] ” said Mr. Ben

Allen at length.

“ Horrible,” replied Bob Sawyer, “ horrible.”

A low tap was heard at the room door. Mr. Bob Sawyer

looked expressively at his friend, and bade the tapper come in

;

whereupon a dirty slipshod girl in black cotton stockings, who
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might have passed for the neglected daughter of a superannuated

dustman in very reduced circumstances, thrust in her head, ajid said,

“ Please, Mister Sawyer, Missis Eaddle wants to speak to you''

Before Mr. Bob Sawyer could return any answer, the girl

suddenly disappeared with a jerk, as if somebody had given her

a violent pull behind
\

this mysterious exit was no sooner accom-

plished, than there was another tap at the door—a smart pointed

tap, which seemed to say, “Here I am, in I’m coming.”

Mr. Bob Sawyer glanced at his friend with a look of abject

apprehension, and once more cried “ Come in.”

The permission was not at all necessary, for, before Mr. Bob
Sawyer had uttered the words, a little fierce woman bounced into

the room, all in a tremble with passion, and pale with rage.

“Now Mr. Sawyer,” said the little fierce woman, trying to

appear very calm, “ if you’ll have the kindness to settle that little

bill of mine 111 thank you, because I’ve got my rent to pay this

afternoon, and my landlord’s a waiting below now.” Here the little

woman rubbed her hands, and looked steadily over Mr. Bob
Sawyer’s head, at the wall behind him.

“I am very sorry to put you to any inconvenience, Mrs.

Kaddle,” said Bob Sawyer deferentially, “ but—

”

“Oh, it isn’t any inconvenience,” replied the little woman,
with a shrill titter. “ I didn’t want it particular before to-day

;

leastways, as it has to go to my landlord directly, it was as well

for you to keep it as me. You promised me this afternoon, Mr.

Sawyer, and every gentleman as has ever lived here has kept his

word. Sir, as of course anybody as calls himself a gentleman, does.”

And Mrs. Raddle tossed her head, bit her lips, rubbed her hands

harder, and looked at the wall more steaddy than ever. It was

plain to see, as Mr. Bob Sawyer remarked in a style of eastern

allegory on a subsequent occasion, that she wjis “getting

steam up.”

“I am very sorry, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob Sawyer with all

imaginable humility, “ but the fact is, tliat I have been disappointed

in the City to-day.”—Extraordinary place that city. We know a

most astonishing number of men who always art getting disap-

pointed there.

“ Well, Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Raddle, planting herself firmly

on a pui-ple cauliflower in the Kidderminster carpet, “ and what’s

that to me. Sir 1
”

“ I—I—have no doubt, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob Sawyer,

blinking this last question, “ that before the middle of next week
we shall be able to set ourselves quite square, and go on on a

better system, afterwards.”
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This was all Mrs. Raddle wanted. She had bustled up to the

apartmvit of the unlucky Bob Sawyer so bent upon going into a

passion, that in all probability payment would have rather disa]>-

pointed her than otherwise. She was in excellent order for a

little relaxation of the kind, having just cxcluiiiLred a few intro-

ductory compliments with Mr. R. in the front kitchen.

“ Do you suppose, Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Raddle, elevating

her voice for the information of the neighbours, “ do you suppose

that Tin a-going day after day to let a fellar occupy my lodgings

as never thinks of paying his rent, nor even the very money laid

out for the fresh butter and lump sugar that^s bought for his

breakfast, and the very milk that’s took in, at the street door 1

Do you suppose a hard-working and industrious woman as has

lived in this street for twenty years (ten years over the way, and

nine years and tliree quarters in this very house) lias nothing else

to do, but to work herself to death after a parcel of lazy idle

fellars, that are always smoking and drinking, and lounging, when
they ought to be glad to turn their hands to anything that would

help ^em to pay their bills 1 Do you—

”

“My good soul,” interposed Mr. Benjamin Allen, soothingly.

“ Have the goodness to keej) your observashuns to yourself Sir,

1 beg,” said Mrs. Raddle, suddenly arresting the rajiid torrent of

her speech, and addressing the thinl party witii inqircssive slow-

ness and solemnity. “ I am not aweer Sir, that, you have any

right to address your conversation to me. I don’t think I Jet

these apartments to you. Sir.”

“No, you certainly did not,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“ Very good. Sir,” responded Mrs. Raddle, with lofty politeness.

“ Then p’raps. Sir, you’ll confine yourself to breaking the arms

and legs of the poor people in the hospitals, and keep yourself to

yr»^irself Sir, or there may be some persons he*^e as will make you,

Sir.”

“ But you are such an unreasonable woman,” remonstrated Mr.

Benjamin Allen.

“ I beg your parding, young man,” said ]\Tr8. Raddle, in a cold

perspiration of anger. “ But will you have the goodness just to

call me that, again, Sirl”
,

“I didn’t make use of the word in any invidious manner,

ma’am,” replied Mr. Benjamin Allen, grooving somewhat unea.sy

on Lis own account.

“ I beg your parding, young man,” demanded Mrs. Raddle in

a louder and more imperative tone. “But who do you call a

woman t Did you make that remark to me. Sir ?
”

“ Why, bless my heart !
” said Mr. Benjamin Allen,

p
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“ Did you apply that name to me, I ask of you, b'ir ? ” inter-

rupted Mrs. Raddle with intense fierceness, throwing the door

wide open.

“Wliy, of course I did,” replied Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Yes, of course you did,” said Mrs. Raildle, backing gradually

to the door, and raising her voice to its loudest pitch, for the

special behoof of Mr. Raddle in the kitchen. “Yes, of course you
did, and everybody knows that they may safely insult me in my
own ouse while ray husband sits sleeping down stairs, and taking

no more notice than if I was a dog in the streets, lie ought to

be ashamed of himself (here Mrs. Raddle sobbed) to allow his wife

to be treated in this way by a parcel of young cutters and carvers

of live j)eoplc’B bodies, that disgraces the lodgings (another sob),

and leaving her exposed to all manner of abuse, a base faint-

hearted, timorous wretch, that’s afraid to come up stairs, and face

the rullirdy creatures—that’s afraid—that’s afraid to come.” Mrs.

Raddle paused to listen whether the repetition of the taunt had
roused her better half

;
and, finding that it had not been success-

ful, proceeded to descend the stairs with sobs innumerable, when
there came a loud double knock at the street door : whereupon
she burst into an hysterical fit of weeping, acicompanied with

dismal moans, which was prolonged until the knock had been

repeated six times, when, in an uncontrollable burst of mental

agony, she threw down all the umbrellas, and disappeared into the

back parlour, closing the door after her with an awful crash.

“Does Mr. Sawyer live here?” said Mr. Pickwuck, when the

door was opened.

“Yes,” said the girl, “first floor. It’s the door straight afore

you, when you gets to the top of the stairs.”—Uaviug given this

instruction, the handmaid, who had been brought up among the

aboriginal inhabitants of Southwark, disappeared with the candle

in her hand down the kitc^ en stairs, perfectly satisfied that she

had done every thing that could possibly be required of her under

the circumstances.

Mr. Snodgrass, who entered last, secured the street door, after

several ineffectual efibrts, by putting up the chain
;
and the friends

stumbled up stairs, where they were received by Mr. Bob Sawyer,

who had been afraid to go down lest he should be waylaid by

Mrs. Raddle.
“ How are you ? " said the discomfited student—“ Glad to see

you,—take care of the glasses.” This caution was addressed to

Mr. Pickwick, who had put his hat in the tray.

“ Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I beg your pardon.”

“Don’t mention it, don’t mention it,” said Bob Sawyer. “Fid
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rather confined for room here, but you must put up with all tliat,

when you come to see a young bachelor. Walk in. You’ve seen

this gentleman before, I think 1*’ Mr. Pickwick shook hands

with Mr. Benjamin Allen, and his friends followed his exain]>lc.

They liad scarcely taken their seats when there was another

double knock.
“ I hope that’s Jack Hopkins !

” said ]\Tr. Bob Sawyer.

“Hush. Yes, it is. Come up, Jack; come up.”

A heavy footstep was heard upon the stairs, and Jack Hopkins

presented himself. He wore a black velvet Avaistcoat, with

thundor-and-lightning buttons
;
and a blue stri])ed shirt, with a

white false collar.

“You’re late, Jack?” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Been detained at Bartholomew’s,”—replied Hopkin.s.

“ Anything new ?
”

“Ho, notliing particular. Rather a good ac(mlent brought into

the casualty ward.”
“ What w^as that, Sir 1 ” inquiTcd Mr. Pickwick.
“ Only a man fallen out of a four pair of stairs’ wu’ndow^ ,—but

it’s a very fair case—very fair case indeed.”

“Do you mean that the patient is in a fair •way to iccoycm ?”

iinpiired Mr. Pickwick,

“No,” replied Hopkins, carelessly. “No, f should lather say

he wouldn’t. There rniLst be a splendid operation though, to-

morrow - magnificent sight if Slasher does it.”

“You coiLsidcr Mr. Slasher a good opeiator?” said Mr.

Piediwick.

“Best alive,” replied Hopkins. “Took a boy’s kg out of the

socket last week—boy ate five apjde.s and a gingerbiead cake -

exactly two minutes after it was all over, boy said lie -wouldn’t he

t’fcre to be made game of; and he’d tell his iiiotlnu' if they didn’t

begin.”
“ Dear me !

” said ]\tr. Pickwick, astonished.

“ Pooh ! That’s nothing, that ain’t,” said Jack Hopkins. “ Is

it, Bob?”
“ Nothing at all,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ By the bye. Bob,” said Hopkins, wi^i a scarcely perceptible

glance at Mr. Pickwick’s attentive face, “ w^e had a curious

accident last night. A child was brought in, -\vho had s-wallowed

a necklace.”

“ Swallowed what. Sir ? ” interrupted Mr. Pickwick.

“A necklace,” replied Jack Hopkins. “Not all at once, you

know, that would be too much

—

you couldn’t swallow that, if the

child did—eh, Mr. Pickwick, ha ! ha !
”—Mr. Hopkins appeared
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highly gratified with his own pleasantry
;
and continued—“ No,

the way was this ;—child’s parents were poor people who lived in

a court. Child’s eldest sister bought a necklace,—common neck-

lace, made of large black wooden beads. Child, being fond of

toys, cribbed the necklace, hid it, played with it, cut the string,

and swallowed a bead. Child thought it capital fun, went back

next day, and swallowed another bead.”
“ Bless my heart,” said Mr. Pickwick, ' what a dreadful thing !

I beg your pardon, Sir. Go on.”

“ Next day, child swallowed two beads
;
the day after that, he

treated himself to three, and so on, till in a week’s time he had got

through the necklace, five-and-twenty beads in all. The sister,

who was an industrious girl, and seldom treated herself to a bit

of finery, cried her eyes out, at the loss of the necklace
;
looked

high and low fur it
;
but I needn’t say didn’t find it. A few days

afterwards, the family were at dinner—baked shoulder of mutton,

and potatoes under it—the child, who wasn’t hungry, was playing

about the room, when suddenly there was heard a devd of a

noise, like a small hiiil storm. ‘Don’t do that, my hoy,’ said the

fiither. ‘ I ain’t a doin’ nothing,’ said the child. ‘ Well, don’t do

it again,’ said tlie father. There was a short silence, and then the

noise began again, worse than ever. ‘ If you don’t mind what I

say, my boy,’ said the father, ‘ you’ll find yourself in bed, in some-

thing less than a pig’s whisper.’ lie gave the child a shake to

make him obedient, and such a rattling ensued as nobody ever

heard before. ‘ Why, damme, it’s in the child !
’ said the father,

‘ he’s got the croup in the wrong place !

’
‘ No I haven’t, father,’

said the child, beginning to cry, ‘ it’s the necklace
;
I swallowed it,

father.’—The father caught the child up, and ran with him to the

hospital : the beads in the boy’s stomach rattling all the way with

the jolting; and the people booking up in the air, and down in fc?-e

celhirs to see where the unusual sound came from, lie’s in the

hospital now,” said Jack Hopkins, “and he makes such a devil of

a noise when he walks about, that they’re obliged to muffle him in

a watchman’s coat, for fear he should wake the patients !

”

“ That’s the most extraordinary case I ever heard of,” said Mr.

Pickwick, with an emphatic blow on ihe table.

“ Oh, that’s nothing,” said Jack Hopkins
;

“ is it. Bob ?
”

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ Very singular things occur in our profession, I can assure

you. Sir,” said Hopkins.
“ So I should be disposed to imagine,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

Another knock at the door, announced a large-headed young

man in a black wig, who brought with him a scorbutic youth in a



THE PIOKWIOK CLUB. 421

lon^ stock. The next comer was a gentlunan in a shirt em-

blazoned with pink anchors, who was closely followed by a pale

youth with a plated watchguard. The arrival of a prim personage

in clean linen and cloth boots ren-iered the ])arty complete. The
little table with the green baize cover wjis wheeled out

;
the first

instalment of punch was brought in, in a white jug
;
and the suc-

ceeding three hours were devoted to vingt-un at sixpence a dozen,

which was only once interrupted by a slight dispute between the

8cx)ibutic youth and the gentleman with the pink anchors
;

in the

course of which, the scorbutic youth intimated a burning desire to

pull the nose of the gentleman with the emblems of hope, in re-

ply to which, that individual expressed his dec.idetl unwillingness

to accept of any “sauce’* on gratuitous terms, either from the

irascible young gentleman with the scorbutic countenance, or any

other person wlio was ornamented with a head.

When tlie last “ natural ” had been declared, and the profit and

loss account of fish ond sixpences adjusted, to the satisfaction of

all parties, Mr. Bob Sawyer rang for supper, and the visiters

8(iucezed themselves into corners while it was getting ready.

It was not BO easily got ready as some people may imagine.

First of all, it w^as necessary to awaken the girl, who had fallen

asleep with her face on the kitchen table
;

this took a little time,

and, even when she did answer the bell, another quarter of an

hour was cotisumed in fruitless endeavours to impart to licr a faint

and distant glimmering of reason. The man to whom the order

for the oysters had been sent, had not been told to open them
;

it

is a very difficult thing to open an oyster with a limp knife or a

two-prongod fork, and very little was done in this way. Very

little of the beef was done either
;
and the ham (wdiieh was also

from the German sausage-shop round the comer) was in a similar

predicament. Uowever, there was plenty of pnrtcr in a tin can
;

aiili the cheese went a great way, for it was very strong. So upon

the whole, perhaps, the supper was quite as good as such matters

usually are.

After supper another jug of punch wjis put upon the table,

together with a paper of cigars, and a couple of bottles of spirits.

Then there was an awful pause
;
and this awful pause was

occasioned by a very common occurrence in this sort of places, but

a very embarrassing one notwithstanding.

The fact is, that the girl was washing the glasses. The
establishment boasted four

;
we do not record the circumstance as

at all derogatory to Mrs. Raddle, for there never w^as a lodging-

house yet, that was not short of glasses. The landlady’s glasses

were little thin blown glass tumblers, and those which had been
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borrowed from the public house were great, dropsical, bloated

articles, each 8upy3orted on a huge gouty leg. This wou|^l have

been in itself sufficient to have possessed the company with the

real state of affairs
;
but the young woman of all work had pre-

vented the possibility of any misconception arising in the mind of

any gentleman upon the subject, by forcibly dragging every man’s

glass away, long before he had finished his beer, and audibly

stating, despite the winks and interrupl'ons of ]\Ir. Bob Sawyer,

that it was to be conveyed down stairs, and washed forthwith.

It is a very ill wind that blows nobody any good. The prim

man in the cloth boots, who had been unsuccessfully attempting

to make a joke during the whole time the round game lasted, saw
his opportunity, and availed himself of it. The instant the glasses

disappeared ho commenced a long story about a great public char-

acter, whose name he had forgotten, making a particularly happy
reply to another eminent and illustrious individual whom he had

never been able to identify. He enlarged at some length and
with great minuteness upon divers collateral circumstances, dis-

tantly connected with the anecdote in hand, but for the life of

him he couldn’t recollect at that precise moment what the anecdote

was, although he had been in the habit of telling the story with

great applause for the hist ten years.

“ Dear me,” said the prim man in the cloth boots, it is a very

extraordinary circumstance.”

“I am sorry you have forgotten it,” said Mr. Bub Sawyer,

glancing eagerly at the door, as he thought he heard the noise of

glasses jingling—“ very sorry.”

“ So am I,” responded the prim man, “ because I know it

would have afforded so much amusement. Never mind
;

I dare

say I shall manage to recollect it, in the course of half an hour

or so.”

The prim man arrived at this point, just as the glasses came
back, when Mr. Bob Sawyer, i ho had been absorbed in attention

during the whole time, said he should very much like to hear the

end of it, for, so far as it went, it was, without exception, the very

best story he had ever hoard.

The sight of the tumblers restored Bob Sawyer to a degree of

equanimity which he had n'^t possessed since his interview with

his landlady. His face brightened up and he began to feel quite

convivial.

“ Now, Betsy,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with great suavity, and

dispersing, at the same time, the tumultuous little mob of glasses

that the girl had collected in the centre of the table
;
“ now, Betsy,

the warm water : be brisk, there’s a good girl”
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" You can’t have no wann water,” replied Hotsy.

“No warm water !
” exclaimed Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“ ^To,” said the girl, with a shake of the hca{l which expressed

a more deciiled negative than the most copious language could

have conveyed. “Missis Raddle said you warii’t to have none.”

The surprise depicted on the countenances of his guests im-

parted new courage to the host.

“ Bring up tlie warm water instantly—instantly 1
” said Mr.

Bob Sawyer, with desperate sternness.

“ No
; 1 can’t,” rej)lied the girl

;
“ Missis R.a(ldle raked out the

kitchen fire afore she went to bed, and locked up the kittle.”

“ Oh, never mind
;
never mind. Pray don’t disturb yourself

about such a trifle,” said Mr. Pickwick, observing the conflict of

Bob Sawyer’s passions, as depicted in his countenance, “cold water

will do very wtII.”

“ Oh, admirably,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“My landlady is subject to some slight attacks of mental de-

rangement,” remarked Bob Sawyer with a ghastly smile
;

“ I fear

I must give her warning.”
“ No, don’t,” said Ben Allen.

“ I fear I must,” said Bob with heroic firmness. “ I’ll pay her

what I owe her,^nd give her warning to-morrow morning.” Poor

fellow ! how devoutly he wished he could !

Mr. Bob Sawyer’s heart -sickening attempts to rally under

this last blow communicated a dispiriting influence to the company,

the greater part of whom, with the view of raising their sj>irits,

attached themselves with extra cordiality to the cold brandy and

water, the first perceptible effects of which were displayed in a re-

newal of hostilities between the scorbutic youth and the gentleman

in the sanguine shirt. The belligerents vented their feelings of

mutual contempt, for some time, in a variety of frowriings and
sifortings, until at last the scorbutic youth felt it necessary to

come to a more explicit understanding on the matter, when the

following clear understanding took place.

“ Sawyer,” said the scorbutic youth, in a loud voice.

“Well, Noddy,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ I should be very sorry, Sawyer,” said Mr. Noddy, “ to create

any unpleasantness at any friend’s table, and much less at yours,

Sawyer,—very; but I must take this opportunity of informing

Mr. Gunter that he is no gentleman.”
“ And I should be very sorry, Sawyer, to create any disturbance

in the street in which you reside,” said Mr. Gunter, “ but I’m

afraid I shall be under the necessity of alarming the neighbours by

throwing the person who has just spoken, out o’ window.”
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“What do you mean by that, Sir?” inquired Mr. Ni^ddy.
“ What I say, Sir,” replied Mr. Gunter.

^

“ I should like to see you do it. Sir,” said Mr. Noddy.
“ You shall feel me do it in half a minute, Sir,” replied Mn

Gunter.
“ I request that you’ll favour me with your card. Sir,” said Mr.

Noddy.
“ I’ll do nothing of the kind. Sir,” replied Mr. Gunter.

“Why not. Sir?” inquired Mr. Noddy.
“ Because you’ll stick it up over your chimney-piece, and delude

your visiters into the false belief that a gentleman has been to see

you, Sir,” replied Mr. Gunter.

“Sir, a friend of mine shall wait on you in the morning,” said

Mr. Noddy.
“ Sir, I’m very much obliged to you for the caution, and I’ll

leave particular directions with the servant to lock up the spoons,”

replied Mr. Gunter.

At this point the remainder of the guests interposed, and re-

monstrated with both parties on the impropriety of their conduct,

on which Mr. Noddy begged to state that his father was quite as

respectable as Mr. Gunter’s father
;

to which Mr. Gunter replied

that his father was to the full as resi)ectablo«as Mr. Noddy’s

father, and that his father’s son was as good a man as Mr. Noddy,
any day in the week. As this announ(;ement seemed the prelude

to a recommencement of the dispute, there was another interfer-

ence on the i)art of the company
;
and a vast quantity of talking

and clamouring ensued, in the course of which Mr. Noddy
gradually allowed his feelings to overpower him, and professed that

he had ever entertained a devoted personal attacdiment towards IVlr.

Gunter. To this Mr. Gunter replied that, upon the whole, he

rather preferred Mr. Noddy to his own brother; on hearing which

admission, Mr. Noddy magnanimously rose from his seat, and
proffered his hand to Mr. G’ iter. Mr. Gunter grasped it with

affecting fervoiu-
;
and everybody said that the whole dispute had

been conducted in a manner which was highly honourable to both

parties concerned.
“ Now,” said Jack Hopkins, “just to set us going again, Bob,

I don’t mind singing a song,” And Hopkins, incited thereto, by

tumultuous applause, plunged himself at once into “ The King,

God bless him,” which he sang as loud as he could, to a novel air,

compounded of tlie “ Bay of Biscay,” and “ A Frog he would.”—
I'he chorus was the essence of the song, and, as each gentleman

sang it to the tune he knew best, the effect was very striking

indeed.



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 42fi

It waa at the end of the chorus to the first verse, that Mr.

Pickwjpk held up his hand in a listening attitude, and said, as

soon as silence was restored

—

Hush ! I beg your pardon. I thought I heard somebody
calling from up stairs.”

A profound silence immediately ensued
;
and Mr. Bob Sawyer

w^as observed to turn pale.

“ I think I hear it now,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Have the

goodness to open the door.”

The door was no sooner opened than all doubt on tlie subject

was removed.

“Mr. Sawyer— Mr. Sawyer”—screamed a voice from the two-

pair landing.

“ It’s my landlady,” said Bob Sawyer, looking round him with

great dismay. “Yes, Mrs. Raddle.”
“ What do you mean by this, Mr. Sawyer ? ” replied the voice,

wdth great shrillness and rajiidity of utterance. “ Ain’t it enough
to bo swindled out of one^s rent, and money lent out of pocket

besides, and abused and insulted by your friends that dares to call

themselves men, without having the house turned out of window,

and noise enough made to bring the fire-engines here, at two
o’clock in the moiningl—Turn them wretches away.”

“ You ought to be ashamed of yourselves,” said the voice of

Mr. Raddle, which aj»peared to proceed from beneath some distant

bed-clothes.

“Ashamed of themselves 1
” said Mrs. Raddle, “Why don’t

you go down and knock ’em every one down stairs ? You would

if you was a man.”
“ i sliould if I w^as a dozen men, my dear,” replied Mr.

Raddle, pacifically, “ but they’ve rather the advantage of me in

numbers, my dear.”

“Ugh, you coward !” replied Mrs. Raddle, with supreme contempt,
“ Do you mean to turn them wretches out, or nut, Mr. Sawyer 1 ”

“ They’re going, Mrs. Raddle, they’re going,” said the miserable

Bob. “ I am afraid you’d better go,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer to his

friends. “I thought you were making too much noise.”

“ It’s a very unfortunate thing,” said the prim man. “Just as

we were getting so comfortable too !

” ^The fact was, the prim

man was just beginning to have a dawning recollection of the

story he had forgotten.

“ It’s hardly to be borne,” said the prim man, looking round.

“ Hardly to be borne, is it 1
”

“ Not to be endured,” replied Jack Hopkins
;

“ let’s have the

other verse, Bob. Come, here goes”
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“No, no, Jack, don’t,” interpoaed Bob Sawyer; “it’s a capital

Bong, but I am afraid we had better not have the other verse.

They are very violent people, the people of the bouse.”
“ Shall I step up stairs, and pitch into the landlord t ” inquired

noj)kins, “or keep on ringing the bell, or go and groan on the

staircase 1 You may command me. Bob.”
“ I am very much indebted to you for your friendship and good

nature, Hopkins,” said the wretched Mr. Bob Sawyer, “ but I

think the best plan to avoid any further dispute is for us to break

up at once.”

“ Now, Mr. Sawyer,” screamed the shrill voice of Mrs. Raddle,
“ are them brutes going 1 ”

“ They’re only looking for their hats, Mrs Raddle,” said Bob

;

“they are going directly.”

“ (joing !
” said Mrs. Raddle, thnistiug her night cap over the

banisters just as Mr. Pickwick, followed by Mr. Tnpman, emerged
from tlie sitting-room. “ Going ! what did tliey ever come for 1

”

“ My dear ma’am,” remonstrated Mr. Pickwick, looking up.

“Get along with you, you old wretch!” replied Mrs. Raddle,

hastily withdrawing the night-cap. “ Old enough to be his grand-

father, you villin I You’re worse than any of ’em.”

Mv, Pickwick found it in vain to protest his innocence, so

hurried down stairs into the street, whither he was closely followed

by Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass. Mr. Ben
Allen, who was dismally depressed with spirits and agitation,

accompanied them as far as London Bridge, and in the course of

the walk confided to Mr. Winkle, as an especially sensible person

to intnist the secret to, that he was resolved to cut the throat of

any gentleman except Mr. Bob Sawyer who should aspire to the

affections of his sister Arabella. Having expressed his determina-

tion to perform this painful duty of a brother with proper firmness,

he burst into tears, knocked his hat over his eyes, and, making the

best of his way back, knocked double knocks at the door of the

Borough Market, and took short naps on the steps alternately,

until daybreak, under the firm impression that he lived there, and

had forgotten the key.

The visiters having all departed, in compliance with the rather

pressing request of Mrs.'Rsddle, the luckless Mr. Bob Sawyer was

left alone, to meditate on the probable events of the morrow, and

the pleasures of the evening.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

MJL WELLEK THE ELDEE DELIVERS SOME CRITICAL 8KNTIMENT8

RESPECTING LITERARY COMPOSITION
;
AND, ASSISTED BY HIS

SON SAMUEL, PAYS A SMALL INSTALMENT OF RETALIATION

TO THE ACCOUNT OF THE REVEREND GENTLEMAN WITH THE

RED NOSE.

The morning of the thirteenth of February, which the readers

of this authentic narrative know, as well as we do, to h^ve been

tlie (lay immediately preceding that which was appointed for the

trial of Mrs. Bardell’s action, was a busy time for Mr. Samuel
Weller, who was perpetually engaged in travelling from the Geoi'ge

and Vulture to Mr. Perker’s chambers and back again, from and
between the hours of nine o’clock in the morning and two in the

afternoon, both inclusive. Not that there was anything whatever

to be done, for the consultation had taken place, and the course of

proceeding to be adopted, had been tinally determined on, but Mr.

Pickwick being in a most extreme state of excitement, p(‘rscv(!red

in constantly sending small notes to his attorney, merely contain-

ing the enquiry, “Dear Perker—Is all going on welM” to whicdi

Mr. Perker invariably forwarded the reply, “ Dear Pickwick—As
well as possible;” the fact being as we have already liinted that

there was nothing whatever to go on, either well or ill, until the

sitting of the court on the following morning.

But people who go voluntarily to law, or are taken forcibly

there, for the first time, may be allowed to labour under some
bgnporary irritation and anxiety : and Sam, with a due allowance

for the frailties of human nature, obeyed all his master’s behests

with tliat imperturbable good humour and iinruflable conij)osuro

which formed one of his most striking and amiable chaiacteristiijs.

Sam had solaced himself with a most agreeable little dinner,

and was waiting at the bar for the glass of warm mixture in which

Mr. Pickwick had requested him to drgwn the fatigues of hia

morning’s walks, when a young boy of about three feet high, or

thereabouts, in a hairy cap and fustian overalls, whose garb bespoke

a laudable ambition to attain in time the elevation of an hostler,

entered the passage of the George and Vulture, and looked first

up the stairs, and then along the passage, and then into the bar,

as if in search of somebody to whom he bore a commission
;
where-

upon the barmaid, conceiving it not impropable that the said com-
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mission might be directed to the tea or table spoons of the estab

lishment, accosted the boy with ,

“ Now, young man, what do you want ?
”

“ Is there anybody here, named Sam 1 ” inquired the youth, in

a loud voice of treble quality.

“What’s the t’other name?” said Sam Weller, looking round.
“ How should I know ? ” briskly replied the young gentleman

below the hairy cap.

“ You’re a sharp boy, you are,” said Mr. Weller
;
“only [ wouldn’t

show that wery fine edge too much, if I was you, in case anybody
took it off. What do you mean by coinin’ to a hot el, and asking

arter Sam, vith as much politeness as a vild Indian ?
”

“ ’Cos an old gen’lm’a told me to,” replied the boy.

“What old gen’lrn’n?” inquired Sam, with deep disdain.

“Him as drives a Ipswich coach, and uses our parlour”

—

rejoined the boy. “ He told me yesterday mornin’ to come to the

(leorge in Wultur this arternoon, and ask for Sam.”
“It’s my fatlier, iny dear”—said Mr. Weller, turning with an

explanatory air to the young lady in the bar
;

“ blessed if I think

he hardly knows wot my other name is. Veil, young brockiley

sprout, wot then ?
”

“Why then,” said the boy, “you wos to come to him at six

o’clock to our ’ouse ’cos he wants to see you—Blue Boar, Leaden’all

Markit. Shall I say you’re cornin’?”

“You 7nay wenture on that ’ere statement, Sir,” replied Sam.
And thus empowered, the young gentleman walked away, awakening

all the echoes in George Yard as he did so, with several chaste and

extremely correct imitations of a drover’s whistle, delivered in a

tone of peculiar richness and volume.

Mr. WelUir having obtained leave of absence from JMr. Pickwick,

who, in his tlien state of excitement and worry was by no metyis

displeased at being left alone, set forth long before the appointed

hour
;
and having plenty of cime at his disposal, sauntered down

as far as the Mansion House, where he paused and contemplated,

with a face of great calmness and philosophy, the numerous cads

and drivers of short stages who assemble near that famous place of

resort, to the great terrpr and confusion of the old-lady population

of these realms. Having ! mitered here, for half an hour or so, Mr.

Weller turned, and began wending his way towards Leadenhall

Market, through a variety of bye streets and courts. As he was
sauntering away his spare time, and stopped to look at almost

every object that met his gaze, it is by no means surj^rising that

Mr. Weller should have paused before a small stationer’s and

print-seller’s window; but without further explanation it does
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appear surprising that his eyes should have no sooner rested od

certain^ pictures which were exposed for sale therein, than he gave

a sudden start, smote his right leg with great vehemence, and

exclaimed with energy, “If it hadn't been lor this, I should ha’

forgot all about it, till it was too late !

”

The particular picture on which Sam Weller’s eyes were fixed,

as he said this, was a highly coloured representation of a couple of

human hearts skewered togetlier with an arrow, cooking before a

cheerful fire, while a male and female cannibal in modern attire,

the gentleman being clad in a blue coat and white trousers, and

the lady in a deep red pelisse with a pai'asol of the same, were

approaching the meal with hungry eyes, up a serpentine gravel

path leading thereunto. A decidedly indelicate young gentleman, in

a pair of wings and nothing else, w'-as depicted as superintending

the cooking
;
a representation of the spire of the church in Lang-

ham Place appealed in the distance; and the whole formed a
“ valentine,” of which, as a written inscription in the window
testified, there was a large assortment within, whidi the shopkeeper

pledged himself to dispose of to his countrymen generally, at the

reduced rate of one and sixpence each.

“ I should ha’ forgot it
;
I should certainly ha’ forgot it !

” said

Sam
;
and so saying, he at once stepped into the stationer’s shop,

and requested to be served with a sheet of the best gilt-edged

letter-paper, and a liard-iiibbed pen which could be w\'irranted not

to splutter. These articles having been promptly Bupjdicd, he

walked on direct towards Leadeuhall Market at a good round pace,

very different from his recent lingering one. Looking round him,

he there beheld a sign-board on which the paintiT’s art had

delineated something remotely resembling a cerulean elephant with

an aquiline nose in lieu of trunk. Rightly conjecturing that this

wa^ the Blue Boar himself, he stepped into the liouse, and inquired

concerning his parent.

“He won’t be here this three quarters of an hour or more,”

said the young lady who superintended the domestic arrangements

of the Blue Boar.

“Wery good, my dear,” replied Sam. “Let me have nine

penn’orth o’ brandy and water luke, and tfie inkstand, will you,

miss 1
”

The brandy and water luke and the inkstand having been

carried into the little parlour, and the young lady having carefully

flattened down the coals to prevent their blazing, and carried away
the poker to preclude the possibility of the fire being stirred, with-

out the full privity and concurrence of the Blue Boar being first

had and obtained, Sam Weller sat himself down in a box near the
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Btove, and pulled out the sheet of gilt-edged letter-paper, and the

hard-nibbed pen. Then looking carefully at the pen to sfse that

there were no hairs in it, and dusting down the table, so that there

might be no crumbs of bread under the paper, Sam tucked up the

culTs of his coat, squared his elbows, and composed himself to

write.

To ladies and gentlemen who are not in the habit of devoting

themselves practically to the science of penmanship, writing a

letter is no very easy task, it being always considered necessary in

such cases for the writer to recline his head on his left arm so as

to place his eyes as nearly as possible on a level with the paper,

and while glancing sideways at the letters he is constructing, to

form with his tongue imaginary characters to correspond. These

motions, although unquestionably of the greatest assistance to

original composition, retard in some degree the progress of the

writer, and Sam had unconsciously been a full hour and a half

writing words in small text, smearing out wrong letters with his

little finger, and putting in new ones which required going over

very often to render them visible through the old blots, when he

was roused by the opening of the door and the entrance of his

parent.

“ Veil, Sammy,” said the father.

“ Veil, my Prooshan Blue,” responded the son, laying down his

pen. “ What’s the last bulletin about mother-in-law ?
”

“Mrs. Vellcr passed a wery good night, but is uncommon
perwerse, and unpleasant this mornin’—signed upon oath—Tony
Veller, Esq. That’s the last vun as was issued, Sammy,” replied

Mr. Weller, untying his shawl.

“No better yet 1
” inquired Sam.

“All the symptoms aggerawated,” replied Mr. Weller, shaking

his head. “But wot’s that, you’re a doin’ of—pursuit of kn9w-

Icdge under difficulties—eh Sammy ]
”

“ I’ve done now,” said Sam with slight embarrassment
;
“ I’ve

been a writin’.”

“ So I see,” replied Mr. Weller. “ Not to any young ’ooman, I

hope, Sammy.”
“ Why it’s no use, a sayin’ it ain’t,” replied Sam, “ It’s a

walentine.”
“ A what I

” exclaimed Mr. Weller, apparently horror-stricken

by the word.
“ A walentine,” replied Sam.
“ Samivel, Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, in reproachful accents,

“ I didn’t think you’d ha’ done it. Arter the warnin’ you’re had

o’ your father’s wicious perpensities ; arter all I’ve said to you upon
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this here wery subject; artcr actiwally seem* and bein’ in the

compaiiy o’ your own mother-in-law, vich I should ha* thought

woB a moral lesson as no man could ever ha’ forgotten to his dyin’

day ! I didn’t think you’d ha* done it, Sammy, 1 didn’t think you’d

ha’ done it.” These reflections were too much for the good old

man. He raised Sam’s tumbler to his lips and drank off its

contents.

“ Wot’s the matter now I
” said Sam.

“Nev’r mind, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, “it’ll bo a wery

agonizin’ trial to me at my time of life, but I’m pretty tough,

that’s vun consolation, as the wery old turkey remarked von tlio

farmer said he wos afeerd he should be obliged to kill him, for

the London market.”
“ Wot’ll be a trial 1

” inquired Sam.
“ To see you married, Sammy—to see you a dilluded wictira,

and thinkin’ in your innocence that it’s all wery capital,” repliecl

Mr. Weller. “It’s a dreadful trial to a father’s feeliu’s, that ’ere,

Sammy.”
“Nonsense,” said Sam. “I ain’t a goin’ to get married, don’t

you fret yourself about that
;

I know you’re a judge o’ these things.

Order in your pipe, and I’ll read you the letter—there.”

We cannot distinctly say whether it was the prospect of the

pipe, or the consolatory reflection that a fatal disposition to get

married ran in the family and couldn’t be helped, which calmed

Mr. Weller’s feelings, and caused his grief to subside. We
should be rather disposed to say that the result was attained by
combining the two sources of consolation, for he repeated the

second in a low tone, very frequently
;
ringing the bell meanwhile,

to order in the first. He then divested himself of his upper coat

;

and lighting the pipe and placing himself in front of the fire with

hiF^back towards it, so that he could feel its full heat, and recline

against the mantel-piece at the same time, turned towaids Sam,
and, with a countenance greatly mollified by the softening influence

of tobacco, requested him to “fire away.”

Sam dipped his pen into the ink to be ready for any corrections,

and began with a very theatrical air

—

“ * Lovely .* *’
.

,

“ Stop,” said Mr. Weller, ringing the bell. “ A double glass o’

the inwariable, my dear.”

“ Veiy well. Sir,” replied the girl
;
who with great quickness

appeared, vanished, returned, and disappeared.

“ They seem to know your ways here,” observed Sam.
“ Yes,” replied his father, •* I’ye been here before, in my time.

Go on, Sammy.”
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‘ Lovely creetur,* ” repeated Sam.
in poetry, is it interposed the father.

“No no,” replied Sam.
“ Werry glad to hear it,” said Mr. Weller. “ Poetry^s imnat’ral

;

no man ever talked in poetry ’cept a beadle on boxin’ day, or

Warren’s blackin’ or Rowland’s oil, or some o’ them low fellows

;

never yon let yourself down to talk poetry, my boy. Begin again,

Sammy.”
Mr. Weller resumed his pipe with critical solemnity, and Sam

once more commenced, and read as follows.
“

‘ Lovely oreetur i feel myself a dammed ’—.”

“ That ain’t proper,” said Mr. Weller, taking his pipe from his

mouth.
“ No

;
it ain’t dammed,” observed Sam, holding the letter up to

the light, “ it’s ‘ shamed,’ there’s a blot there— ‘ I feel myself

ashamed.’
”

“ Wery good,” said Mr. Weller. “ Go on.”
“ * Feel myself ashamed, and completely cir

—
’ I forget wot

this here word is,” said Sam, scratching his head with the pen, in

vain attempts to remember.
“ Why don’t you look at it, then ?

” inquired Mr. Weller.

“ So T avi a lookin’ at it,” rcj)lied Sam, “ but there’s another

blot : here’s a ‘ c,’ and a ‘ i,’ and a ‘ d.’
”

“ Circumwented, p’raps,” suggested Mr. Weller.

“No it ain’t that,” said Sam, “circumscribed, that’s it.”

“ That ain’t as good a word as circumwented, Sammy,” said Mr.

Weller gravely.

“ Think not ?
” said Sam.

“ Nothin’ like it,” replied his father.

“ But don’t you think it means more ?” inquired Sam.
“ Veil p’raps it is a more tenderer word,” snid Mr. Weller, after

a%w moments’ reflection. “Go on, Sammy.’’
“
‘Feel myself asliarued and completely circiiiiiscrihcd in a dressin’

of you, for you are a nice gal and nothin’ but it.’
”

“ That’s a wery pretty sentiment,” said the cliler Mr. Weller,

removing his pipe to make way for the remark.

“Yes, I think it is rayther good,” observed Sam, highly

flattered.

“Wot I like in that ’ere style of writin’,” said the elder Mr.

Weller, “ is, that there ain’t no callin’ names in it,—no Wenuses,

nor nothin’ o’ that kind
;
wot’s the good o’ callin’ a young ’ooman

a Wenus or a angel, Sammy ?
”

“ Ah ! what, indeed 1 ” replied Sam.
“ You might jist as veil call her a griffin, or a unicorn, or a
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king’s arms at once, which is wery veil known to be a col-lection

o’ fabulous animals,” added Mr. WeUer.
,

“Just as well,” replied Sam.
“Drive on, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller.

Sam complied with the request, aud proceeded as follows
;

his

father continuing to smoke, with a mixed expression of wisdom
and complacency, which was particularly edifying.

“ ‘Afore I see you I thought all woipon was alike.’
”

“So they are,” observed the elder Mr. Weller, parenthetically.

“‘But now,* continued Sam, ‘now I find what a reg’lar soft-

headed, ink-red’lous turnip I must ha’ been for there ain’t nobody

like you though I like you better than nothin’ at all.’ I thought

it best to make that raythcr strong,” said Sam, looking up.

Mr. Weller nodded approvingly, and Sam resumed.
“

‘ So I take the privilidge of the day, Maiy, my dear—as the

gen’lem’n in difficulties did, ven he valked out of a Sunday,—to

tell you that the first and only time I see you your likeness was
took on my hart in much quicker time and brighter colours than

ever a likeness was took by the profecl macheen (wich p’r’aps you

may have heerd on Mary my dear) altho it does finish a portrait

and put the frame and glass on complete with a hook at the end

to hang it up by and all in two minutes and a quarter.’
”

“ I am afeerd that werges on the poetical, Sammy,” said Mr.

Weller, dubiously.

“ No it don’t,” replied Sam, reading on very quickly, to avoid

contesting the point.
“

‘ Except of me Mary my dear as your walentine and think

over what I’ve said,—My dear Mary I will now conclude.’ That’s

all,” said Sam.
“ That’s rayther a sudden pull up, ain’t it, Sammy 1 ” inquired

Mr. Weller.

“Not a bit on it,” said Sam
\

“she’ll vish there wos'more, and

that’s the great art o’ letter \ :itin’.”

“Well,” said Mr. Weller, “there’s somethin’ in that; and I

wish your mother-in-law ’ud only conduct her conwersation on the

same gen teel principle. Ain’t you a goin’ to sign it *1
”

“That’s the difficulty,” said Sam; “I don’t know what to

sign it.”

“ Sign it—Veller,” said the oldest surviving proprietor of that

name.
“ Won’t do,” said Sam. “Never sign a walentine with your

own name.”
“ Sign it ‘ Pickvick,’ then,” said Mr. Weller

;
“ it’s a wery good

name, and a easy one to spell.”
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The wery thing,” saul Sam. ‘‘ I could end with a werse

;

what you think 1
”

“ I don^t like it, Sam,” rejoined Mr. Weller. “ I never know’d

a respectable coachman as wrote poetry, 'cept one, as made an

affectin^ copy o^ werses the night afore he wos hung for a highway
robbery

;
and he wos only a Cambervell man, so even that’s no

rule.”

But Sam was not to be dissuaded from the poetical idea that

had occurred to him, so he signed the letter

—

“Your love-sick

Pickwick.’*

And having folded it, in a very intricate manner, squeezed a down-

hill direction in one corner :
“ To Mary, Housemaid, at Mr.

Nupkins’s Mayor’s, Ipswich, Suffolk”; and put it into his pocket,

watered, and ready for the General Post. This important business

having been transacted, Mr. Weller the elder proceeded to open

that, on which he had summoned his son.

“ The first matter relates to your governor, Sammy,” said Mr.

Weller. “ He’s a goin’ to be tried to-morrow, ain’t he?”

“The trials a cornin’ on,” replied Sam.

“Veil,” said Mr. Weller, “ Now I s’pose he’ll want to call some
witnesses to speak to his character, or p’raps to prove a alleybi.

I’ve been a turnin the bus’ness over in my mind, and he may make
his-self ea.sy, Sammy. I’ve got some friends as’ll do either for him,

but my adwice ’ud be this here—never mind the character, and

stick to the alleybi. Nothing like a alleybi, Sammy, nothing.”

Mr. Weller looked very profound as he delivered tliis legal opinion
;

and burying his nose in his tumbler, winked over the top thereof,

at his astonished son.

“ Why, what do you mean ? ” said Sam
;
“ you don’t think he’s

a goin’ to be tried at the Old Bailey, do you ?
”

“ That ain’t no part of the present con-sideratif)n, Sammy,”
replied Mr. Weller. “ Verever he’s a goin’ to be tried, my boy,

a alleybi’s tlie thing to get him off. Ve got Tom Vildspark off

that ’ere manslaughter, with a alleybi, ven all the big vigs to a

man said as nothing couldn’t save him. And my ’pinicn is,

Sammy, that if your governor don’t prove a alleybi, he’ll be what

the Italians call reg’larly flummoxed, and that’s all about it.”

As the elder Mr. Weller entertained a firm and unalterable

conviction that the Old Bailey was the supreme court of judicature

in this country, and that its rules and forms of proceeding regu-

lated and controlled the practice of all other courts of justice what-

soever, he totally disregarded the assurances and arguments of his
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Bon, tending to show that the alibi was inadmissible
^
and vehe-

mently protested that Mr. Pickwick was being “ wictiviised.”

Finding that it was of no use to discuss the matter fiirther, Sam
changed the subject, and inquired what the second topic was, on

which his revered parent wished to consult him.
“ That’s a pint o’ domestic policy, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller.

“ This here Stiggiiis
—

”

“Red-nosed man?” inquired Sam.
“ The wery same,” replied Mr. Weller. “Tliis here red-nosed

man, Sammy, wisits your mother-in-law vith a kindness and con-

stancy as I never see equalled. He’s sitch a friend o’ the family,

Sammy, that veri he’s avay from us, he can’t be comfortable unless

he has somethin’ to remember us by.”

“And I’d give him somethin’ as ’ud turpentine and becs’-vax

his memory for the next ten years or so, if I wos you,” interposed

Sam.
“Stop a minute,” said Mr. Weller; “ I wos a goin to say, he

always brings now, a flat bottle as holds about a ])int and a half,

and fills it vith the pine-apple rum afore he goes avay.”
“ And empties it afore he comes back, I s’posc,” said Sam.
“ Clean !

” replied Mr. Weller
;
“ never leaves nothin’ in it but

the cork and the smell : trust him for that, Sammy. Now these

here fellows, my boy, are a goin’, to-night, to get up the monthly

meetiu’ o’ the Brick Lane Branch o’ the United Grand Junction

Lbenezer Temperance Association. Your mother-in-law wos a

goin’, Sammy, but she’s got the rheumatics, and can’t
;
and I,

Sammy—I’ve got the two tickets as wos sent her.” Mr. Weller

communicated this secret with great glee, and winked so indefatig-

ably after doing so, that Sam began to think he must liave got the

tic dolourcux in his right eye-lid.

“ Well?” said that young gentleman.

“Well,” continued his progenitor, looking round him very

cautiously, “you and I’ll go, punctiwal to the time. The deputy

shepherd won’t, Sammy
;
the deputy shepherd won’t.” Here Mr.

Weller was seized with a paroxysm of chuckles, which gradually

terminated in as near an approach to a choke, as an elderly gentle-

man can, with safety, sqstain.

“Well, I never see sii- h an old ghost in all my born days,”

exclaimed Sam, rubbing the old gentleman’s back, hard enough to

set him on fire with the friction. “ What are you a laughin’ at,

corpilence ?
”

“ Hush ! Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, looking round him with

increased caution, and speaking in a whisper :
“ Two friends o’

mine, as works on the Oxford Road, and is up to all kinds o’ games.
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has got the deputy shepherd safe in tow, Sauimy
;
and ven he does

come ^0 the Ebenezer Junction, (vich he’s sure to do : for they’d

see him to the door, and shove him in if necessary) he’ll be as far

gone in rum and water, as ever he wos at the Alarkis o’ Granby,

Dorkin’, and that’s not sayin’ a little either.” And with this, Mr.

Weller once more laughed immoderately, and once more relapsed

into a state of partial suffocation, in consequence.

Nothing could have been more in accordance with Sam Weller’s

feelings, than the projected exposure of the real propensities and

qualities of the red-nosed man ; and it being very near the appointed

hour of meeting, the father and son took the way at once to Brick

Lane : Sam not forgetting to drop his letter into a general post

ofRee Jis they walked along.

The monthly meetings of the Brick Lane Branch of the United

Grand Jiujction Ebenezer Temperance Association, were held in a

large room, pleasantly and airily situated at the top of a safe and

commodious ladder. The president was the straight-walking Mr.

Anthony Humm, a converted fireman, now a school miister, and

occasionally an itinerant preacher; and the secretary was Mr.

Jonas I\ludge, chandler’s shop-keeper, an enthusiastic and disin-

terested vessel, who sold tea to the members. Previous to the

commencement of business, the la(lie.s sat upon forms, and drnnk

tea, till such time as they considered it expedient to leave off; and

a large wooden money-box wnis conspicuously placed ufjon the green

baize cloth of the business table, behind whicli the sccrctaiy stood,

and acknowledged,' with a gracious smile, every addition to the

rich vein of copper which lay concealed within.

On this particular occasion the women drank tea to a most

alarming extent
;
greatly to the horror of Mr. Weller senior, who,

utterly i-egardles38 of all Sam’s admonitory niidging.s, stared about

hijn in every direction with the most undisgiuced aslonisJiment.

‘'Sammy,” whispered Mr. Weller, “if some o’ these heie people

don’t want tappin’ to-morrow mornin’, I ain’t your father, and

that’s wot it is. Why, this here old lady next me is a drownin'

herself in tea.”

“ Be quiet, can’t you ?
” murmured Sam.

“Sam,” whispered Mr. Weller, a mom^int afterwards, in a tone

of deep agitation, “mark my vords, my bny : if that 'ere secretary

feller keeps on for only five minutes more, he’ll blow himself up

with toast and water.”

“ Well, let him, if he likes,” replied Sam
;
“ it ain’t no bia’ness

o’ youm.”
“ If this here lasts much longer, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, in

the same low voice, “ I shall feel it my duty, as a human bein’, to
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rise and address the cheer. There’s a young ’oman on the next

form but two, as has drunk nine breakfast cups and a half
;
and

she’s a swellin’ wisibly before my wery eyes.”

There is little doubt that Mr. Weller would have carried his

benevolent intention into immediate execution, if a great noise,

occasioned by putting up the cups and saucers, had not very fortu-

nately announced that the tea-drinking was over. The crockery

having been removed, the table with the green baize cover was

carried out into the centre of the room, and tlie business of the

evening was commenced by a little emphatic man, with a bald

head, and drab shorts, who suddenly rushed up the ladder, at the

imminent peril of snapping the two little legs encased in the drab

shorts, and said

:

“ Ladies and gentlemen, I move our excellent brother, Mr.

Anthony Humrn, into the chair.”

The ladies waved a choice collection of pocket-handkerchiefs

at this proposition
;
and the impetuous little man literally moved

Mr. Humm into the chair, by taking him by the shoulders and
thrusting him into a mahogany frame which had once represented

that article of furniture. The weaving of handkerchiefs was
renewed

j
and Mr. Iluinm, who was a sleek, white-faced man, in a

perpetual perspiration, bowed meekly, to the great admiration of

the females, and formally took his seat. Silence was then pro-

claimed by the little man in the drab shorts, and Mr. Bumm rose

and said—That, with the permission of his Brick Lane Branch

brothers and sisters, then and there present, the secretary would

read the report of the Brick Lane Branch committee ;—a proposi-

tion which was again received with a demonstration of pocket-hand-

kerchiefs.

The secretary having sneezed in a very impressive manner, and

the cough which always seizes an assembly, when anything jy^r-

ticular is going to be done, having been duly performed, the follow-

ing document was read

:

“report of the committee of the brick lane branch op

THE UNITED GRAND JUNCTION KBENEZER TEMPERANCE
ASSOCIATION. *

“Your committee have pursued their grateful labours during

the past mouth, and have the unspeakable pleasure of reporting

the following additional cases of converts to Temperance.
“ H. Walker, tailor, wife, and two children. When in better

circumstances, owns to having been in the constant habit of drink-

ing ale and beer
;
says he is not certain whether he did not twice
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a week, for twenty years, taste ‘ dog’s nose,’ which your committee
find uppn inquiry, to be compounded of warm porter, moist sugar^

gin, and nutmeg (a groan, and * So it is !
’ from an elderly female).

Is now out of work and pennyless; thinks it must be the porter

(cheers) or the loss of the use of his right hand
;

is not certain

which, but thinks it very likely that, if he had drank nothing but

water iill his life, his fellow workman would never have stuck a
rusty needle in him, and thereby occasioned his acciihmt (tremen-

dous cheering). Has nothing but cold water to drink, and never

feels thirsty (great applause).

“ Betsy Martin, wddow, one child, and one eye. Goes out char-

ing and washing, by the day
;
never had more than one eye, but

knows her mother draTik bottled stout, and shouldn’t wonder if

that caused it (immense cheering). Thinks it not impossible that

if she had always abstained from B]nrits, she might have had two
eyes by this time (tremendous applause). Us(m1, at every place

she went to, to have eighteen pence a day, a pint of porter, and a

glass of spirits
;
but since she became a member of the Brick Lane

Brancli, lias always demanded three and sixpence instead (the

announcement of this most interesting fact was received with

deafening enthusiasm).
** Henry Bcller was for many years toast-master at various

corp(»ration dinners, during which time he drank a great deal of

foreign wine
;
may sometimes have carrieil a bottle or two home

with him
;

is not quite certain of that, but is sure if he did, that

he drank the contents. Feels very low and melancholy, is very

feverish, and has a constant thirst upon him
;
thinks it must be

the wine he used to drink (cheers). Is out of employ now
;
and

never touches a drop of foreign wine by any chance (tremendous

plaudits).

Thomas Burton is purveyor of cat’s-meat to the Lord Mayor
and Sheriffs, and several members of the Common Council (the

announceirient of this gentleman’s name was received with breath-

less interest). Has a wooden leg
;

finds a wooden leg exj)ensive

going over the stones
;
used to wear second-hand wooden legs, and

drink a glass of hot gin and water regularly every night—some-

times two (deep sighs). Found the second Jiand wooden legs split

and rot very quickly
;

is firmly persuaded that their constitution

was undermined by the gin and water (prolonged cheering). Buys

new wooden legs now, and drinks nothing but water and weak tea.

The new legs last twice as long as the others used to do, and he

attributes this solely to his temperate habits (triumphant cheers).”

Anthony Humm now moved that the assembly do regale itself

with a sons. With a view to their rational and moral enjoyment,
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brother Mordlin had adapted the beautiful words of ** Who hasn’t

heard of a Jolly Young Waterman?” to the tune of the Old
Hundredth, which he would request them to join him in singing

(gieat applause). He might take that opportunity of expressing

his firm persuasion that the late Mr. Dibdin, seeing the errors of

his former life, had written that song to show the advantages of

abstinence. It was a Temperance song (whirlwinds of cheers).

The neatness of the interesting young n>an’s attire, the dexterity

of his feathering, the enviable state of mind wliich enabled him,

in the beautiful words of the poet, to

“ Row along, thinking of nothing at all,”

all combined to prove that he must have been a water-drinker

(cheers). Oh, what a state of virtuous jollity
!
(rapturous cheer-

ing). And what was the young man’s reward ? Let all young
men present mark this :

“The maiJons all flock’d to his boat so readily.”

(Loud cheers, in which the ladies joined.) What a bright example !

The sisterhood, the maidens, flocking round the young waterman,

and urging him along the path of duty and of temperance. But,

was it the maidens of humble life only, who s(^othed, consoled, and
supported him ? No 1

“ lie was always fir.st oars with the fine city ladies.”

(Immense cheering.) The soft sox to a man—he begged pardon,

to a female—rallied round the young waterman, and tuniod with

disgust from the drinker of spirits (cheers). Tlie Brick Lane
Branch brothers were watermen (cheers and laughter). That
room was their boat

;
that audience were the maidens

;
and he

(Mr. Anthony llumm), however unworthily, was “ first oars
”

(unbounded applause). ^
“ Wot does he mean by the soft sex, Sammy ? ” inquired Mr.

Weller, in a whisper.

“ The womin,” said Sam, in the same tone.

“He ain’t far out there, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller; “they
must be a soft sex,—a wery soft sex, indeed, if they let themselves

be gammoned by such /ellers as him.”

Any further observat'ons from the indignant old gentleman

were cut short by the commencement of the song, which Mr.

Anthony Humm gave out, two lines at a time, for the information

.of such of liis hearers as were unacquainted wdth the legend. While

it was being sung, the little man with the drab shorts disappeared
;

he retm-ned immediately on its conclusion, and whispered Mr.

Anthony Humm, with a face of the deepest importance.
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“ My friends,” said Mr. Humm, holding up his hand in a depre-

catory jnanner, to bespeak the silence of such of the stout old ladies

as were yet a line or two behind
;
“ my friends, a delegate from

the Dorking branch of onr society, Brother Stiggins, attends below.”

Out came the pocket-handkerchiefs again, in greater force than

ever, for Mr. Stiggins was excessively popular among the female

constituency of Brick Lane.
“ He may approach, I think,” said Mr. Humm, looking round

him, with a fat smile. “ Brother Tadger, let him come forth and

greet us.”

The little man in the drab shorts who answered to the name of

Brother Tadger, bustled down the ladder with great speed, and

was immediately afterwards heard tumbling up with the Reverend

Mr. Stiggins.

“ He's a cornin', Sammy,” whispered Mr. Weller, j)urple in the

C/Ountenance with suppressed laughter.

“ Don’t say nothin’ to me,” replied Sam, “ for I can’t bear it.

He’s close to the door. I hear him a-knockin’ his head again the

lath and phister now.”

As Sam Weller spoke, the little door flew open, and Brother

Tadger appeared, closely followed by the Reverend Mr. Stiggins,

who no sooner entered, than there was a great clap})ing of hands,

and stamping of feet, and flourishing of handkcrchi(*fs
;
to all of

which manifestations of delight, Brother Stiggins returrn'd no other

acknowledgment than staring with a wild eye, and a (i.xed smile,

at the extreme top of the wick of the candle on the table : swaying

liis body to and fro, meaiiwliilc, in a very unsteady and uncertain

manner.

“Are you unwell. Brother Stiggins?” whispered Mr. Anthony
Humm.

“I am all nght, Sir,” replied Mr. Stiggins, in a tone in whidi

ferocity was blended with an extreme thickness of uttcianre; “I
am all right, Sir.”

“ Oh, very well,” rejoined Mr. Anthony Hnmm, retreating a

few paces.

“ I believe no man here, has ventured to say that I am not all

right. Sir,” said Mr. Stiggins.

“ Oh, certainly not,” said Mr. Humm.
“ I should advise him not to, Sir

;
I should advise him not,”

said Mr. Stiggins.

By this time the audience were perfectly silent, and waited with

»ome anxiety for the resumption of business.

“Will you address the meeting, brother?” said Mr. Humm,
with a smile of invitation.
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“ No, Sir,” rejoined Mr. Stiggina
;
“ No Sir. I will not, Sir.”

The meeting looked at each other with raised eye lida^ and a

murmur of astoniahment ran through the room.
“ It’s my opinion. Sir,” said Mr. Stiggina, unbuttoning his coat,

and speaking very loudly
;

“it’s my opinion. Sir, that this meeting

is drunk, Sir. Brother Tadger, Sir,” said Mr. Stiggins, suddenly

increasing in ferocity, and turning sharp round on tlie little man
in the drab shorts, “yow are drunk, Bli ” With this, Mr. Stiggins,

entertaining a praiseaworthy desire to promote the sobriety of the

meeting, and to exclude therefrom all improper characters, hit

Brother Tadger on the summit of the nose with such unerring aim,

that the dral) sliorts disappeared like a flash of lightning. Brother

Tadger had been knocked, head first, down the ladder.

Upon this, the women set up a loud and dismal screaming

,

and rushing in small parties before their favourite brothers, flung

their arms round tliem to preserve them from danger. An in-

stance of affection, which had nearly proved fatal to Huinm, who,

being extremely popular, was aU but suffociited by the crowd of

female devotees that hung about his neck, and heaped caresses

upon him
j
the greater part of the lights were quickly put out,

and nothing but noise and confusion resounded on all sides.

“ Now Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, taking off his great coat with

much deliberation, “just you step out, and fetch in a watchman.”
“ And wot are you a goin’ to do, the while 1

” inquired Sam.
“ Never you mind me, Sammy,” replied the old gentleman

;
“ I

shall ockipy myself in havin’ a small settlement with that ’ere

Stiggins.” And before Sam could interfere to prevent it, his heroic

parent had penetrated into a remote corner of the room, and at-

tacked the Reverend Mr. Stiggins with manual dexterity.

“ Come ofir,” said Sam.
“ Come on,” cried Mr, Weller

;
and without further invitation he

gave the Reverend Mr. Stiggins a preliminary tap on the head, and

began dancing round him in , buoyant and cork like manner, which

in a gentleman at his time of life was a perfect marvel to behold.

Finding all remonstrances unavailing, Sam pulled his hat firmly

on, threw his father’s coat over his arm, and taking the old man
round the waist, forcibly dragged him down the ladder, and into

the street
;
never releasing his hold, or permitting him to stop,

until they reached the corner. As they gained it, they could hear

the shouts of the populace, who were witnessing the removal of

the Reverend Mr. Stiggins to strong lodgings for the night, and

hear the noise occasioned by the dispersion in various directions

of the members of the Brick Lane Branch of the United Grand

Junction Ebenezer Temperance Association.
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OHAPTEPw XXXIII.

IS WHOLLY DEVOTED TO A FULL AND FAITHFUL TIEPORT OF

THE MEMORABLE TRIAL OF BARDELL AGAINST FK’KWICK.

“ I WONDER what the foreman of the jury, whoever he’ll be, haa

got for breakfast,” said Mr. Snodgrass, by way of keeping ii]) a

conversation on the eventful morning of the fourteenth of February.

“Ah !
” said Perker, “I hope he’s got a good one.”

“ Why so I” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Highly importaut— very important, my dear Sir,” replied

Perker. “ A good, contented, well-breakfasted juryman, is a capital

thing to get hold of. Discontented or hungry jurymen, my dear

Sir, always find for the jilaintiff.”

“ Lless my heart,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking very blank

;

“ what do they do that for 1
”

“Why, I don’t know,” replied the little man, coolly; “saves

time, I suppose. If it’s near dinner-time, the foreman takes out

Ilia watch when the jury have retired, and says, ‘ I)(‘ar nu;, gentle-

men, ten minutes to five, I declare ! 1 dine at five, gentlemen.’

‘ So do I,’ says every body else, except two men who ought to have

dined at three, and seem more than half disj)os(id to stand out in

consequence. The foreman smiles, and puts up liis watch —
‘Well, gentlemen, what do we say 1—plaintiif or defendant, gentle-

men 1 I rather think, so far as I am concerned, gentlemen,—

I

say, I rather think,—but don’t let that infiueuce you— 1 rather

think the plaintiff’s the man.’ Upon this, tw^o or three other men
are .sure to say that they think so too—as of course tlicy do

;
and

then they get on very unanimoasly and comfortably. Ten minutes

pjist nine !” said the little man, looking at his watch. “Time we
were off, my dear Sir

;
breach of promise trial—court is generally

full in such cases. You had better ring for a coach, my dear Sir,

or we shall be rather late.”

Mr. Pickwick immediately rang the bell, and a coach having

been procured, the four Pickwickians and^ IVIr. Perker ensconced

themselves therein, and drove to Guildhall; Sam Weller, IMr.

Lowten, and the blue bag, following in a cab.

“Lowten,” said Perker, when they reached the outer hall of

the court, “put Mr. Pickwick’s friends in the students’ box; Mr.

Pickwick himself had better sit by me. This way, my dear Sir,

—

this way
;
” and taking Mr. Pickwick by the coat-sleeve, the little

man led him to the low seat just beneath the desks of the King’s
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Counsel, which is constructed for the convenience of attorneys,

who from that spot can whisper into the ear of the lead ing^ counsel

in the case, any instructions that may be necessaiy during the

progress of the trial. The occupants of this seat are invisible to

the great body of spectators, inasmuch as they sit on a much lower

level than either the barristers or the audience, whose seats are

raised above the floor. Of course they have their backs to both,

and their faces towards the judge.
“ That’s the witness-box, I suppose 1

” «aid Mr. Pickwick,

pointing to a kind of pulpit, with a brass rail, on his left hand.
“ That’s the witness-box, my dear Sir,” replied Perker, dis-

interring a quantity of papers from the blue bag, which Lowten
had just deposited at Ids feet.

“ And that,” said Mr. Pickwick, pointing to a couple of enclosed

seats on his right, “that’s where the juiymen sit, is it not?”
“ The id('ntical place, my dear Sir,” replied Perker, tapping the

lid of his snnlf-box.

Mr. Pickwick stood up in a state of great agitation, and took

a glance at the court. There were already a pretty large sprinkling

of spectators in the gallery, and a numerous muster of gentlemen

in wigs in the barristers’ seats, who presented, as a body, all that

pleasing and extensive variety of nose and whisker for which the

bar of England is so justly celebrated. Such of the gentle,men as

had got a brief to cjirry, carried it in as conspicuous a manner as

j)Ossible, and occasionally scratched their noses therewith, to

impress the fact more strongly on the observation of the spectators.

Other gentlemen, who had no briefs to show, carried under their

arms goodly octavos, with a red label behind, and that underdone-

pi(i-crust-coloured cover, which is technically known as “law calf.”

Others, who had neither briefs nor books, thrust their hands into

their pockets, and looked as wise as they conveniently could

;

while others, again, moved here and there with great restlessness

and earnestness of manne*, content to awaken thereby, the

admiration and astonishment of the uninitiated strangers. The
whole, to the great wonderment of Mr. Piekwick, were divided

into little groups, who were chatting and discussing the news of

the day in the most unfeeling manner possible,—^just as if no trial

at all were coming on.

A bow from Mr. Phunky, as he entered, and took his seat

behind the row appropriated to the King’s Counsel, attracted Mr.

Pickwick’s attention
;
and he had scarcely returned it, when Mr.

Serjeant Snubbin appeared, followed by Mr. Mallard, who half

hid the Serjeant behind a large crimson bag, which he placed on

his table, and, after shaking hands with Perker, withdrew. Then
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there entered two or three more Seijeants, and among them, one

with a fat body and a red face, who nodded in a friondly manner
to Mr. Serjeant Smibbin, and said it wjis a fine morning.

“Who’s that red-faced man, who said it was a fine morning,

and nodded to oiir counsel ? ” whispered Mr. Pickwick.

“Mr. Serjeant Buzfiiz,” replied Perker. “He’s o] (posed to us;

he leads on the other side. That gentleman behind liiiu, is Mr.
Skimpin, his junior.”

Mr. Pickwick was just on the point of inquiring, with great

abhorrence of the man’s cold-blooded villany, how .Mr. Serjeant

Buzfuz, who was counsel for the opposite party, dared to jncsum(3

to tell Mr. Serjeant Snubbiii, avIio was counsel for him, that it

w<xs a fine morning,—wdieu he was interriqited by a general rising

of the barristers, and a loud cry of “Silence !
” from the o(ii(;ers of

the court. Looking round, he found that this was caused by the

entrance of the judge.

Mr. JustKiC Starclcigh (who sal in the a})seiice of the Chief

Justice, occasioned by indisposition,) was a most particularly

short man, and so fat, that he scemcjd all face and waisteoiit. He
rolled in, upon two little turned legs, ami having bobbed gravely

to the bar, who bobbed gravely to him, put his little legs iindiirneath

his table, and his little three-cornered hat upon it; and when Mr.

Jtistice Staroleigii had done this, all you couhl see of him was two

queer little eyes, one broad pink face, and somewhere about half

of a big and very comical-looking wig.

The judge had no sooner taken his seat, than the oflieer on the

floor of the court called out “Silence!” in a coininanding tone,

upon which another otHoer in the gallery cried “Silence I” in an

angry manner, whereupon three or four mure ushers shouted
“ Silence !

” in a voice of indignant remonstrance. I’his being

doc I, a gentleman in black, w'bo sat below the judge, proceeded to

call over the names of the jury
;
and after a great deal of bawling,

it was discovered that only ten special jurymen wc.ie present.

Upon this, Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz prayed a tales ; tlic gentleman in

black then proceeded to jiress into the special jur}' two of the

common jurymen
;
and a green-grocer and a chemist were caught

directly.
'

“ Answer to your names, gentlemen, that you may be sworn,”

said the gentleman in black. “Richard Upwitch.”
“ Here,” said the green-grocer.

“ Thomas Groffin.”

“ Here,” said the chemist

Take the book, gentlemen. You shall well and truly try
—

”

“ I beg this court’s pardon,” said the chemist, who was a tall.
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thin, yellow-visaged man, “ but I hope this court will excuse mj
attendance.”

“On what grounds, Sir?” said Mr. Justice Stareleigh.

“ I have no assistant, my Lord,” said the chemist.

“I can’t help that. Sir,” replied Mr. Justice Stareleigh. “You
should hire one.”

“ I can’t afford it, my Lord,” re^'f^-med the chemist.
“ Then you ought to be able to afford it. Sir,” said the Judge,

reddening
;

for Mr. Justice Starelcigh’s temper bordered on the

irritable, and brooked not contradiction.

“ I know I to do, if I got on as well as I deserved, but

I don’t, my Lord,” answered the chemist.

“Swear tlie gentleman,” said the Judge, peremptorily.

The officer had got no further than the “ You sljall well and
truly try,” when he was again interrupted by the chemist.

“ I am to be sworn, my Lord, am I ?” said the chemist.

“Certainly, Sir,” replied the testy little Judge.

“Very well, my Lord,” replied the chemist in a resigned

manner. “ Then there’ll be murder before this trial’s over
;

that’s

all. Swear me if you plcjise. Sir
;
” and sworn the chemist was

before the Judge could find words to utter.

“I merely wanted to observe, my Lord,” said the chemist

taking his scat with great deliberation, “that I’ve left nobody but

an errand-boy in iny shop. He is a very nice boy, my Lord, but

he is not much acciuainted with drugs
;
and 1 know that the

prevailing impression on his mind is, that Epsom salts means

oxalic acid
;
and syrup of senna, laudanum. That’s all, my Lord.”

With this, the tall chemist composed himself into a comfortable

attitude, and, assuming a pleasant expression of countenance,

appeared to have prepared himself for the woi*st.

Mr. Pic.kwick was regarding the chemist with feelings of<r the

deejicst horror, when a sb'^ht sensation was perceptible in the

body of the court
;
and immediately aftenvards Mrs. Bardell,

supported by Mrs. Cluppins, was led in, and placed, in a drooping

state, at the other end of the seat on which Mr. Pickwick sat.

An extra sized umbrella was then handed in by Mr. Dodson, and

a pair of pattens by Mr Fogg, each of whom had prepared a most

sympathising and melancholy face for the occasion. Mrs. Sanders

then appeared, leading in Master Bardell. At sight of her child,

Mrs. Bardell started
;
suddenly recollecting herself, she kissed him

in a frantic manner
;
and then relapsing into a state of hysterical

imbecility, the good lady requested to be informed where she was.

In reply to this, Mrs. Cluppins and Mrs. Sanders turned their

beads away and wept, while Messrs. Dodson and Fogg intreated
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the plaintiff to compose herself. Serjeant Hiizfuz nihl:)ed his eyes

very hard with a lar^e white handkerchief, and fjave an appealing

look towards the jury, while the Judge was visibly affected, and
several of the beholders tried to cough down their emotions.

“Very good notion that, indeed,” whispered Terker to Mr.
I'ickwick. “ Capital fellows those Dodson and Fogg

;
excellent

ideas of effect, my dear fSir, excellent.”

As Porker spoke, Mrs. Bardell began to recover by sli»w degree's,

while Mrs. Cluppins, after a careful survey of Master Hardeirs

buttons and the button -holes to which they severally belonged,

placed him on the floor of the court in front of his inotlier, — a

eommaniling position in which he could not fail to awaken the full

coinmisertition and sympathy of both Judge and jury. This was
not done without considerable opposition, and many tears on the

part of the young gentleman himself, who had certain inward

misgivings that the placing him within tlie full glare of the

Judge’s eye was only a formal ])relude to his being immediately

ordered away for instant execution, or for transportation beyond
tlie seas during the whole term of his natural life, at the very

least.

“Bardell and Pickwick,” cried the gentleman in black, calling

on the case, which stood first on the list.

“I am for tiie plaintiff, my Lord,” said ]\Ir. Serjeant liuzfuz.

“Who is with you, brother Buzfuz?” said the Judge. Mr.

Skinipin bowed, to intimate that he was.
“ 1 appear for the defendant, my Lord,” said Mr Serjeant

Snubbin.

“Anybody with you, brother Snubbiu 1” inquired the court.

“ Mr. Phuuky, my Lord,” replied Serjeant Siiubbin.

“ Serjeant Buzfuz and Mr. Skimpin for the plaintiff,” said the

Jud^e, writing down the names in his note-book, and reading as

he wrote
;
“for the defendant, Serjeant Snnbbin and Mr. Monkey.”

“ Beg your Lordship’s pardon, Phunky.”
“ Oh, very good,” said the Judge

;
“ I never had the pleasure

of hearing the gentleman’s name before.” Ileie Mr. Phunky
bowed and smiled, and the Judge bowed and smiled too, and then

Mr. Phunky, blushing into the very whitej of his eyes, tried to

look as if he didn’t know that everybody was gazing at him, a

thing which no man ever succeeded in doing yet, and in all reason-

able probability, never will

“ Go on,” said the judge.

The ushers again called silence, and Mr. Skimpin proceeded to

“open the case and the case appeared to have very little inside

it when he had opened it, for he kept such particulars as he knew,
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completely to himself, and sat down, after a lapse of three minutes,

leavin^j the jury in precisely the same advanced stage of tvisdom

as they were in before.

Serjeant Buzfuz then rose with all the majesty and dignity

which the grave nature of the proceedings demanded, and having

whispered to Dodson, and conferred briefly with Fogg, pulled his

gown over his shoulders, settled his wig, and addressed the jury.

Serjeant Buzfuz began by saying, that never, in the whole

course of his professional experience—never, from the very first

moment of his applying himself to the study and practice of the

law—had he approached a case with feelings of such deep emotion,

or with such a heavy sense of the responsibility imposed upon him
— a responsibility, he would say, which he could never have

supported, were he not buoyed up and sustained by a conviction so

strong, that it amounted to positive certainty that the cause of

truth and justice, or, in other words, the cause of his much-injured

and most oppressed client, must prevail with the high-minded and

intelligent dozen of men whom he now saw in that box before

him.

Counsel always begin in this w^ay, because it puts the jury on

the very best terms with themselves, and makes them think what

sharp fellows they must be. A visible effect was produced im-

mediately, several jurymen beginning to take voluminous notes

with the utmost eagerness.

“You have heard from my learned friend, gentlemen ”

—

continued Serjeant Buzfuz, well knowing that, from the learned

friend alluded to, the gentlemen of the jury had heard just nothing

at all
—

“ you have heard from my learned friend, gentlemen, that

this is an action for a breach of promise of marriage, in which the

damages are laid at 1500^. But you have not heard from my
learned friend, inasmuch as it did not come within my leaiued

friend’s province to tell you, what are the facts and circumstances

of the case. Those facts and circumstances, gentlemen, you shall

hear detailed by me, and proved by the unimpeachable female

whom I will place in that box before you.”

Here Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz, with a tremendous emphasis on the

word “box,” smote hia table with a mighty sound, and glanced at

Dodson and Fogg, who nodded admiration of the serjeant, and

indignant defiance of the defendant.

“ The plaintift*, gentlemen,” continued Serjeant Buzfuz, in a

soft and melancholy voice, “ the plaintiff is a widow
;

yes, gentle-

men, a widow. The late Mr. Bardell, after enjoying for many
years the esteem and confidence of his sovereign, as one of the

guardians of his royal revenues, glided almost imperceptibly from
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the world, to seek elsewhere for that re})()se and peace which a

custom-kouse can never aflbrd.”

At this pathetic description of the decease of Mr. Bardell, wlio

had been knocked on the head with a quart-pot in a public-house

cellar, the learned serjeant’s voice faltered, and he jiroceeded with

emotion

—

“ Some time before his death, he had stamped his likeness upon

a little boy. With this little boy, the only ])ledge of her deiiarted

exciseman, Mrs. Bardell shrunk from the world, and courted the

retirement and tranquillity of Goswell-street
;
and here she placed

in her front parlour-window a -written placard, bearing this in-

scription
—

* Apartments furnished for a single gentleman. Enquire

within.’” Here Serjeant Buzfuz paused, while several gentlemen

of the jury took a note of the document.
“ There is no date to that, is there. Sir ? ” enquired a juror.

“There is no date, gentlemen,” replied Serjeant Buzfuz; “but
I am instructed to say that it was put in the plaintiff’s parlour-

window just this time three years. I entreat the attention of the

jury to the wording of this document—‘Apartments furnished for

a single gentleman !
’ Mrs. Bardell’s opinions of the opposite sex,

gentlemen, were derived from a long coiitcmj)lation of the inestim-

able qualities of her lost husband. She had no fear—she had no

distrust—she had no suspicion—all was confidence and reliance.

‘ Mr. Bardell,’ said the widow
;

‘ Mr. Bardell was a man of honour
— Mr. Bardell w^as a man of his word— Mr. Bardell w’as no

deceiver—Mr. Bardell was once a single gentleman himself
;

to

single gentlemen I look for protection, for assistance, for comfort,

and for consolation—in single gentlemen I shall perpetually see

something to remind me of what Mr. Bardell was, when he first

won my young and untried affections
;

to a single gentleman, then,

sha^i my lodgings be let.’ Actuated by this beautiful and touching

impulse, (among the best impulses of our imperfect nature, gentle-

men,) the lonely and desolate widow dried her tears, furnished her

first floor, caught her innocent boy to her maternal bosom, and

put the bill up in her parlour-window. Did it remain there long f

No. The serpent was on the watch, the train was laid, the mine
was preparing, the sapper and miner was at .work. Before the bill

had been in the parlour-window three days—three days—gentlemen

—a being, erect upon two legs, and bearing all the outward

semblance of a man, and not of a monster, knocked at the door of

Mrs. Bardell’s housa He enquired within
;
he took the lodgings

;

and on the very next day he entered into possession of them.

This man was Pickwick—Pickwick, the defendant.”

Serjeant Buzfuz, who had proceeded with such volubility that

Q
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his face was perfectly crimson, here paused for breath. The
silence awoke Mr. Justice Stareleigh, who immediately wrote

down something with a pen without any ink in it, and looked

unusually profound, to impress the jury with the belief that he

always thought most deeply with his eyes shut. Serjeant Buzfuz
proceeded.

“ Of this man Pickwick I will ?ay little
;
the subject presents

but few attractions
;
and I, gentlemen, ara not the man, nor are

you, gentlemen, the men, to delight in the contemplation of re-

volting hcartlessness, and of systematic villany.”

Here Mr. Pickwie>k, who had been writhing in silence for some
time, gave a violent start, as if some vague idea of assaulting

Serjeant Buzfuz, in the august presence of justice and law,

suggested itself to his mind. An admonitory gesture from Perker

restrained him, and he listened to the learned gentleman’s continua-

tion with a look of indignation, which contrasted forcibly with the

admiring faces of Mrs. Cluppins and Mrs. Sanders.
“ I say systematic villany, gentlemen,” said Serjeant Buzfuz,

looking through Mr. Pickwick, and talking at him
;

“ and when I

say systematic villany, let me tell the defendant, Pickwick, if he

be in court, as I am informed he is, that it would have been more
decent in him, more becoming, in better judgment and in better

taste, if he had stopped away. Let me tell him, gentlemen, that

any gestures of dissent or disapprobation in which he may indulge

in this court will not go down with you
;
that you will know how

to value and how to appreciate them
;
and let me tell him further,

as my lord will tell you, gentlemen, that a counsel, in the discharge

of his duty to his client, is neither to be intimidated nor bullied,

nor put down
;
and that any attempt to do either tlie one or the

other, or the first, or the last, will recoil on the head of the

attempter, be he plaintiff or be he defendant, be his name ^ick-

wick, or Noakes, or Stoake*’, or Stiles, or Brown, or Thompsoa”
This little divergence from the subject in hand, had of course

the intended effect of turning all eyes to Mr. Pickwick- Serjeant

Buzfuz, having partially recovered from the state of moral elevation

into which he had lashed himself, resumed

—

“ I shall show yoji, gentlemen, that for two years Pickwick

continued to reside constantly, and without interruption or inter-

mission, at Mrs. Bardell’s house. I shall show you that Mrs.

Bardell, during the whole of that time, waited on him, attended to

his comforts, cooked his meals, looked out his linen for the washer-

woman wlien it went abroad, darned, aired, and prepared it for

wear, when it came home, and, in short, enjoyed his fullest trust

and confidence. 1 shall show you that, on many occasions, he gave



I’lIE TIIIAI,



452 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

halfpence, and on some occasions even sixpences, to her little boy

;

and I shall prove to you, by a witness whose testimony ib will be

impossible for my learned friend to weaken or controvert, that on

one occasion he patted the boy on the head, and, after enquiring

whether he had won any allet/ tors or commoneys lately (both of

which I understand to be a particular species of marbles much
prized by the youth of this town), made use of this remarkable ex-

pression— ‘ Ilow should you like to have a;^other father T I shall

prove to you farther, gentlemen, that about a year ago, Pickwick

suddenly began to abvsent himself from home, during long intervals,

as if with the intention of gradually breaking off from my client

;

but I shall show you also, that his resolution was not at that time

sufficiently strong, or that his better feelings conquered, if better

feelings he has—or that the charms and accomplishments of my
client prevailed over his unmanly intentions, by proving to you,

that on one occasion, when he returned from the country, he

distinc.tly and in terms, offered her marriage : previously however,

taking special care that there should be no witnesses to their

solemn contract
;
and I am in a situation to prove to you, on the

testimony of three of his own friends,—most unwilling witnesses,

gentlemen—most unwilling witnesses—that on that morning he

was discovered by them holding the plaintiff in his arms, and

soothing her agitation by his caresses and endearments.”

A visible impression was produced upon the auditors by this

part of the learned scrjcantos address. Drawing forth two very

small scraps of paper, he proceeded

—

“ And now, gentlemen, but one word more. Two letters have

passed between these parties, letters which are admitted to be in

the handwriting of the defendant, and which speak volumes indeed.

These letters, too, bespeak the character of the man. They arc

not open, fervent, eloquent epistles, breathing nothing bu^^the

language of affectionate attachment. They are covert, sly, under-

handed communications, but, for anately, far more conclusive than

if couched in the most glowing language and the most poetic

imagery—letters that must be viewed with a cautious and suspicious

eye—letters that were evidently intended at the time, by Pickwick,

to mislead and deludi^ any third parties into whose hands they

might fall. Let me read the drst :—
‘ Garraway’s, twelve o'clock.

Dear Mrs. B.—Chops and Tomata sauce. Yours, Pickwick.*

Gentlemen, what does this mean? Chops and Tomata sauce.

Yours, Pickwick ! Chops ! Gracious heavens ! and Tomata sauce I

Gentlemen, is the happiness of a sensitive and confiding female to

be trifled away, by such shallow artifices as these ? The next has

no date whatever, which is in itself suspicious.— ‘ Dear Mrs. B., I
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Bhall not be at home till to-morrow. Slow coach.' And then follows

this vary remarkable expression—‘Don’t trouble yourself about

the warming-pan.' The warming-pan ! Why, gentlemen, who
does trouble himself about a warming-pan ? When was the peace

of mind of man or woman broken or disturbed by a warming-pan,

which is in itself a harmless, a useful, and I will add, gentloinen,

a comforting article of domestic furaiture 1 Why is Mrs. Eardell

80 earnestly entreated not to agitate herself about this warming-

pan, unless (as is no doubt the case) it is a mere cover for hitlden

fire—a mere substitute for some endearing word or promise,

agreeably to a preconcerted system of correspondence, artfully con-

trived by Pickwick with a view to his contemplated desertion, and

which I am not in a condition to explain 1 And what does this

allusion to the slow coach mean 1 For aught I kno^v, it may be a

reference to Pickwick himself, who has most unquestionably been

a criminally slow coach during the whole of this transaction, but

whose speed will now be very unexpectedly accelerated, and

whose wheels, gentlemen, as he will find to his cost, will very soon

be greased by you !

”

Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz paused in this place, to see whether the

jury smiled at his joke
;
but as nobody took it but the green grocer,

whose sensitiveness on the subject was very probably occasioned

by his having subjected a chaise-cart to the process in question on

that identical morning, the learned serjeant considered it advisable

to undergo a slight relapse into the dismals before he concluded.

“ But enough of this, gentlemen,” said Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz,

“it is difficult to smile with an aching heart; it is ill jesting

when our deepest sympathies are awakened. My client’s hopes and

prospects are ruined, and it is no figure of speech to say that her

occupation is gone indeed. The bill is down—but there is no

ten^^t. Eligible single gentlemen pass and repass—but there is

no invitation for them to enquire within, or without. All is gloom

and silence in the house
;
even the voice of the child is hushed

;

his infant sports are disregarded when his mother weeps
;

his

‘ alley tors ’ and his ‘ commoncys ' are alike neglected ; ho forgets

the long familiar cry of ‘ knuckle down,' and at tip-cheese, or odd

and even, his hand is out. But Pickwick? gentlemen, Pickwick,

the ruthle.ss destroyer of this domestic oasis in the desert of

Goswell- street— Pickwick, who has choaked up the well, and

thrown ashes on the sward—Pickwick, who comes before you

to-day with his heartless tomata sauce and warming-pans—Pick-

wick still rears his head with unblushing effrontery, and gazes

without a sigh on the ruin he haa made. Damages, gentlemen

—

heavy damages is the only punishment with which you can visit



454 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OP

him
;
the only recompence you can award to my client. And foi

those damages she now appeals to an enlightened, a high minded,

a right-feeling, a conscientious, a dispassionate, a sympathising,

a contemplative jury of her civilized countrymen.” With this

beautiful peroration, Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz sat down, and Mr. Justice

Stareleigh woke up.

“ Call Elizabeth Cluppins,” said Serjeant Buzfuz, rising a

minute afterwards, witli renewed vigour.

The nearest usher called for Elizabeth Tuppins
;
another one.

at a little distance otT, demanded Elizabeth Jupkiiis
;
and a third

rushed in a breatlilcss state into King-street, and screamed for

Elizabeth Muffins till he was hoarse.

Meanwhile Mrs. Cluppins, with the combined assistance of Mrs.

Bardell, Mrs. Sanders, Mr. Dodson, and Mr. Fogg, was hoisted

into the witness-box
;
and when she was safely perched on the top

step, Mrs. Bardell stood on the bottom one, with the pocket-

handkerchief and pattens in one hand, and a glass bottle that

might hold about a quarter of a pint of smelling salts in the other,

ready for any emergency. Mrs. Sanders, whose eyes were intently

fixed on the judge’s face, planted herself close by, with the large

umbrella : keeping her right thumb pressed on the spring with an

earnest countenance, as if she were fully prepared to put it up at a

moment’s notice.

Mrs. Cluppins,” said Serjeant Buzfuz, “ pray compose your-

self, ma’am
;
” and, of course, directly Mrs. Cluppins was desired

to compose herself she sobbed with increased vehemence, and gave

divers alarming manifestations of an approaching fainting fit, or,

as she afterwards said, of her feelings being too many for her.

“ Do you recollect, Mrs. Cluppins 1 ” said Serjeant Buzfuz, after

a few unimportant questions—“do you recollect being in Mrs.

Bardell’s back one pair of stairs, on one particular morning in ^|uly

last, when she was dusting Mr. Pickwick’s apartment 1
”

“Yes, my Lord and Jury, I Jo,” replied Mrs. Cluppins.

“Mr. Pickwick’s sitting-room was the first-floor front, I

believe 1 ”

“Yes, it were. Sir,” replied Mrs. Cluppins.
“ What were you d/.)ing in the back room, ma’am ?

” inquired

the little Judge.

“My Lord and Jury,” said Mrs. Cluppins, with interesting

agitation, “ I will not deceive you.”

“You had better not, ma’am,” said the little Judge.

“1 was there,” resumed Mrs. Cluppins, “unbeknown to Mrs.

Bardell
;

I had been out with a little basket, gentlemen, to buy

three pound of red kidney pertatiea, which was three pound
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fcuppense ha’penny, when I see Mrs. BarJull’s street door on

the jari’

“On the what?” exclaimed the little Judge.

“Partly open, my Lord,” said .Serjeant Snubbin.
“ She said on the jar,” said the little Judge, with a cunning

look.

“It’s all the same, my Lord,” said Serjeant Snubbin. The
little Judge looked doubtful, and said he’d make a note of it. Mrs.

Cluppins then resumed

—

“ I walked in, gentlemen, just to say good moniin*, and went
in a })crmi8cu0us manner up stairs, and into the back room.

Gentlemen, there was the sound of voices in the front room,

and—

”

“And you listened, I believe, Mrs. Cluppins,” said Serjeant

Buzfiiz.

“ Bcggiii’ your pardon, Sir,” replied Mrs. Cluppins, in a majestic

manner, “ 1 woidd scorn the haction. The voices was very loud,

Sir, and forced themselves upon my ear.”

“Well, Mrs. Cluppins, you were not listening, but you heard

the voices. Was one of those voices Mr. Pickwick’s ?
”

“Yes, it were. Sir.”

And Mrs. Cluppins, after distinctly stating that Mr. Pickwick

addressed himself to Mrs. BardeU, repeated by slow degrees, and

by dint of many questions, the conversation with which our readers

are already acquainted.

The Jury looked suspicious, and Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz smiled

and sat down. They looked positively awful when Serjeant

Snubbin intimated that he should not cross-examine the witness,

for Mr. Pickwick wished it to be distinctly stated that it was due

to her to say, that her account was in substance correct.

^Irs. Cluppins having once broken the ice, thought it a very

favourable opportunity of entering into a short dissertation on her

own domestic afiairs
\
so she straightway proceeded to iiifonn the

court that she was the mother of eight children at that present

speaking, and that she entertained confident expectations of

presenting Mr. Cluppins with a ninth, somewhere about that day

six months. At this interesting point, th^ little judge interposed

most irascibly
;
and the effect of the interposition was, that both

the worthy lady and Mrs. Sanders were politely taken out of court,

under the escort of Mr. Jackson, without further parley.

“ Nathaniel Winkle,” said Mr. Skimpin.
“ Here !

” replied a feeble voice. And Mr. Winkle entered

the witness-box, and having been duly sworn, bowed to the Judge

with considerable deference.
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“ Don^t look at me, Sir,” said the judge, sharply, in acknow-

ledgment of the salute
;
“ look at the jury.”

Mr. Winkle obeyed the mandate, and looked at the place where

he thought it most probable the jury might be
;

for seeing any-

thing in his then state of intellectual complication was wholly out

of the question.

Mr. Winkle was then examined by Mr. Skimpin, who, being a

promising young man of two or three -nd forty, was of course

anxious to confuse a witness who was iiotunously predisposed in

favour of the other side, as much as he could.

“Now, Sir,” said Mr. Skimpin, “have the goodness to let his

Lordsliip and the jury know what your name is, will you ?
” and

Mr. Skimpin inclined his head on one side to listen with great

sharpness to the answer, and glanced at the jury meanwhile, as if

to imply that he rather expected ]\rr. Winkle’s natural taste for

perjury would induce him to give some name which did not belong

to him.
“ Winkle,” replied the witness.

“ What’s your Christian name. Sir 1
’’ angrily inquired the little

judgo.

“Nathaniel, Sir.”

“ Daniel,—any other name f
”

“ Nathaniel, Sir—my Lord, I mean.”

“Nathaniel Daniel, or Daniel Nathaniel!

”

“No, my Lord, only Nathaniel—not Daniel at all.”

“ What did you tell me it was Daniel for, then, Sir !
” inquired

the judge.
“ I didn’t, my Lord,” replied Mr. Winkle.

“You did, Sir,” rejdiod the ju<lge, with a severe frown. “ How
could I have got Daniel on my notes, unless you told me so. Sir !

”

This argument was, of course, unanswerable.
^

“ Mr. Winkle has rather a short memory, my Lord,” interx)Osed

Mr. Skimpin, with another gla ce at the jury. “ We shall find

means to refresh it before we have quite done with him,<I dare

say.”

“ You had better be careful. Sir,” said the little judge, with a

sinister look at the witness.

Poor Mr. Winkle bowed, '^.nd endeavoured to feign an easiness

of manner, which, in his then state of confusion, gave him rather

the air of a disconcerted pickpocket.

“Now, Mr. Winkle,” said Mr. Skimpin, “attend to me, if you

please. Sir
;
and let me recommend you, for your own sake, to bear

in mind his Lordship’s injunctions to be careful. I believe you are

a particular friend of Mr. Pickwick, the defendant, are you not ?
”
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I have known Mr. Pickwick now, as v cil as I recollect at

this monent, nearly
—

”

“Pray, Mr. Winkle, do not evade the question. Are you, or

are you not, a particular friend of ihe defendant’s?'*
“ I was just about to say, that

—

”

“ Will you, or will you not, answer my question, Sir 1
”

“ If you don’t answer the question, you’ll be coininitted. Sir,'*

interposed the little Judge, looking over his note-book.

“Come, Sir,” said Mr. Skimpin, “yes or no, if you please.”

“Yes, I am,” replied Mr. Winkle.

“Yes, you are. And why couldn’t you say that at once, Sirl

Perhaps you know the plaintiff tool Eh, Mr. Winkle?”
“ I don’t know her

;
I’ve seen her.”

“Oh, you don’t know her, but you’ve seen her? Now, have

the goodness to tell the gentlemen of the jiuT what you mean by

ekat, Mr. Winkle.”
“ I mean that 1 am not intimate with her, but I have seen her

when I went to call on Mr. I'ickwick, in Goswell-street.”

“ How often have you seen her, Sir ?
**

“ How often ?
”

“ Yes, Mr. Winkle, how often ? I’ll rej)eat the question for you
a dozen times, if you require it, Sir.” And the learned gentleman,

with a firm and steady frown, placed his hands on his hips, and

smiled suspiciously to the jury.

On this question there arose the edifying brow -beating,

customary on such points. First of aU, Mr. Winkle said it was

quite impossible for him to say how many times he had seen Mrs.

Bardell. Then he was asked if he had seen her twenty times, to

which he replied, “Certainly,—more than that.” Then he was
asked whether he hadn’t seen her a hundred times- - whether he

couldn’t swear that he had seen her more tlian fifty times

—

whether he didn’t know that he had seen her at least seventy -five

times, and so forth
;
the satisfactory conclusion which was arrived

at, at last, being— that he had better take care of himself, and

mind what he was about. The witness having been by these

means reduced to the requisite ebb of nervous peqjlexity, the

examination was continued as follows— ,

“ Pray, Mr. Winkle, do you remember calling on the defendant

Pickwick at these apartments in the plaintifl’’8 house in Goswell-

street, on one particular morning, in the month of July last?”

“Yes, I do.**

“ Were you accompanied on that occasion by a friend of the

name of Tupman, and another of the name of Snodgrass ?
**

“ Yes, I was.” n o



458 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ Are they here ?
”

“Yes, they are”— replied Mr. Winkle, looking very Qamestlj

towards the spot where his friends were stationed.

“ Pray attend to me, Mr. Winkle, and never mind your friends
”

— said Mr. Skirapin, with another expressive look at the jury.

“ They must tell their stories without any previous consultation

with you, if none has yet taken place (another look at the jury).

Now, Sir, tell the gentlemen of the jury what you saw on entering

the defendant’s room, on this particular morning. Come; out

with it, Sir
;
we must have it, sooner or later.”

“ The defendant, Mr. Pickwick, was holding the plaintiff in his

arms, with his hands clasping her waist,” replied Mr. Winkle with

natural hesitation, “and the plaintiff appeared to have fainted away.”
“ Did you hear tlie defendant say anything ?

”

“I heard him call Mrs. Bardell a good creature, and I heard

him ask her to compose herself, for what a situation it was, if any

body should come, or words to that effect.”

“ Now, Mr. Winkle, I have only one more question to ask you,

and I beg you to bear in mind his lordship’s caution. Will you

undertake to swear that Pickwick, the defendant, did not say on

the occasion in question— ‘ My dear Mrs. Bardell, you’re a good

creature
;
compose yourself to this situation, for to this situation

you must come,* or words to that effect ?
”

“ I—I didn’t understand him so, certainly,” said Mr. Winkle,

astounded at this ingenious dove- tailing of the few words he had

heard. “ I was on the staircase, and couldn’t hear distinctly
;
the

impression on ray mind is
—

”

“ The gentlemen of the jury want none of the impressions on

your mind, Mr. Winkle, which I fear would be of little service to

honest, straight-forward men,” interposed Mr. Skimpin. “ You
were on the staircase, and didn’t distinctly hear

;
but you will not

swear that Pickwick did not make use of the expressions I nave

quoted ? Do I understand tin ?
”

“No, I will not,” replied Mr. Winkle; and down sat Mr.

Skimpin with a triumphant countenance.

Mr. Pickwick’s case had not gone off in so particularly happy a

manner, up to this ppint, that it could very well afford to have

any additional suspicion cas^ upon it. But as it could afford to

be placed in a rather better light, if possible, Mr. Phunky rose for

the purpose of getting something important out of Mr. Winkle in

cross-examination. Whether he did get anything important out

of him, will immediately appear.

“ I believe, Mr. Winkle,” said Mr. Phunky, “ that Mr. Pickwick

is not a young man Y
”
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“Oh no,” replied Mr. Winkle; “old eiioui,^]! to be my father”
“ Y€)ii ha\e told my learned friend that yoa have known Mr.

Pickwick a loiif? time. Ilad yon ever any reason to suppose or

believe that he was about to be married 1
”

“ Oh no
;
certainly not

;
” replied Mr. AVinkle with so much

eagerness, that Mr. Phunky ought to have got him out of the

box with all possible dispatch. Lawyers hold that there are two
kinds of particularly bad witnesses : a reluctant witness, and a too-

wiUing witness; it wfis Mr. Winkle’s fate to figure in both characters.

“ I will even go further than this, Mr. Winkle,” continuc<l Mr.

Phunky in a most smooth and complacent manner. “ J-)id you

ever see anything in Mr. Pickwick’s manner and conduct towards

tlje opposite sex to induce you to believe that he ever contemplated

matrimony of late years, in any (‘ase 1 ”

“Oh no; certainly not,” replied Mr. Winkle.

“Has his behaviour, when females have been in the case,

always been that of a man, who, having attained a pretty advanced

period of life, content with his own occupations and amusements,

treats them only as a Either might his daughters 1 ”

“ Not the least doubt of it,” replied Mr. Winkle, in the fulness

of his heart. “ That is—yes—oh yes—certainly.”

“You have never known anything in his behaviour towards

Mrs. Bardell, or any other female, in the least degree suspicious 1
”

said Mr. Phunky, preparing to sit down, for Serjeant Snubbin wm
winking at him.

“N— n— no,” replied Mr. Winkle, “except on one triiling

occasion, which, 1 have no doubt, might be easily explained.”

Now, if the unfortunate Mr. Phunky had sat down when
Serjeant Snubbin winked at him, or if Serjeant Buzfuz had

stopped this irregular cross-examination at the outset (which he

kn^^w better than to do
;
observing Mr. Winkle’s anxiety, and \vell

knowing it would, in all probability, lead to something serviceable

to him), this unfortunate admission would not have been elicited.

The moment the words fell from Mr. Winkle’s lips, Mr. Phunky
sat down, and Serjeant Snubbin rather hastily told him he might

leave the box, which Mr. Winkle prepared to do with great readi-

ness, when Serjeant Buzfuz stopped him. •

“Stay, Mr. Winkle—stay,” said Serjeant Buzfuz, “will your

lordship have the goodness to ask him, what this one instance of

suspicious behaviour towards females on the part of this gentleman,

who is old enough to be his father, was ?
”

“ You hear what the learned counsel says. Sir,” observed the

judge, turning to the miserable and agonized Mr. Winkle.
“ Describe the occasion to which you refer.”
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“ My lord,” said Mr. Winkle, trembling with anxiety, “ I—I’d

rather not.” •

“ Perhaps so,” said the little judge
;
“but you must.”

Amid the profound silence of the whole court, Mr. Winkle
faltered out, that the trifling circumstance of suspicion was Mr.
Pickwick’s being found in a lady’s sleeping apartment at midnight,

which had terminated, he believed, in the breaking oflf of the

projected marriage of the lady in question, and led, he knew, to

the whole party being forcibly carried before George Nupkins,

Esq., magistrate and justice of the peace, for the borough of

Ipswich 1

“ You may leave the box, Sir,” said Serjeant Snubbin. Mr.

Winkle did leave the box, and rushed with delirious haste to the

George and Vulture, where he was discovered some hours after, by
the waiter, groaning in a hollow and dismal manner, with his head

buried beneath the sofa cushions.

Tracy Tupman, and Augustus Snodgrass, were severally called

into the box ; both corroborated the testimony of their unhappy
friend

;
and each was driven to the verge of desperation by

excessive badgering.

Susannah Sanders was then called, and examined by Serjeant

Ruzfuz, and cross-examined by Seijeant Snubbin. Had always

said and believed that Mr. Pickwick would marry Mrs. Bardell

;

knew that Mrs. Bardell’s being engaged to Mr. Pickwick was the

current topic of conversation in the neighbourhood, after the

fainting in July
;
had been told it herself by Mrs. Mudberry which

kept a mangle, and Mrs. Bunkin which clear-starched, but did not

see either Mrs. Mudberry or Mrs. Bunkin in court. Had heard

Mr. Pickwick ask the little boy how he should like to have

another father. Did not know that Mrs. Bardell was at that

time keeping company with the baker, but did know that ,the

baker was then a single man and is now married. Couldn’t swear

that Mrs. Bardell was not ve*/ fond of the baker, but should

think that the baker was not very fond of Mrs. Bardell, or he

wouldn’t have married somebody elsa Thought Mrs. Bardell

fainted away on the morning in July, because Mr. Pickwick asked

her to name the day
;
knew that she (witness) fainted away stone

dead when Mr. Sanders askel her to name the day, and believed

that everybody as called herself a lady would do the same, under

similar circumstances. Heard Mr. Pickwick ask the boy the

question about the marbles, but upon her oath did not know the

difference between an alley tor and a commoney.

By the Ooukt—During the period of her keeping company
with Mr. Sanders had received love letters, like other ladies. In
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the course of their correspondence Mr. Sanders had often called

her a i(duck,’' but never “chops,” or “toinata sauce.” Ho was

particularly fond of ducks. Perhaps if he had been as fond

of chops and tomata sauce, he might have called her that, as a

term of affection.

Serjeant Biizfuz now rose with more importance than he had

yet exhibited, if that were possible, and vociferated “ Call Samuel
Weller.”

It was quite unnecessary to call Samuel Weller, for Samuel
Weller stepped briskly into the box the instant his name was

pronounced
;
and placing his hat on the floor, and his arms on the

rail, took a bird’s-eye view of the bar, and a compreliensive survey

of the bench with a remarkably chcerfid and lively aspect.

“What’s your name. Sir?” enquired the judge.
“ Sam Weller, my Lord,” replied that gentleman.
“ Do you spell it with a ‘ V * or a ‘W ’

1 ” enquired the

Judge.
“That depends upon the taste and fancy of the speller, my

Lord,” replied Sam, “ I never had occasion to spell it more than

once or twice in my life, but I spells it with a ‘ V.’
”

Here a voice in the gallery exclaimed aloud, “ Quite right too,

Samivel
;
quite right. Put it down a we, my Lord, put it down

a we.”

“Who is that, that dares to address the Court?” said the

little Judge, looking up, “ Usher.”

“Yes, my Lord.”
“ Bring that person here instantly.”

“Yes, my Lord,”

But as the usher didn’t find the person, he didn’t bring him
;

and, after a great commotion, all the people who had got up to

look for the culprit, sat down again. The little Judge turned to

the witness as soon as his indignation would allow him to speak,

and said

—

“ Do you know who that was. Sir ?
”

“ I rayther suspect it was my father, my Lord,” replied Sam.

“Do you see him here now?” said the Judge.
“ No, I don’t, my Lord,” replied Sam, glaring right up into the

lantern in the roof of the Court.
“ If you could have pointed him out, I would have committed

him instantly,” said the Judge. [Sam bowed his acknowledgments

and turned, with unimpaired cheerfulness of countenance, towards

Serjeant Buzfuz.
“ Now, Mr. Weller,” said Serjeant Buzfuz.

“ Now, Sir,” replied Sam,
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“I believe you are in the service of Mr. PickwMck, the

defendant in this case. Speak up, if you please, Mr. AN^eiV'r.’*

“ I mean to speak up, Sir,” replied Sam, ‘‘ I am in the service

o' that 'ere gen'l'man, and a wery good service it is."

“Little to do, and plenty to get, I suppose?" said Serjeant

Buzfuz, with jocularity.

“ Oh, quite enough to get. Sir, as the soldier said ven they

ordered him three hundred and fifty hushes, ” replied Sam.

“You must not tell us what the soldier, or any other man,
said. Sir," interposed the Judge, “it's not evidence."

“ Wery good, my Lord," replied Sam.
“ Do you recollect anything particular happening on the morn-

ing when you were first engaged by the defendant, eh, Mr. Weller ?"

said Serjeant Buzfuz.

“Yes I do, Sir,” replied Sam.
“ Have the goodness to tell the jury what it was."
“ I had a reg'lar new fit out o' clothes that mornin', gen'l'men

of the jury," said Sam, “and that was a wery partickler and
uncommon circumstance vith me in those days."

Hereupon there was a general laugh ; and the little Judge,

looking with an angry countenance over his desk, said, “You had

better be careful, Sir."

“ So Mr. Pickwick said at the time, my Lord," replied Sam,
“ and I was wery careful o' that 'ere suit o' clothes

;
wery careful

indeed, my Lord."

The Judge looked sternly at Sam for full two minutes, but

Sam's features were so perfectly calm and serene that he said

nothing, and motioned Serjeant Buzfuz to proceed.

“ Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Weller,” said Serjeaut Buzfuz,

folding his arms emphatically, and tirrning half round to the jury,

as if in mute assuraiic.e that he would bother the witness yej

—

“ Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Weller, that you saw nothing of

this fainting on the part of he plaintiff in the arms of the

defendant, which you have heard described by the witnesses ?
”

“ Certainly not,” replied Sam, “ I was in the passage 'till they

called me up, and then the old lady was not there."

“Now, attend, Mr.^ Weller," said Serjeant Buzfuz, dipping a

large pen into the inkstand Before him, for the purpose of fright-

ening Sam with a show of taking down his answer. “You were

in the passage and yet saw nothing of what was going forward.

Have you a pair of eyes, Mr. Weller?”
“ Yes, I have a pair of eyes,” replied Sam, “ and that’s just it.

If they wos a pair o' patent double million magnifyin' gas micro-

scopes of hextra power, p'raps I miglit be able to see through a
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flight o’ stairs and a deal door
;
but bein’ only eyes you see, my

wision’a limited.”

At this answer, which was delivered without the slightest ap-

pearance of irritation, and with the most complete simplicity and

equanimity of manner, the spectators tittered, the little Judge
smiled, and Serjeant Buzfuz looked particularly foolish. After a

short consultation with Dodson and Fogg, the learned Serjeant

again turned towards Sam, and said, with a painful effort to con-

ceal his vexation, “Now, Mr. Weller, I’ll ask you a question on

another point, if you please.”

“If you please. Sir,” rejoined Sam, with the utmost good-

humour.
“ Do you remember going up to Mrs. Bardell’s house, one night

in November last ?
”

“ Oh yes, wery well.”

“Oh, you do remember that, Mr. Weller,” said Serjeant

Buzfuz, recovering his spirits, “ I thought we should get at some-

thing at last.”

“ I rayther thought that, too. Sir,” replied Sam
;
and at this

the spectators tittered again.

“ Well
^

I suppose you went up to have a little talk about this

trial—eh, Mr. Weller? ’’said Serjeant Buzfuz, looking knowingly

at the jury.

“ I went up to pay the rent
;
but we did get a talkin’ about

the trial,” replied Sarn.

“ Oh you did get a talking about the trial,” said Serjeant

Buzfuz, brightening up with the anticipation of some important

discovery. “ Now what passed about the trial
;

will you have the

goodness to tell us, Mr, Weller?”

“Vith all the pleasure in life. Sir,” replied Sam. “Arter a

few unimportant obserwatious from the two wdrtuous females as

has been examined here to-day, the ladies gets into a very great

state o’ admiration at the honorable conduct of Mr. Dodson and

Fogg—them two gen’l’men as is settin’ near you now.” This, of

course, drew general attention to Dodson and Fogg, who looked

as virtuous as possible.

“The attornies for the plaintiff,” sai(l Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz,

“well they spoke in high praise of the honorable conduct of

Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, the attornies for the plaintiff, did

they?”

“Yes,” said Sam, “they said what a wery geu’rous thing it

was o’ them to have taken up the case on spec, and to charge

nothin’ at all for costs, unless they got ’em out of Mr. Pickwick.”

At this very unexpected reply, the spectators tittered again^
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and Dodson and Fogg, turning very red, leant over to Serjeant

Buzfuz, and in a hurried manner whispered something in ids ear.

“You are quite right,” said Serjeant Buzfuz aloud, with

aflfected composure. “ It^s perfectly useless, my Lord, attempting

to get at any evidence through the impenetrable stupidity of this

witness. I will not trouble the court by asking him any more
questions. Stand down. Sir.”

“ Would any other gcnTman like to ask me anythin’ 1 ” in-

quired Sam, taking up his hat, and looking lound most deliber-

ately.

“Not I, Mr. Weller, thank you,” said Serjeant Snubbin,

laughing.

“You may go down, Sir,” said Serjeant Buzfuz, waving his

hand impatiently. Sam went down accordingly, after doing

Messrs. Dodson and Fogg’s case as much harm as he conveniently

could, and saying just as little respecting Mr. Pickwick as might
be, which was precisely the object he had had in view all along.

“I have no objection to admit, my Lord,” said Serjeant

Snubbin, “ if it will save the examination of another witness, that

Mr. Pickwick has retired from business, and is a gentleman of

considerable independent property.”

“ Very well,” said Serjeant Buzfuz, putting in the two letters

for the clerk to read, “Then that’s my case, my Lord.”

Serjeant Snubbin then addressed the jury on behalf of the de-

fendant
;
and a very long and a veiy emphatic address he delivered,

in which he bestowed the highest possible eidogiums on the conduct

and character of Mr. Pickwick, but inasmuch as our readers are

far better able to form a correct estimate of that gentleman’s

merits and deserts, than Serjeant Snubbin could possibly be, we
do not feel called upon to enter at any length into the learned

gentleman’s observations. He attempted to show that the letl^rs

which had been exhibited, merely related to Mr. Pickwick’s

dinner, or to the preparations fox receiving him in his apartments

on his return from some country excursion. It is sufficient to add

in general terms, that he did the best he could for Mr. Pickwick
;

and the best, as every body knows, on the infallible authority of

the old adage, coidd do iio more.

Mr. Justice Starcleigh sui imed up, in the old-established and

most approved form. He read as much of his notes to the jury as

he could decipher on so short a notice, and made running comments
on the evidence as he went along. If Mrs. Bardell was right, it

was perfectly clear Mr. Pickwick was wrong, and if they thought

the evidence of Mrs. Cluppins worthy of credence they would

believe it, and, if they didn’t, why they wouldn’t. If they were



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 406

satisfied that a breach of promise of marriage had been committed,

they ^uld find for the plaintiff with such damages as they thought

proper
;
and if, on the other hand, it appears to them that no

promise of marriage had ever been given, they would find for the

defendant with no damages at all. The jury then retired to their

private room to talk the matter over, and the Judge retired to hU
private room, to refresh himself with a mutton chop and a glass of

sherry.

An anxious quarter of an hour elapsed
;
the jury came hack, and

the judge was fetched in. Mr. Pickwdck put on his spectacles,

and gazed at the foreman w’ith an agitated countenance and a

quickly beating heart.

“Gentlemen,” said the individual in black, “are you all agreed

upon your verdict ?
”

“We are,” replied the foreman.
“ Do you find for the plaintiff, gentlemen, or for the de-

fendant ?
”

“ Fur tlie plaintiff.”

“With what damages, gentlemen?”
“ Seven hundred and fifty pounds.”

]\Ir. Pickwick took off his spectacles, carefully wiped the glasses,

folded them into the case, and put them in his f)ocket
;
then Iiaving

drawn on his gloves wdth great nicety, an<l stared at the foreman

all the while, he mechanically followed Mr. IV‘rker and the blue

bag out of court.

They stopped in a side room while Perker paid the court fees

;

and here Mr. Pickwick w^as joined by his friends. Here, toti, he

encountered Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, rubbing their hands with

every token of outward satisfaction.

“ Well, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Well, Sir,” said Dodson, for self and partner.

“You imagine you’ll get your costs, don’t you, gentlemen?”

said Mr. Pickwick.

Fogg said they thought it rather probable
;
and Dodson smiled,

and said they’d try.

“ You may try, and try, and try again, IMessrs. Dodson and

Fogg,” said Mr. Pickwick vehemently, “ bftt not one farthing of

costs or damages do you ever get from me, if I spend the rest of

my existence in a debtor’s prison.”

“ Ha, ha !
” said Dodson, “ You’ll think better of that, before

next term, Mr. Pickwick.”
“ He, he, he ! We’ll soon see about that, Mr. Pickwick,”

grinned Fogg.

Speechless with indignation, Mr. Pickwick allowed himself to
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be led by his solicitor and friends to the door, and there assisted

into a hackney-coach, which had been fetched for the purpcSSe, by

the ever watchful Sam Weller.

Sam had put up the steps, and was preparing to jump upon the

box, when he felt himself gently touched on the shoulder
; and,

looking round, his father stood before him. The old gentleman’s

countenance wore a mournful expression, as he shook his head

gravely and said, in warning accents

—

“I know’d what ’ud come o* this here mode o’ doin bisness.

Oh Sammy, Sammy, vy wom’t there a alleybi 1

”

CHAPTER XXXIV.

IN WHICH MR. PICKWICK THINKS HE HAD BETTER 00 TO BATH
;

AND GOES ACCORDINGLY.

“ But surely, my dear Sir,” said little Perker, as he stood in Mr.

Pickwick’s apartment on the morning after the trial— ** Surely you

don’t really mean—really and seriously now, and irritation apart

—

that you won’t pay these costs and damages 1
”

“ Not one halfpenny,” said Mr. Pickwick, firmly
;

“ not one half-

penny.”
“ Hooroar for the principle, as the money-lender said ven he

vouldn’t renew the bill,” observed Mr. Weller, who was clearing

away the breakfast things.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ have the goodness to step down
stairs.”

“ Cert’nly, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller ;
and acting on Mr. Pickwick’s

gentle hint, Sam retired.

“No, Perker,” said Mr. Pickwick, with great seriousness of

manner, “ my friends here, have endeavoured to dissuade me from

this determination, but without avail I shall employ myself as

usual, until the opposite party have the power of issuing a legal

process of execution against me; and if they are vile enough

to avail themselves of^it, and to arrest my person, I shall yield

myself up with perfect cheeriulness and content of heart. When
can they do this ?

”

“ They can issue execution, my dear Sir, for the amount of the

damages and taxed costs, next term,” replied Perker, “just twe

months hence, my dear Sir.”

“ Very good,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Until that time, my dear

fellow, let me hear no more of the matter. And now,” continued
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Mr. Pickwick, looking round on his friends with a good-Iuiinoured

smile, tand a epurkle in the eye which no spectacles could dim or

conceal, “ the only question is, Where shall we go to next ?
”

Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass were too much affected by their

friend’s heroism to offer any reply. Mr. Winkle had not yet

sufficiently recovered the recollection of his evidence at the trial,

to make any observation on any subject, so Mr. Pickwick paused

in vain.

“ Well,” said that gentleman, “ if you leave me to suggest our

destination, I say Bath. I think none of us have ever been

there.”

Nobody had ; and as the proposition was warmly seconded by
Perker, who considered it extremely probable that if Iff r. Pickwick

saw a little change and gaiety he would be inclined to think better

of his determination, and worse of a debtor’s prison, it was carried

unanimously : and Sam was at once dispatched to the White
Horse Cellar, to take five places by the half- past seven o’clock

coach, next morning.

There were just two places to be had inside, and just three to

be had out; so Sam Weller booked for them all, and having

exchanged a few compliments with the booking-office clerk on the

subject of a pewter half-crown which was tendered him as a portion

of his change,” walked back to the George and Vulture, where

he was pretty busily employed till bed-time in reducing clothes

and linen into the smallest possible compass, and exerting his

mechanical genius in constructing a variety of ingenious devices for

keeping the lids on boxes which had neither locks nor hinges.

The next was a very unpropitious morning for a journey

—

muggy, damp, and drizzly. The horses in the stages that were

going out, and had come through the city, were smoking so, that

thp^outside passengers were invisible. The newspaper-sellers looked

moist and smelt mouldy
;
the wet ran off the hats of the orange-

venders as they thrust their heads into the coach windows, and
diluted the insides in a refreshing manner. The Jews with the

fifty-bladed penknives shut them up in despair
;
and the men with

the pocket-books made pocket-booli of them. Watch-guards and

toasting-forks were alike at a discount, and^encil-cases and sponge

were a drug in the market.

Leaving Sam Weller to rescue the luggage from the seven or

eight porters who flung themselves savagely upon it, the moment
the coach stopped, and finding that they were about twenty

minutes too early, Mr. Pickwick and his friends went for shelter

into the travellers’ room—the last resource of human dejection.

The travellers’ room at the White Horse Cellar is of course
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uncomfortable; it would be no travellers’ room if it were not. It is

the right-hand parlour, into which an aspiring kitchen fire-place

appears to have walked, accompanied by a rebellious poker, tongs,

and shovel. It is divided into boxes, for the solitary confinement

of travellers, and is furnished with a clock, a looking-glass, and a

live waiter, which latter article is kept in a small kennel for

washing glasses, in a corner of the apartment.

One of these boxes was occupied on ibis particular occasion by
a stern-eyed man of about five-and-forty, who had a bald and glossy

forehead, with a good deal of black hair at the sides and back of

his head, and large black whiskers. He was buttoned up to the

chin in a brown coat ; and had a large seal-skin travelling-cap, and
a great-coat and cloak lying on the seat beside him. He looked up
from his breakfast as Mr. Pickwick entered, with a fierce and
peremptory air, which was very dignified

;
and having scrutinized

that gentleman and his companions to his entire satisfaction,

hummed a tune, in a manner which seemed to say that he rather

suspected somebody wanted to take advantage of him, but it

wouldn’t do.

“ Waiter,” said the gentleman with the whiskers.
“ Sir 1 ” replied a man with a dirty complexion, and a towel of

the same, emerging from the kennel before mentioned.
“ Some more toast”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ Buttered toast, mind,” said the gentleman, fiercely.

“ D’rectly, Sir,” replied the waiter.

The gentleman with the whiskers hummed a tune in the same
manner as before, and pending the arrival of the toast, advanced

to the front of the fire, and, taking his coat tails under his arms,

looked at his boots and ruminated.

“I wonder whereabouts in Bath this coach puts up,” said Jdr,

Pickwick, mildly addressing Mr. Winkle.
“ Hum—eh—what’s that 1

’ said the strange man.

“I made an observation to my friend. Sir,” replied Mr. Pick-

wick, always ready to enter into conversation. “ I wondered at

what house the Bath coach put up. Perhaps you can inform me.”
“ Are you going to Bath 1 ” said the strange man.
“ I am, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ And those other gentlemen ?

”

“ They are going also,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Not inside—I’U be damned if you’re going inside,” said the

strange man.
“ Not all of us,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ No, not all of you,” said the strange man emphatically. “ I’ve
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taken two places. If they try to squeeze six people into an

inferiAl box that only holds four, I'll take a post-chaise and bring

an action. I’ve paid my fare. It won’t do
;

I told the clerk

when I took my places that it wouldn’t do. I know these things

have been done. I know they ai*e done every day, but I never

was done, and I never will be. Those who know me best, best

know it
;
crush me !

” Here the fierce gentleman rang the bell

with great violence, and told the waiter he’d better bring the

toast in five seconds, or he’d know the reason why.

“IVly dear Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “you will allow me to

observe that this is a very unnecessary display of excitement. I

have only taken places inside, for two.”
“ I am glad to hear it,” said the fierce man. “ I withdraw my

exj)ressions. I tender an apology. There’s my card. Give me
your acquaintance.”

“ With great pleasure. Sir,” replied IMr. Pickwick. “ Wc are to

be fellow travellers, and I hope we shall find each other’s society

mutually agreeable.”

“ I hope we shall,” said the fierce gentleman. “ I know we
shall. I like your looks; they please me. Gentlemen, your

hands and names. Know me.”

Of course, an interchange of friendly salutations followed this

gracious speech
;
and the fierce gentleman immediately proceeded

to inform the friends in the same short abrupt jerking sentences,

that his name was Dowler, that he was going to Bath on pleasure,

that he was formerly in the army, that he had now set up in

business as a gentleman, that he lived upon the profits, and that

the individual for whom the second place was taken, was a per-

sonage no less illustrious than IMrs. Dowler, his lady wife.

“ She’s a fine woman,” said Mr. Dowler. “ I am proud of her.

I h^ve reason.”

“ I hope I shall have the pleasure of judging,” said ]\Ir. Pick-

wick with a smile.

“You shall,” replied Dowler. “She shall know you. She

shall esteem you. I courted her under singular circumstances. I

won her through a rash vow. Thus. I saw her
;

I loved her ; I

proposed
;

she refused me.— * You love Another ?
’—

‘ Spare my
blushes.’—*I know him.’—‘You da' ‘Very good, if he remains

' here, I’ll skin him.’
”

“ Lord bless me !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick involuntarily.

“Did you skin the gentleman, Sir?” inquired Mr. Winkle, with

a very pale face.

“ I wrote him a note. I said it was a painful thing. And so

it was.”
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“ Certainly/’ interposed Mr. Winkle.

I said I had pledged my word as a gentleman to skiif him.

My character was at stake. I had no alternative. As an officer

in His Majesty’s service, I was bound to do it. I regretted the

necessity, but it must be done. He was open to conviction. He
saw that the rules of the service were imperative. He fled. 1

married her. Here’s the coach. That’s her head.”

As Mr. Howler concluded, he pointed to a stage which had just

driven up : from the open window of which, a lather pretty face

in a bright blue bonnet was looking among the crowd on the pave-

ment, most probably for the rash man himself. Mr. Dowler paid his

bill and hurried out with his travelling-cap, coat, and cloak
;
and

Mr. Pickwick and his friends followed to secure their places.

Mr. Tujjman and Mr. Snodgrass had seated themselves at the

back part of the coach; Mr. Winkle had got inside, and Mr.

Pickwick was preparing to follow him, when Sam Weller came up
to his master, and whispering in his ear, begged to speak to him,

with an air of the deepest mystery.

“Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ what’s the matter now ?

”

“ Here’s rayther a rum go, Sir,” replied Sam.
“ What ?

” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ This here. Sir,” rejoined Sam, “ I’m wery much afeerd. Sir,

that the properiator o’ this here coach is a playin’ some imperence

vith us.”

“How is that, Sam?” said Mr. Pickwick; “aren’t the names
down oil the way-bill ?

”

“ The names is not only down on the vay-bill, Sir,” replied Sam,

“but they’ve painted vun on ’em up, on the door o’ the coach.”

As Sam spoke, he pointed to that part of the coach door on which

the proprietor’s name usually appears
;
and there sure enough, in

gilt letters of a goodly size, was the magic name of Pickwick k
“ Dear me,” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, quite staggered by the

coincidence
;

“ what a very extraordinary thing !

”

“Yes, but that ain’t all,” said Sam, again directing his master’s

attention to the coach door
;
“ not content vith writin’ up Pick-

wick, they puts ‘Moses’ afore it, vich I call addin’ insult to

injury, as the parrot s&id ven they not only took him from his

native land, but made him talk the English langvidge artervards.”

“ It’s odd enough certainly, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick
; “but if

we stand talking here, we shall lose our places.”

*“ Wot, ain’t nothin’ to be done in consequence. Sir ? ” exclaimed

Sam, perfectly aghast at the coolness with which Mr. Pickwick

prepared to ensconce himself inside.

“ Done !
” said Mr. Pickwick. “ What should be done ?

”
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“ Ain’t nobody to be whopped for takin’ this here liberty, Sir ?
”

said Mr. Weller, who had expected that at least he would have been

commissioned to challenge the guard and coachman to a pugilistic

encounter on the spot.

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Pickwick eagerly
;
“ not on any

account. Jump up to your seat directly.”

“ I’m wery much afeerd,” muttered Sam to himself, as he turned

away, “that somethin’ queer’s come over the governor, or he’d

never ha’ stood this so quiet. I hope that ’ere trial hasn’t broken

his spirit, but it looks bad : wery bad.” Mr. Weller shook his head

gravely
;
and it is worthy of remark, as an illustration of the

manner in which he took this circumstance to heart, that he did

not speak another word until the coach reached the Kensington

turnpike, which was so long a time for him to remain taciturn,

that the fact may be considered wholly unprecedented.

Nothing worthy of special mention occurred during the journey.

Mr. Dowler related a variety of anecdotes, all illustrative of his

own personal prowess and desperation, and appealed to Mrs.

Dowler in corroboration thereof; when Mrs. Dowler invariably

brought in, in the form of an appendix, some remarkable fact or

circumstance which Mr. Dowler had forgotten, or had i>erhap8

through modesty omitted, for the addenda in every instance went

to show that Mr. Dowler was even a more wonderful fellow tlian

he made himself out to be. Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle
listened with great admiration, and at intervals conversed with

Mrs. Dowler, who was a very agreeable and biscinating person. So,

what between Mr. Dowler’s stories, and Mrs. Dowler’s charms, and

Mr. Pickwick’s good humour, and Mr. Winkle’s good listening, the

insides contrived to be very companionable all the way.

The outsides did as outsides always do. They were very clieer-

ful and talkative at the beginning of every stage, and very dismal

anS sleepy in the middle, and very bright and wakeful again,

towards the end. There was one young gentleman in an India-

rubber cloak, who smoked cigars all day
;
and there was another

young gentleman in a parody upon a great coat, who lighted a

good many, and feeling obviously unsettled after the second whiff,

threw them away when he thought noboily was looking at him.

There was a third young man on the box who wished to be learned

in cattle, and an old one behind, who was familiar with farming.

There was a constant succession of Christian names in smock frocks

and white coats, who were invited to have a “lift ” by the guard,

and who knew every horse and hostler on the road and off it
;
and

there was a dinner which would have been cheap at half-a-crown

a mouth, if any moderate number of mouths could have eat it in
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the time. And at seven o’clock p.m., Mr. Pickwick and hii

friends, and Mr. Dowler and his wife, respectively retired tq. their

private sitting-rooms at the White Hart hotel, opposite the great

pump room, Bath, where the waiters, from their costume, might
be mistaken for Westminster boys, only they destroy the illusion

by behaving themselves so much better.

Breakfast had scarcely been cleared away on the succeeding

morning, when a waiter brought in Mi. Howler’s card, with a

request to be allowed permission to introduce a friend. Mr. Dowler
at once followed up the delivery of the card, by biinging himself

and the friend also.

The friend waa a charming young man of not much more than

fifty, dressed in a very bright blue coat with resplendent buttons,

black trousers, and the thinnest possible pair of highly-polished

boots. A gold eye-glass was suspended from his neck by a short

broad black ribbon
;

a gold snuff-box was lightly clasped in his

left hand, gold rings innumerable glittered on his fingers, and a

large diamond pin set in gold glistened in his shirt frill. He had
a gold watch, and a gold curb chain with large gold seals

;
and he

carried a pliant ebony cane with a heavy gold top. His linen was
of the very whitest, finest, and stiffest

;
his wig of the glossiest,

blackest, and curliest. His snuff was princes’ mixture
;

his scent

bouquet du roi. His features were contracted into a perpetual

smile
;
and his teeth were in such perfect order that it was difficult

at a small distance to tell the real ones from the false.

“Mr. Pickwick,” said Dowler; “my friend, Angelo Cyrus

Bantam, Esquire, M. 0. Bantam; Mr. Pickwick. Know each

other.”

“Welcome to Ba—ath, Sir. This is indeed an acquisition.

Most welcome to Ba—ath, Sir. It is long— very long, Mr.

Pickwick, since you drank the waters. It appears an age, Mr,

Pickwick. Re—markable !

” ^

Such were the expressions \..th which Angelo Cjtus Bantam,

Esquire, M. 0., took Mr. Pickwick’s hand; retaining it in his

meantime, and shrugging up his shoulders with a constant

succession of bows, as if he really could not make up his mind to

the trial of letting it gck again.

“ It is a very long time '’ince I drank the waters, certainly,”

replied Mr. Pickwick
;
“for to the best of my knowledge, I was

never here before.”

“ Never in Ba—ath, Mr. Pickwick !
” exclaimed the Grand

Master, letting the hand fall in astonishment. “Never in

Ba—ath ! He ! he ! Mr. Pickwick, you are a wag. Not bad,

not bad. Good, good. He ! he 1 he ! Re—markable I

”
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“To my shame, I must say that I am perfectly serious,”

rejoiiitd Mr. Pickwick. “I really never was here, before.”

“ Oh, 1 see,” exclaimed the Oraiid Master, looking extremely

pleased
;
“ Yes, yes—good, good—better and better. You are the

gentleman of whom we have heard. Yes
;
we know you, Mr.

Pickwick; we know you.”

“The reports of the trial in those confounded papers,” thought

Mr. Pickwick. “They have heard all about me.”
“ You are the gentleman residing on Olapliam Green,” resumed

Bantam, “ who lost the use of his limbs from imprudently taking

cold after port wine—who could not be moved in consequence of

acute suffering, and who had the water from the King’s Bath
bottled at one hundred and three degrees, and sent by waggon to

his bed-room in town, wliere he bathed, sneezed, and same day

recovered. Very remarkable !

”

Mr. Ihckwick acknowledged the compliment which the supposi-

tion implied, but had the self-dcnijil to repudiate it, notwithstand-

ing
;
and taking advantage of a moment’s silence on the ptirt of

the M. C., begged to introduce his friends, Mr. Tupinan, Mr.

Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass— an introduction which of course

overwhelmed the ]\I. 0. with delight and honour.

“Bantam,” said Mr. Dowler, “Mr. I^ickwick and his friends

are strangers. They must put their names down. Where’s the

book ?
”

“ The register of the distinguished visiters in Ba—ath will be

at the Pump Room this morning at twm o'clock,” replied the M. G.

“ Will you guide our friends to that splendid building, and enable

me to procure their autographs ?
”

“I will,” rejoined Dowler. “This is a long call. It's time to

go. I shall be here again in an hour. Come.”
“ This is a ball night,” said the M. C., again taking IMr. Pickwic^k’s

hand, as he rose to go. “ The ball-nights in Ba—ath are moments
snatched from Paradise; rendered bewitching by music, beauty,

elegance, fashion, etiquette, and—and—above all, by the aljscnce

of tradespeople, who are quite inconsistent with Paradise, and who
have an amalgamation of themselves at the Guildhall every fort-

night, which is, to say the least, remarkable. Good bye, good

bye I
” and protesting all the way down stairs that he was most

satisfied, and most delighted, and most overpowered, and most

flattered, Angelo Cyrus Bantam, Esquire, M. C., stepped into a

very elegant chariot that waited at the door, and rattled off.

At the appointed hour, Mr. Pickwick and his friends, escorted

by Dowler, repaired to the Assembly Rooms, and wrote their

names down in the book—an instance of condescension at which
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Angelo Bantam was even more overpowered than before. Tickets

of admission to that evening’s assembly were to have l»een pre-

pared for the whole party, but as they were not ready, Mr.

Pickwick undertook, despite all the protestations to the contrary of

Angelo Bantam, to send Sam for them at four o’clock in the after-

noon, to the M. C.’s house in Queen Square. Having taken a

short walk through the city, and arrived at the unanimous con-

clusion that Park Street was very much like the perpendicular

streets a man sees in a dream, which he cannot ,'^et up for the life

of him, they returned to the White Hart, and dispatched Sam on

the errand to which his master had pledged him.

Sam Weller put on his hat in a very easy and graceful manner,

and thrusting his hands in his waistcoat pockets, walked with

great deliberation to Queen Square, whistling as he went along,

several of the most popular airs of the day, as arranged with

entirely new movements for that noble instrument the organ, either

mouth or barrel. Arriving at the number in Queen Square to

which he had been directed, he left off whistling, and gave a

cheerful knock
;
which was instantaneously answered by a powdered-

headed footman in gorgeous livery, and symmetrical stature.

Is this here Mr. Bantam’s, old feller ? ” inquired Sam Weller,

nothing abashed by the blaze of splendour which burst upon his

sight, in the person of the powdered-headed footman with the

gorgeous lively.

“ Why, young man ?
” was the haughty inquiry of the powdered-

headed footman,
“ ’Cos if it is, jist you step into him with that ’ere card, and

say Mr. Veller’s a waitin’, will you, six-foot?” said Sam. And
saying it, he very coolly walked into the hall, and sat down.

The powdered-headed footman slammed the door very hard, and

scowled very grandly, but both the slam and the scowl were ^lost

upon Sam, who was regarding a mahogany umbrella stand with

every outward token of eritical approval.

Apparently his master’s reception of the card had impressed the

powdered-headed footman in Sam’s favour, for when he came back

from delivering it, he smiled in a friendly manner, and said that

the answer would be ready directly.

“Wery good,” said Sam. “Tell the old gen’lm’n not to put

himself in a pespiration. No hiu*ry, six-foot. I’ve had my dinner.”

“You dine early. Sir,” said the powdered-headed footman.

.

“ I find I gets on better at supper when I does,” replied Sam.
“Have you been long in Batli, Sir?” inquired the powdered-

beaded footman. “ I have not had the pleasure of hearing of you

before.”
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**
I haven't created any wery sui-prisin’ sensation here yet,’’

rejoined Sam, “for me and the other fasli’iiables only come, last

night.”

“ Nice place, Sir,” said the powdered-headed footman.
“ Seems so,” observed Sam.
“ Pleasant society. Sir,” remarked the powdered-headed footman.

“Very agreeable servants. Sir.”

“ I should think they wos,” replied Sam. “ Affable, unaffected,

say-nothin’-to-nobody sort o’ fellers.”

“ Oh, very much so, indeed. Sir,” said the pow(k*re<] -headed

footman, evidently taking Sam’s remark as a high compliment.

“Very much so indeed. Do you do any thing in this way. Sir?”

inquired the tall footman, producing a small snuff-box with a fox’s

head on the top of it.

“Not without sneezing,” replied Sam.

“Why, it is difficult. Sir, I confess,” said the tall footman.

“It may be done by degrees, Sir. Coffee is the best practice. I

carried coffee, Sir, for a long time. It looks very like rappee,

Sir.”

Here a sharp peal at the bell reduced the powdered-headed

footman to the ignominious necessity of putting the fox’s hejid

in his pocket, and hastening with a humble countenance to Mr.

Bantam’s “ study.” By the by, we scarcely ever knew a man who
never read or wrote either, who hadn’t got some small back

parlour which he would call a study.

“ There is the answer. Sir,” said the powdered-headed footman.
“ I am afraid you’ll find it inconveniently large.”

“Don’t mention it,” said Sam, taking a letter with a small

enclosure. “ It’s just possible as exhausted natiu* may manage to

eurwive it.”

“ I hope we shall meet again. Sir,” said the powdered-beaded

footman, rubbing his hands, and following Sam out to the door-

step.

“ You are wery obligin’. Sir,” replied Sam. “ Now, don’t allow

yourself to be fatigued beyond your powers, there’s a amiable bein’.

Consider what you owe to society, and don’t let yourself be injured

by too much work. For the sake o’ your feller creeturs, keep

yourself as quiet as you can
;
only think what a loss you would

be.” With these pathetic words, Sam Weller departed.

“ A very singular young man that,” said the powdered-headed

footman, looking after Mr. Weller with a countenance which clearly

showed he could make nothing of him,

Sam said nothing at all. He winked, shook his head, smiled,

winked again
;

and with an expression of countenance which
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seemed to denote that he wajs greatly amused with something or

other, walked merrily away. o

At precisely twenty minutes before eight o'clock that night,

Angelo Cyrus Bantam, Esquire, the Master of the Ceremonies,

emerged from his chariot at the door of the Assembly Rooms in

the same wig, the same teeth, the same eye-glass, the same watch

and seals, the same rings, the same shirt-pin, and the same cane.

The only observable alterations in his ajmearance were, that he

wore a brighter blue coat, with a white silk lining, black tights,

black silk stockings, and pumps, and a white waistcoat, and was,

if possible, just a thought more scented.

Thus attired, the Master of the Ceremonies, in strict discharge

of the important duties of his all-important office, planted himself

in the rooms to receive the company.

Bath being full, the company, and the sixpences for tea, poured

in, in shoals. In the ball-room, the long card-room, the octagonal

card-room, the staircases, and the passages, the hum of many
voices, and the sound of many feet, were perfectly bewildering.

Dresses rustled, feathers waved, lights shone, and jewels sparkled.

There was the music—not of the quadrille band, for it had not

yet commenced
;

but the music of soft tiny footsteps, with now
and then a clear merry laugh—low and gentle, but very pleasant

to hear in a female voice, whether in Bath or elsewhere. Brilliant

eyes, lighted up with pleasurable expectation, gleamed from every

>ide
;

and look where you would, some exquisite form glided

giacefully through the throng, and was no sooner lost, than it was
replaced by another, as dainty and bewitching.

In the tea-room, and hovering round the card-tables, were a

vast number of queer old ladies and decrepid old gentlemen, dis-

cussing all the small talk and scandal of the day, with an evident

relish and gusto which sufficiently bespoke the intensity of the

pleasure they derived from the occupation. Mingled with ttiese

groups were three or four matoumaking mammas, appearing to be

wholly absorbed by the conversation in which they were taking

part, but failing not from time to time to cast an anxious sidelong

glance upon their daughters, who, remembering the maternal

injunction to make the best use of their time, had already com-

menced incipient flirtations in the mislaying scarfs, putting on

gloves, setting down cups, and so forth
;

slight matters apparently,

but which may be turned to surprisingly good account by expert

pr.actitiouers.

Lounging near the doors, and in remote corners, were various

knots of siUy young men, displaying every variety of puppyism and

stupidity
;
amusing all sensible people near them, with their folly
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and conceit, and happily thinking themselves the objects of general

admiration—a wise and merciful dispensation which no good man
will quarrel with.

And lastly, seated on some of the back benches, where they had
alieady taken up their positions for the evening, were divers

unmarried ladies past their grand cliniateric, who, not dancing

because there were no partners for them, and not playing cards

lest they should be set down as irretrievably single, were in the

favourable situation of being able to abuse everybody without

reflecting on themselves. In short, they could abuse everybody,

because everybody was there. It w'as a scene of gaiety, glitter,

and show
;

of richly-dressed people, handsome mirrors, chalked

floors, girandoles, and wax-candles
;
and in all parts of the scene,

gliding from spot to spot in silent softness, bowing obsequiously

to this party, nodding familiarly to that, and smiling complacently

on all, was the spnicely attired person of Angelo Cyms Ihintam,

Esquire, the Master of the Ceremonies.

“Stop in the tea-room. Take your sixpenn’orth. They lay

on hot water, and call it tea. Drink it,” said Mr. Dowler, in a

loud voice, directing Mr. Pickwick, who advanced at the head of

the little party, with IVIrs. Dowler on his arm. Into the tea-room

Mr. l^ickwick turned
;

and catching sight of him, Mr. Pan tain

corkscrewed his way through the crowd, and welcomed him with

ccstaey.

My dear Sir, I am highly honoured. Ba—ath is favoured.

Mrs. Dowler, you embellish the rooms. I congratulate you on

your feathers. Be—markable !

”

“ Any body here 1 ” inquired Dowler, suspiciously.

“ Any body ! The eltle of Ba—ath. Mr. Pickwick, do you

see the lady in the gauze turban ?
”

“The fat old lady?” inquired Mr. Pickwick, innocently

^^‘Ilush, my dear Sir—nobody\s fat or old in Ba—ath. That's

the Dowager Lady Snuphanuph.”
“ Is it indeed ? ” said Mr. I'ickwick.

“ No less a person, I assure you,” said the Master of the Cere-

monies. “Hush. Draw a little nearer, Mr. Pickwick. You see

the splendidly dressed young man coming this way 1 ”

“ The one with the long hair, and the particularly small fore-

head ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“The same. The richest young man in Ba—ath at this

moment Young Lord Mutanhed.”

“You don'tiBay sol” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes. You’ll hear his voice in a moment, Mr. Pickwick.

He’ll speak to me. The other gentleman with him. in the red
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under waistcoat and dark moustache, is the Honourable Mr. Crush-

ton, his bosom friend. How do you do, my Lord ?
” o

“ Veway hot. Bantam,^’ said his Lordship.
“ It is very warm, my Lord,” replied the M. C.
“ Confoimded,” assented the Honourable Mr. Crushton.
“ Have you seen his Lordship’s mail cart. Bantam ? ” inquired

the Honourable Mr. Crushton, after a short pause, during which

young Lord Mutanhed had been endeavouring to stare Mr. Pick-

wick out of countenance, and Mr. Crushton Ji.^d been reflecting

what subject his Lordship could talk about best.

“Dear me, no,” replied the M. C. “A mail cart! What an

excellent idea. Re—markable 1

”

“ Gwacious Heavens 1
” said his Lordship, “ I thought evewe-

body had seen the new mail cart
;

it’s the neatest, pwetticst,

gwacefiillest thing that ever wan upon wheels—painted wed, with

a eweam piebald.”

“With a real box for the letters, and all complete,” said the

Honourable Mr. Crushton.
“ And a little seat in fwont, with an iwon wail, for the dwiver,”

added his Lordship. “ I dwove it over to Bwistol the other morn-

ing in a ewimson coat, with two servants widing a quarter of a

mile behind
;
and cwucify me if the people didn’t wush out of their

cottages, and awest my pwogwess, to know if I wasn’t the post

Glorwious, glorwious I

”

At this anecdote his Lordship laughed very heartily, as did

the listeners, of course. Then drawing his arm through that of

the obsequious Mr. Crushton, Lord Mutanhed walked away.
“ Delightful young man, his Lordship,” said the Master of the

Ceremonies.
“ So I should think,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, drily.

The dancing having commenced, the necessary introductions

having been made, and all preliminaries arranged, Angelo Bantam
rejoined Mr. Pickwick, and leu him into the card-room.

Just at the very moment of their entrance, the Dowager Lady
Snuphanuph and two other ladies of an ancient and whist-like ap-

pearance, w’ere hovering over an unoccupied card-table
;
and they

no sooner set eyes upott Mr. Pickwick under the convoy of Angelo

Bantam, than they exchanged glances with each other, seeing that

he was precisely the very person they wanted to make up the rubber.

“My dear Bantam,” said the Dowager Lady Snuphanuph,

coaxingly, “ find us some nice creature to make up this table

;

there’s a good souL” Mr. Pickwick happened to be looking an-

other way at the moment, so her ladyship nodded her head towards

him
,
and frowned expressively.



TJIE CARD-ltOOM AT IJAHr



460 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ My friend Mr. Pickwick, my Lady, will be moat happy, I am
sure, re—markably bo,” aaid the M. C., taking the hint. “ Mr.
Pickwick, Lady Snuphanuph— Mrs. Colonel Wugsby— Misa

Bolo.”

Mr. Pickwick bowed to each of the ladies, and finding escape

impossible, cut. Mr. Pickwdek and Miss Bolo against Lady Snuph-

anuph and Mrs. Colonel Wugsby.

Just as the trump card was turneii up, at the commencement of

the second deal, two young ladies hurried into the room, and took

their stations on either side of Mrs. Colonel Wugsby*8 chair, where
they waited patiently until the hand was over.

“ Now, Jane,” said Mrs. Colonel Wugsby, turning to one of the

girls, “ what is it 1
”

“ I came to ask, Ma, whether I might dance with the youngest

Mr. Crawley,” whispered the prettier and younger of the two.
“ Good God, Jane, how can you think of such things !

” replied

the mamma, indignantly. “Haven’t you repeatedly heard that

his father has only eight hundred a^ycar, which dies with him 1

I am ashamed of you. Not on any account.”

“Ma,” whispered the other, who was much older than her

sister, and very insipid and artificial, “ Lord Mutanhed has been

introduced to me. I said I tliougJu I wasn’t engaged, Ma.”
“ You’re a sweet pet, my love,” replied Mrs. Colonel Wugsby,

tapping her daughter’s cheek with her fan, “ and are always to ^
trusted. He’s immensely rich, my dear. Bless you.” Witli these

words, Mrs. Colonel Wugsby kissed her eldest daughter most

affectionately, and frowning in a warning manner upon the other,

sorted her cards.

Poor Mr. Pickwick ! he had never played with three thorough

-

paced female card-players before. They were so desperately sharp

that they quite frightened him. If he played a wrong card. Miss

Bolo looked a small armoury of daggers
;

if he stoppeci to consider

which was the right one, Lr \y Snuphanuph would throw herself

back in her chair, and smile with a mingled glance of impatience and

pity to Mrs. Colonel Wugsby, at which Mrs. Colonel Wugsby would

shrug up her shoulders, and cough, as much as to say she wondered

whether he ever would begin. Then, at the end of every hand.

Miss Bolo would inquire wHh a dismal countenance and reproach-

ful sigh, why Mr. Pickwick had not returned that diamond, or led

the club, or roughed the spade, or finessed the heart, or led

through the honour, or brought out the ace, or played up to the

king, or some such thing
;
and in reply to all these grave charges,

Mr. Pickwick would be wholly unable to plead any justification

whatever; having by this time forgotten all about the game.
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People came and looked on, too, which made Mr. Pickwick ner-

vous. jBesides all this, there was a great deal of distracting con-

versation near the table, between Angelo Bantam and the two
Miss Matinters, who, being single and singular, paid great court

to the Master of the Ceremonies, in the hope of getting a stray

partner now and then. All these things, combined with the

noises and interruptions of constant comings in and goings out,

made Mr. Pickwick play rather badly; the cards were against

him, also, and when they left off at ten minutes past eleven, IMiss

Bolo rose from the table considerably agitated, and went straight

home in a Hood of tears, and a sedan chair.

Being joined by his friends, who one and all protested that

they had scarcely ever spent a more pleasant evening, Mr. Pick-

wick accompanied them to the White Hart, and having soothed

his feelings wdth something hot, went to bed, and to sleep, almost

simidtaneously.

CHAPTER XXXV.

THS CHIEF FEATURES OF WHICH, WILL BE FOUND TO BE AN

AUTHENTIC VERSION OF THE LEGEND OF PRINCE BLADUD,

AND A MOST EXTRAORDINARY CALAMITY THAT BKFEL MR.

WINKLE.

As Mr. Pickwick contemplated a stay of at least two months

in Bath, he deemed it advisable to take private lodgings for

himself and friends for that jieriod; and as a favourable oppor-

tunity offered for their securing, on moderate terms, the upper

portion of a house in the Royal Crescent, which was larger than

they* required, Mr. and Mrs. Dowler offered to relieve them of a

bed-room and sitting-room. This proposition was at once accepted,

and in three days’ time they were all located in their new abode,

when Mr. Pickwick began to drink the waters with the utmost

assiduity. Mr. Pickwick took them systematically. He drank a

quarter of a pint before breakfast, and then walked up a hill
;
and

another quarter of a pint after breakfast, and then walked down a

hill ; and after every fresh quarter of a pint, Mr. Pickwick declared,

in the most solemn and emphatic terms, that he felt a great deal

better, whereat his friends were very much delighted, though they

had not been previously aware that there was anything the matter

with him.

The great pump-room is a spacious saloon, ornamented with

B
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Corinthian pillars, and a music gallery and a Tompion clock, and

a statue of Nasli, and a golden inscription, to which all the water-

drinkers should attend, for it appeals to them in the cause of a

deserving charity. There is a large bar with a marble vase, out

of which the pumper gets the water, and a number of yellow-

looking tumblers, out of which the company get it; and it is a

most edifying and satisfactory sight to behold the perseverance

and gravity with which they swallow it. There are baths near at

hand, in which a part of the company wash themselves, and a

band plays afterwards, to congratulate the remainder on their

having done so. There is another pump-room, into which infirm

ladies and gentlemen are wheeled, in such an astonishing variety

of chairs and cliaiscs, that any adventurous individual wlio goes in

with the regular number of toes, is in imminent danger of coming

out without them
;
and there is a third, into which the quiet

people go, for it is less noisy than either. There is an immensity

of promenading, on crutches and off, with sticks and without : and

a great deal of conversation, and liveliness, and pleasantry.

Every morning, the regular water-drinkers, Mr. Pickwick among
the number, met each other in the pump-room, took their quarter

of a pint, and walked constitutionally. At the afternoon’s

promenade Lord Mutanhed, and the Honourable Mr. Orushton,

the Dowager Lady Snuplianuph, Mrs. Colonel Wugsby, and all

the great people, and all the morning water-drinkers, met in grand

assemblage. After this, they walked out, or drove out, or were

pushed out in bath chairs, and met one another again. After

this, the gentlemen went to the reading-rooms and met divisions

of the mass. After this, they went home. If it were theatre

night, perhaps they met at the theatre
;

if it were assembly night,

they met at the rooms
;
and if it were neither, they met the next

day—a very pleasant routine, with perhaps a slight tinge of

sameness.

Mr. Pickwick was sitting p by himself, after a day spent in

this manner, making entries in his journal, his friends having

retired to bed, when he was roused by a gentle tap at the room

door.

“ Beg your pardon, Sir,” said Mrs. Craddock, the landlady

:

peeping in
;

“ but did you want anything more. Sir ?
”

“ Nothing more. Ma’am,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ My young girl is gone to bed. Sir

;
” said Mrs. Craddock,

“ and Mr. Dowler is good enough to say that he’ll sit up for Mrs.

Dowler, as the party isn’t expected to be over till late
;
so I waa

thinking that if you wanted nothing more, Mr. Pickwick, I would

go to bed.”
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“By all means, Ma'am,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ Wish you good night. Sir,” said Mrs. Craddock.
“ Good night, Ma’am,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick.

Mrs. Craddock closed the door, and Mr. Pickwick resumed his

writing.

Ill half an hour’s time, the entries were concluded. Mr.

Pickwick carefully rubbed the last page on the blotting-paper,

shut up the book, wiped his pen on the bottom of the inside of his

coat tail, and opened the drawer of the inkstand to put it carefully

away. There were a couple of sheets of writing paper, pretty

closely written over, in the inkstand drawer, and they were folded

so, that the title, which was in a good round hand, was fully

disclosed to him. Seeing from this, that it was no private

document
;
and as it seemed to relate to Bath, and was very short,

Mr. Pickwick unfolded it, lighted his bed- room candle that it

might burn up well by the time he finished
;
and drawing his

chair nearer the fire, read as follows :

—

SEi^e 3EniE Eegnilr of ^Drince Blabutj.

“ Less than two himdred years agone, on one of the public

baths in this city, there appeared an inscription in honour of its

mighty founder, the renowned Prince Bladud. That inscription is

now erased.

“For many hundred yenrs before that time, there had been

handed down from age to age, an old legend, that the illustrious

Prince being afilicted with leprosy, on his return from reaping a

rich harvest of knowledge in ancient Athens, shunned the court of

his royal father, and consorted moodily, with husbandmen and

pigs. Among the herd (so said the legend) was a pig of grave

and* solemn countenance, with whom the Prince had a fellow

feeling—for he too w^as wise—a pig of thoughtful and reserved

demeanour; an animal superior to his fellows, whose grunt was

terrible, and whose bite was sharp
;

the young Prince sighed

deeply as he looked upon the countenance of the majestic swine ;

—

he thought of his royal father, and his eyes were bedewed with

tears.
*

“ This sagacious pig was fond of bathing in rich, moist mud.

Not in summer as common pigs do now, to cool themselves, and

did even in those distant ages (which is a proof that the light of

civilisation had already begun to dawn, though feebly)—but in the

cold sharp days of winter. His coat was ever so sleek, and his

complexion so clear, that the Prince resolved to essay the purifying
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qualities of the same water that his friend resorted to. He made
the trial Beneath that black mud, bubbled the hot springs of

Bath. lie washed, and was cured. Hastening to his father’s

court, he paid his best respects, and returning quickly hither,

founded this city, and its famous baths.

“ He sought the pig with aU the ardour of their early friendship

—but, alas ! the waters had been his death. He had imprudently

taken a bath at too high a temperature, und the natural philosopher

was no more ! He wiis succeeded by Pliny, wlio also fell a victim

to his thirst for knowledge.
“ This was the legend. Listen to the true one.

“ A great many centuries since, there flourished in great state

the famous and renowned Lud Hudibras, king of Britain. He
was a mighty monarch. The earth shook when he walked, he

was so very stout. His people basked in the light of his counte-

nance, it was so red and glowing. He was, indeed, every inch a

king. And there were a good many inches of him too, for although

he was not very tall, he was a remarkable size round, and the

inches that he wanted in height, he made up in circumference. If

any degenerate monarch of modern times could be in any way
compared with him, I should say the venerable King Cole would

be that illustrious potentate.

“ This good king had a queen, who eighteen years before, had

had a son, who was called Bladud. He was sent to a preparatory

seminary in his father’s dominions until he was ten years old,

and was then dispatched in charge of a trusty messenger, to a

finishing school at Athens
;
and as there was no extra charge for

remaining during the holidays, and no notice required previous to

the removal of a pupil, there he remained for eight long years, at

the expiration of which time, the king his father sent the lord

chamberlain over, to settle the bill, and to bring him home, which

the lord chamberlain doing, was received with shouts, and pensioned

immediately.
“ When King Lud saw the Prince his son, and found he had

grown up such a fine young man, he perceived at once what a

grand thing it would be to have him married without delay, so

that his children might be the means of perpetuating the glorious

race of Lud down to the verv latest ages of the world. With this

view, he sent a special embassy, composed of great noblemen who
had nothing particular to do, and wanted lucrative employment,

to a neighbouring king, and demanded ‘ his fair daughter in

marriage for his son, stating at the same time that he was anxious

to be on the most affectionate terms with his brother and friend,

but that if they couldn’t agree in arranging this marriage, ha
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should be under the unpleasant necessity of invading his kingdom,

and putting his eyes out. To this, the other king, (who was the

weaker of the two) replied that he was very much obliged to his

friend and brother for all his goodness and magnanimity, and that

his daughter was quite ready to be married, whenever Prince

Bladud liked to come and fetch her.

“ This answer no sooner reached Britain, than the whole nation

were transported with joy. Nothing was heard on all sides but

the sounds of feasting and revelry,—except the chinking of money
as it wiis paid in by the people to the collector of the Royal

Treasures, to defray the expenses of the happy ceremony. It was
upon this occasion that King Lud seated on the top of his throne

in full council, rose in the exuberance of his feelings, and com-

manded the lord chief justice to order in the richest wines and the

court minstrels : an act of graciousness which has been, through

the ignorance of traditionary historians, attributed to King Cole,

in those celebrated lines in which his majesty is represented as

Calling for his pipe, and calling for his pot,

And calling for his fiddlers three.

Which is an obvious injustice to the memory of King Lud, and a

dishonest exaltation of the virtues of King Cole.

“ But in the midst of all this festivity and rejoicing, there was

one individual present, who tasted not when the sparkling wines

were poured forth, and who danced not, when the minstrels played.

This was no other than Prince Bladud himself, in honour of whose
happiness a whole people were at that very moment, straining

alike their throats and purse-strings. The truth was, that the

Prince, forgetting the undoubted right of the minister for foreign

affairs to fall in love on his behalf, had, contrary to every precedent

of policy and diplomacy, already fallen in love on his own account,

and* privately contracted himself unto the fair daughter of a noble

Athenian.

“Hero we have a striking example of one of the manifold

advantages of civilisation and refinement. If the Prince had lived

in later days, he might at once have married the object of his

father’s choice, and then set himself serio^isly to work, to relieve

himself of the burden which rested heavily upon him. He might

have endeavoured to break her heart by a systematic course of

insult and neglect
;

or, if the spirit of her sex, and a proud con-

sciousness of her many wrongs had upheld her under this ill

treatment, he might have sought to take her life, and so get rid of

her eflfectually. But neither mode of relief suggested itself to Prince

Bladud—so he solicited a private audience, and told his father.
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“It is an old prerogative of kings to govern everything but

their passions. King Lud flew into a frightful rage, tossed hia

crown up to the ceiling, and caught it again—for in those days

kings kept their crowns on their heads, and not in the Tower

—

btami)ed the ground, rapped his forehead, wondered why his own
flesh and blood rebelled against him, and, finally, calling in his

guards, ordered the Prince away to instant confinement in a lofty

turret—a course of treatment which the kings of old very generally

pursued towards their sons when their matrimonial inclinations

did not happen to point to the same quarter as their own.
“ When Prince Bladud had been shut up in the lofty turret for

the greater part of a year, with no better prospect before his bodily

eyes than a stone wall, or before his mental vision than prolonged

imprisonment, he naturally began to ruminate on a plan of e8cai)e,

which after months of preparation he managed to accomplish
;

considerately leaving his dinner knife in the heart of his gaoler,

lest the poor fellow (who had a family) should be considered privy

to his flight, and punished accordingly by the infuriated king.

“ The monarch was frantic at the loss of his son. He knew
not on whom to vent his grief and wrath, until fortunately

bethinking himself of the Lord Chamberlain who had brought him
home, he struck off his pension and his head together.

“Meanwhile, the young Prince effectually disguised, wandered

on foot through his fathers dominions, cheered and supported in

all his hardships by sweet thoughts of the Athenian maid, who
was the innocent cause of his weary trials. One day he stopped

to rest in a country village ; and seeing that there were gay dances

going forward on the green, and gay faces passing to and fro,

ventured to inquire of a reveller who stood near him, the reason

for this rejoicing.
“

‘ Know you not, 0 stranger,* was the reply, ‘ of the recent

proclamation of our gracious king ?*

“‘Proclamation! No. What proclamation T rejoined the

Prince—for he had travelled along the bye and little-frequented

ways, and knew nothing of what had passed upon the public roads,

such as they were.
“ ‘ Why,* replied tho peasant, ‘ the foreign lady that our Prince

wished to wed, is married to a foreign noble of her own country
;

and the king proclaims the fact, and a great public festival

besides
;

for now, of course. Prince Bladud will come back and

mtury the lady his father chose, who they say is as beautiful ai

the noon-day sun. Your health. Sir. Gkid save the King 1

*

“ The Prince remained to bear no more. He fled from the

pot. and plunged into the thickest recesses of a neighbouring wood.
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On, on he wandered, night and day, beneath the blazing sun, and

the cold pale moon
;
through the dry heat of noon, and the damp

cold of night
;
in the grey light of mom, and the red glare of eve.

So heedless was he of time or object, that being bound for Athens,

he wandered as far out of his way as Bath.
“ There was no city where Bath stands, then. There was no

vestige of human habitation, or sign of man’s resort, to bear the

name; but there was the same noble country, the same broad

expanse of hill and dale, the same beautiful channel stealing on,

far away
;
the same lofty mountains which, like the troubles of

life, viewed at a distance, and partially obscured by the bright

mist of its morning, lose their ruggedness and asperity, and seem
all ease and softness. Moved by the gentle beauty of the scene,

the rrince sank upon the green turf, and bathed his swollen feet

in his tears.
“

‘ Oh !
’ said the unhappy Bladud, clasping his hands, and

mournfully raising his eyes towards the sky, ‘would that my
wanderings might end here

;
would that these grateful tears with

which I now mourn hope misplaced, and love despised, might
flow in peace for ever !

’

“The wish was heard. It was in the time of the heathen

deities, who used occasionally to take people at their words, with

a promptness, in some cases extremely awkward. The ground

opened beneath the Prince’s feet; he sunk into the chasm, and

instantaneously it closed upon his head for ever, save where his

hot tears welled up through the earth, and where they have con-

tinued to gush forth ever since.

“It is observable that, to this day, large numbers of elderly

ladies and gentlemen who have been disappointed in procuring

partners, and almost as many young ones who are anxious to

obtain them, repair annually to Bath to drink the waters, from

wh/bh they derive much strength and comfort. This is most
complimentary to the virtue of Prince Bladud’s tears, and strongly

corroborative of the veracity of this legend.”

Mr. Pickwick yawned several times when he had arrived at the

end of this little manuscript, carefully refojded, and replaced it in

the inkstand drawer, and then, with a countenance expressive of

the utmost weariness, lighted his chamber candle, and went up
stairs to bed.

He stopped at Mr. Bowler’s door, according to custom, and

knocked to say, good night.

“ Ah !
” said Bowler, “ going to bed 1—I wish I was. Bismal

night. Windy
;

isn’t it ?
”
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“ Very,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Good night.”

“Goodnight.”
j,

Mr. Pickwick went to his bed-chamber, and Mr. Dowlei
resumed his seat before the fire, in fulfilment of his rash promise

to sit up till his wife came home.

There are few things more worrying than sitting up for some-

body, especially if that somebody be at a party. You cannot

help thinking how quickly the time passcT with them, which drags

so heavily with you
;
and the more you think of this, the more

your hopes of their speedy arrival decline. Clocks tick so loud,

too, when you are sitting up alone, and you seem—at least we
always do—as if you had got an under garment of cobwebs on.

First, something tickles your right knee, and then the same sensa-

tion irritates your left. You have no sooner changed yoiu- position,

than it comes again in the arms
;
and when you have fidgeted

your limbs into all sorts of queer shapes, you have a sudden

relapse in the nose, which you rub as if to rub it off—as there is

no doubt you would, if you could. Eyes, too, are mere personal

inconveniences
;
and the wick of one candle gets an inch and a

half long, while you are snuffing the other. These, and various

other little nervous annoyances, render sitting up for a length of

time after everybody else has gone to bed, anything but a cheerful

amusement.

This was just Mr. DowleFs opinion, as he sat before the fire,

and felt honestly indignant with all the inhuman peoj)le at the

party, who were keeping him up. He was not put into better

humour either, by the reflection that he had taken it into his

head, early in the evening, to think he had got an ache there, and

so stopped at home. At length, after several droppings asleep,

and fallings forward towards the bars, and catchings backward

soon enough to prevent being branded in the face, Mr. Dowlcr

made up his mind that he would just throw himself on the beu in

the back-room and thiiik—not sleep, of course.

“ I’m a heavy sleeper,” said Mr. Dowler, as he flung himself

on the bed. “I must keep awake;—I suppose I shall hear a

knock here. Yes. I thought so. I can hear the watchman.

There he goes. Fainter now though. A little fainter. He’s

turning the corner. Ah !
” When Mr. Dowler arrived at this

point, he turned the comer at which he had been so long hesitating,

and fell fast asleep.

Just as the clock stmek three, there were blown into the

crescent a sedan-chair, with Mrs. Dowler inside, borne by one

short fat chairman, and one long thin one, who had had much ado

all the way to keep their bodies perpendicular, to say nothing of
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the chair; but on that high ground, and in the crescent, which

the wind swept round and round as if it were going to tear the

paving stones up, its fury was tremendous. They were very glad

to set the chair down, and give a good round loud double-knock at

the street door.

They waited some time, but nobody came.
“ Servants is in the arms o* Porpus, I think,” said the short

cliairman, warming his hands at the attendant link-boy’s torch.

“ I wish he’d give ’em a squeeze and wake ’em,” observed the

long one.

Knock again, will you, if you please?” cried Mrs. Dowler

from the chair. ** Knock two or three times, if you please.”

The short man was quite willing to get the job over, as soon

as possible
;
so he stood on the step, and gave four or five most

startling double-knocks, of eight or ten knocks a piece, while the long

man went into the road, and looked up at the windows for a light.

Nobody came. It was all as silent and as dark as ever.

“Dear me!” said Mrs. Dowler. “You must knock again, if

you please.”

“ There ain’t a bell, is there. Ma’am ? ” said the short chairman.

“Yes, there is,” interposed the link-boy, “I’ve been a ringing

at it ever so long.”

“It’s only a handle,” said Mrs. Dowler, “the wire’s broken.”
“ I wish the servants’ heads wos,” growled the long man.
“ I must trouble you to knock again, if you please,” said Mrs.

Dowler with the utmost politene.ss.

The short man did knock again several times, without produc-

ing the smallest elfect. The tall man, growing very impatient,

then relieved him, and kept on perpetually knocking double-knocks

of two loud knocks each, like an insane postman.

.^t length Mr. Winkle began to dream that he was at a club, and

that the members being very refractory, the chairman was obliged

to hammer the table a good deal to preserve order
;
then he had

a confused notion of an auction room where there were no bidders,

and the auctioneer was buying everything in
;
and ultimately he

began to think it just within the bounds of possibility that some-

body might be knocking at the street door. To make quite

certain, however, he remained quiet in bed for ten minutes or so,

and listened
;
and when he had counted two or three and thirty

knocks, he felt quite satisfied, and gave himself a great deal of

credit for being so wakeful.

“Rap rap—rap rap—rap rap—ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, rap,” went

the knocker.

Mr. Winkle jumped out of bed. wondering very much what
R 2



MR. winkle's situation WHEN THE DOOR BLEW TO.
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could possibly be the matter, aud hastily puttiu" on his stockings

and slippers, folded his dressing gown round him, lighted a flat

candle from the rush-light that was burning in the fire-place, and

hurried down stairs.

“Here’s somebody cornin’ at last, Ma’am, "said the short chairman.

“I wish I wos behind him vith a bradawl,” muttered the

long one.

“ Who’s there ? ” cried Mr. Winkle, undoing the chain.

“ Don’t stop to ask questions, cast-iron head,” replied the long

man, with great disgust
;
taldng it for granted that the inquirer

was a footman
;

“ open the door.”
“ Come, look sharp, timber eye-lids,” added the other, encour-

agiiiKly.

Mr. Winkle, being half asleep, obeyed the command mechani-

cally, opened the door a little, and peeped out. The first thing he

saw was the red glare of the link-boy’s torch. Startled by the

sudden fear that the house might be on fire, he hastily threw the

door wide open, and holding the candle above his head, stared

eagerly before him, not quite certain whether what he saw was a

sedan-chair or a fire engine. At this instant there came a violent

gust of wind : the light was blown out; Mr. Winkle felt himself

irresistibly impelled on to the steps, and the door blew to, with a

loud crash.

“Well, young man, now you have done it,” said the short

chairman.

Mr. Winkle, catching sight of a lady’s face at the window of

the sedan, turned hastily round, plied the knocker with all his

might and main, and called frantically upon the chairman to take

the chair away again.

“ Take it away, take it away,” cried Mr. Winkle. “ Here’s

somebody coming out of another house; put mo into the chair.

Hicfe me—do something with me.”

All this time he was shivering with cold, and eveiy time he

raised his hand to the knocker the wind took the dressing gown
in a most unpleasant manner.

“ The people are coming down the Crescent now. There are

ladies with ’em
;
cover me up with sorr^thing. Stand before

me,” roared Mr. Winkle. But the chairmen were too much
exhausted with laughing to afibrd him the slightest assistance, and
the ladies were every moment approaching nearer and nearer.

Mr. Winkle gave a last hopeless knock
;
the ladies were only a

few doors off. He threw away the extinguished candle which all

this time he had held above his head, and fairly bolted into the

sedan-chair where Mrs. Dowlcr was.
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Now, Mrs. Cniddock had heard the knocking and the voices

at last
;
and, just waiting to put something smarter on hfer head

than her night-cap, ran down into the front drawing-room to make
sure that it was the right party, and threw up the window-sash

just as Mr. Winkle was rushing into the chair
;
she no sooner

caught sight of what waa going forward below, than she raised a

vehement and dismal shriek, and imjdored Mr. Dowler to get up
directly, for his wife was running away with another gentleman.

Upon this, Mr. Dowler bounced olf the bed as abruptly as an

India-rubber ball, and rushing into the front room, arrived at one

window just as Mr. Pickwick threw up the other, when the first

object that met the gaze of both, was Mr. Winkle bolting into the

sedan-chair.

“Watchman,’* shouted Dowler furiously; “stop him— hold

him—keep him tight—shut him in, till I come down. I’ll cut

his throat—give me a knife—from ear to ear, Mrs. Oiaddock. I

will !
” And, breaking from the shrieking landlady, and from Mr.

Pickwick, the indignant husband seized a small supper-knife, and
tore into the street.

But Mr. Winkle didn’t wait for him. He no sooner heard the

horrible threat of the valorous Dowler, than he bounced out of the

sedan quite as quickly as he had boimccd in, and throwing off his

slippers into the road, took to his heels and tore round the Crescent,

hotly pursued by Dowler and the watchman. He kept ahead
;
the

door was open as he came round the second time, he rushed in,

slammed it in Dowler’s face, mounted to his bed-room, locked the

door, piled a wash-hand-stand, chest of drawers and table against it,

and packed up a few necessaries ready for flight with the first light

of morning.

Dowler came up to the outside of the door, avowed, through

the key-hole, his stedfast letermination of cutting Mr. Winkle’s
throat next day

;
and, after a great confusion of voices in the

drawing-room, amidst which tnat of Mr. Pickwick was distinctly

heard endeavouring to make peace, the inmates dispersed to their

several bed-chambers, and all was quiet once more.

It is not unlikely that the inquiry may be made, where Mr.

Weller, was, all this time ? We will state where be was, in the

next chapter.
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CEAPTEK XXXYI.

HONOURABLY ACCOUNTS FOR MR. WELLEIl’s ABSENCE, BY DESCRIB-

ING A SOIREE TO WHICH HE WAS INVITED AND WENT. ALSO

RELATES HOW HE WAS ENTRUSTED BY MR. PICKWICK WITH A

PRIVATE MISSION OF DELICACY AND IMPORTANCE.

“Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Craddock, upon the morning of

this very eventful day, “ here’s a letter for you.”
“ Wery odd that,” said Sarn, “ I’m afeerd there must he

somethin’ the matter, for I don’t recollect any gen’lm’n in my circle

of acquaintance as is capable o’ writin’ one.”

“ Pcrhaj)s something uncommon has taken place,” observed

Mrs. Craddock.
“ It must be somethin’ wery uncommon indeed, as could

produce a letter out o’ any friend o’ mine,” rcjdied Sam, shaking

his head dubiously; “nothin’ less than a iiat’ral conwulsion, as

the young gen’lm’n observed ven he wos took with fits. It can’t

be from the gov’ner,” said Sam, looking at the direction. “He
always prints, I know, ’cos he learnt writin’ from the large bills in

the bookin’ offices. It’s a wery strange thing now, where this

here letter can ha’ come from.”

As Sam said this, he did wffiat a great many people do when
they are uncertain about the writer of a note,—looked at the seal,

and then at the fiont, and then at the back, and then at tlic sides,

and then at the superscription
;
and, as a last resourc'c, thought

perhaps he might as w^ell look at the inside, and try to find out

from that.

4* It’s wrote on gilt-edged paper,” said Sam, as he unfolded it,

“ and sealed in bronze vax vith the top of a door-key. Now for

it.” And, with a very grave face, Mr. Weller slowly read as

follows

:

“A select company of the Bath footmen presents their com-

pliments to Mr. Weller, and requests the j^lcasure of his company

this evening, to a friendly sw^arry, consisting of a boiled leg of

mutton with the usual trimmings. The swarry to be on table at

half-past nine o’clock punctually,”

This was inclosed in another note, which ran thus

—

“ Mr. John Smauker, the gentleman who had the pleasure of

meeting Mr. Weller at the house of their mutual acquaintance, Mr.
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Bantam, a few days since, begs to enclose Mr. Weller the here*

with invitation. If Mr. Weller will call on Mr. John Sn ayker at

nine o’clock, Mr. John Smauker will have the pleasure of introduc-

ing Mr. Weller,

(Signed) “John Smauker.”

The envelope was directed to blank Weller, Esq., at Mr. Pick-

wick’s
;
and in a parenthesis, in the left hand corner, were the

words “ airy bell,” as an instruction to the beare^.

“ Veil,” said Sam, “ this is cornin’ it rayther powerful, this is.

I never heard a biled leg o’ mutton called a swarry afore. I

wonder wot they’d call a roast one.”

However, without waiting to debate the point, Sam at once

betook himself into the presence of Mr. Pickwick, and requested

leave of absence for that evening, which was readily granted.

With this permission, and the street-door key, Sam Weller issued

forth a tittle before the appointed time, and strolled leisurely

towards Queen Square, which he no sooner gained than he had tlie

satisfaction of beholding Mr. John Smauker leaning his powdered
head against a lamp post at a short distance off, smoking a cigar

through an amber tube.
** How do you do, Mr. Weller?” said Mr. John Smauker, rais-

ing his hat gracefully with one hand, while he gently waved the

other in a condescending manner. “ How do you do. Sir ?
”

“ Why, reasonably conwalessent,” replied Sam. “ How do you
find yourself, my dear feller ?

”

“Only so so,” said Mr. John Smauker.

“Ah, you’ve been a workin' too hard,” observed Sara. “I was
fearful you would

\
it won’t do, you know

;
you must not give way

to that ’ere uncompromisin’ spirit o’ your’n.”

“ It’s not so much that, Mr. Weller,” replied Mr. John Smauker,
“ as, bad wine

;
I’m afraid I’ve been dissipating.” *

“ Oh ! that’s it, is it ? ” said ^^am ;
“ that’s a wery bad complaint,

that”
“ And yet the temptation, you see, Mr. Weller,” observed Mr.

John Smauker.
“ Ah, to be sure,” said Sam.
“ Plunged into the very v rtex of society, you know, Mr. Weller,”

said Mr. John Smauker with a sigh.

“ Dreadful indeed !
” rejoined Sam.

“ But it’s always the way,” said Mr. John Smauker
;

“ if your

destiny leads you into public life, and public station, you must

expect to be subjected to temptations which other people is free

from, Mr. WeUer.”
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“ Precisely what my uncle said, ven he vent into the public

line,” igemarked Sam, “ and wery right the old gon^lm’n wob, for he

drank hisself to death in somethin^ less than a quarter.”

Mr. John Smauker looked deeply indignant at any parallel

being drawn between himself and the deceased gentleman in ques-

tion
;
but as Sam’s face was in the most immoveable state of calm-

ness, he thought better of it, and looked affable again.

“ Perhaps we had better be walking,” said Mr. Smauker, con-

sulting a copper time-piece which dwelt at the bottom of a deep

watch-pocket, and was raised to the surface by means of a black

string, with a copper key at the other end.

'‘P’raps ve had,” replied Sam, “or they’ll overdo the swarry,

and that’ll spile it.”

“ Have you drank the waters, Mr. Weller ?
” inquired his com-

panion, as they walked towards High Street.

“ Once,” replied Sam.
“ What did you think of 'em. Sir 1

”

“ I thought they wos particldery unpleasant,” replied Sam.

“Ah,” said Mr. John Smauker, “you disliked the killibeate

taste, perhaps?”

“I don’t know much about that ’ere,” said Sam. “I thought

they’d a wery strong flavour o’ warm flat irons.”

“That w the killibeate, Mr. Weller,” observed Mr. John

Smauker, contemptuously.
“ Well, if it is, it’s a wery inexpressive word, that’s all,” said

Sam. “ It may be, but I ain’t much in the chimical line myself,

so I can’t say.” And here, to the great horror of Mr. John

Smauker, Sam Weller began to whistle.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Weller,” said Mr. John Smauker,

agonized at the exceedingly ungenteel sound. “ Will you take my
arm ?

”

Thankee, you’re wery good, but I won’t deprive you of it,”

replied Sam. “I’ve rayther a way o’ puttin’ my hands in my
pockets, if it’s all the same to you.” As Sam said this, he suited

the action to the word, and whistled far louder than before.

“ This way,” said his new friend, apparently much relieved as

they turned down a bye street; “we shall soon be there.”

“ Shall we ?
” said Sam, quite unmoved by the announcement

of his close vicinity to the select footmen of Bath.

“Yes,” said Mr. John Smauker. “Don’t be alarmed, Mr.

WeUer.”
“ Oh no,” said Sam.

“You’ll see some very handsome uniforms, Mr. Weller,” con-

tinued Mr. John Smauker
;
“ and perhaps you’ll find some of the
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gentlemen rather high at first, you know, but they’ll soon come
round.”

,

“ That’s wery kind on ’em,” replied Sam.
“ And you know,” resumed Mr. John Smaukcr, with an air of

sublime protection
;

** you know, as you’re a stranger perhaps

they’ll be rather hard upon you at first.”

“They won’t be wery cruel, though, will they?” inquired

Sam.
“ No, no,” replied Mr. John Smaukcr, pulling forth the fox’s

head, and taking a gentlemanly pinch. “There are some funny

dogs among us, and they will have their joke, you know; but you
mustn’t mind ’em, you mustn’t mind ’em.”

“ I’ll try and bear up agin such a reg’lar knock down o’ talent,”

replied Sam.
“ That’s right,” said Mr. John Smauker, putting up the fox’s

head, and elevating his own
;
“ I’ll stand by you.”

By this time they had reached a small greengrocer’s shop, 'which

Mr. John Smauker entered, followed by Sam, who, the moment
he got behind him, relapsed into a series of the very broadest and
most unmitigated grins, and manifested other demonstrations of

being in a highly enviable state of inward merriment.

Crossing the greengrocer’s shop, and putting their hats on the

stairs in the little passage behind it, they walked into a small

parlour
;
and here the full splendour of the scene burst upon Mr.

Weller’s view.

A couple of tables were put together in the middle of the

parlour, covered with three or four cloths of different ages and

dates of washing, arranged to look as much like one as the circum-

stances of the case would allow. Upon these, were laid knives and
forks fur six or eight people. Some of the knife handles were green,

others red, and a few more yellow
;
and as all the forks were black,

the combination of colours was exceedingly striking. Plates fSr a

corresponding number of guesto were warming behind the fender

;

and the guests themselves were warming before it, the chief and

most important of whom appeared to be a stoutish gentleman in a

bright crimson coat with long tails, vividly red breeches, and a

cocked hat, who was standing with his back to the fire, and had

apparently just entered, for ' csides retaining his cocked hat on his

head, he carried in his hand a high stick, such as gentlemen of his

profession usually elevate in a sloping position over the roofs of

carriages.

“ Smauker, my lad—your fin,” said the gentleman with the

cocked hat.

Mr. Smauker dovetailed the top joint of his right hand little
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fioger into that of the gentleman with the cocked hat, and said ha

Wixa clfirmed to see him looking so well.

“Well, they tell me I am looking pretty blooming,” said the

man with the cocked hat, “and it’s a wonder, too. I’ve been

following our old woman about, two hours a-day for the last fort-

night, and if a constant contemplation of the manner in which she

hooks-and-eyea that infernal lavender-coloured old gown of her’s

behind, isn’t enough to throw any body into a low state of despond-

ency for life, stop my quarter’s salary.”

At this, the assembled selections laughed very heartily
;
and

one gentleman in a yellow waistcoat, with a coach trimming border,

whispered a neighbour in green-foil smalls, that Tuckle was in

spirits to-night.

“ By the by,” said Mr. Tuckle, “ Smauker, my boy, you ”

The remainder of the sentence was forwarded into Mr. Jolin

Smauker’s ear, by whisper.
“ Oh, dear me, I quite forgot,” sjiid Mr. John Smauker. “ Gen-

tlemen, my friend Mr. Weller.”

“Sorry to keep the fire off you, Weller,” said Mr. Tuckle, with

a familiar nod. “ Ilope you’re not cold, Weller.”
“ Not by no means. Blazes,” rejdied Sam. “ It ’ud be a wery

chilly subject as felt cold ven you stood opposit. You’d save

coals if they put you behind the fender in the vatin’ room at a

public oflice, you woidd.”

As this retort apjx^ared to convey rather a personal allusion to

Mr. Tuckle’s crimson livery, that gentleman looked majestic for a

few seconds, but gradually edging away from the fire, broke into a

forced smile, and said it wasn’t bad.

“ Wery much obliged for your good opinion, Sir,” replied Sam.

“We shall get on by degrees, I des-say. We’ll try a better one,

by and by.”

At this point the conversation w'as interrupted by the arrival of

a gentleman in orange-coloured plush, accompanied by another selec-

tion in purple cloth, with a great extent ()f stocking. The new
comers having been welcomed by the old ones, Mr. Tuckle put the

question that supper be ordered in, which was carried unanimously.

The greengrocer and his wife then arranged upon the table a

boiled leg of mutton, hot, with caper sauce, tuniips, and potatoes.

Mr. Tuckle took the chair, and was supported at the other end of

the board by the gentleman in orange plush. The greengrocer

put on a pair of wash-leather gloves to hand the plates with, and

stationed himself behind Mr. Tuckle’s chair.

“ Harris,” said Mr. Tuckle, in a commanding tone.

“ Sir,” said the greengrocer
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“ Have you got your gloves on t
”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ Then take the kiver off.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The greengrocer did as he was told, with a show of great

humility, and obsequiously handed Mr. Tuckle the carving knife
;

in doing which, he accidentally gaped-

“What do you mean by that. Sir r* said Mr. Tuckle, with

great asperity,

“ I beg your pardon. Sir,” replied the crest-fallen greengrocer,
“ I didn’t moan to do it, Sir ; I was up very late last night, Sir.”

“I tell you what my opinion of you is, Harris,” said Mr.

Tuckle with a most impressive air, “you’re a wulgar beast.”

“I hope, gentlemen,” said Harris, “that you won’t be severe

with me, gentlemen. I’m very much obliged to you indeed, gentle-

men, for your patronage, and also for your recommendations,

gentlemen, whenever additional assistance in waiting is required.

I hope, gentlemen, I give satisfaction.”

“No, you don’t. Sir,” said Mr. Tuckle. “Very far from it,

Sir.”

“We consider you an inattentive reskel,” said the gentleman in

the orange plush.

“And a low thief,” added the gentleman in the green-foil

smalls.

“And an unreclaimable blaygaird,” added the gentleman in

purple.

The poor greengrocer bowed very humbly while these little

epithets were bestowed upon him, in the true spirit of the very

smallest tyranny
;
and when every body had said something to

show his superiority, Mr. Tuckle proceeded to carve the leg of

mutton, and to help the company.

This important business of the evening had hardly commentied,

when the door was thrown briskly open, and another gentleman in

a light-blue suit, and leaden buttons, made his appearance.
“ Against the rules,” said Mr. Tuckle. “Too late, too late.”

“No, no; positively I couldn’t help it,” said the gentleman in

blue. “ I appeal to th^ company—an affair of gallantry now—an

appintment at the theayter.

“ Oh, that indeed,’' said the gentleman in the orange plush.

“ Yes
;
raly now, honour bright,” said the man in blue. “ I

made a promese to fetch our youngest daughter at half-past ten,

and she is such an uncauminly ffne gal, that 1 raly hadn’t the art

to disappint her. No offence to the present company, Sir, but a

petticii^ Sir,

—

a petticut. Sir, is irrevokeable.”
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“ I begin to suspect there’s something in that quarter,” said

Tuckle^ as the new comer took his seat next Sam. “ I’ve remarked

once or twice, that she leans very heavy on your slioiilder when
she gets in and out of the carriage.”

“ Oh raly, raly, Tuckle, you shouldn’t,” said the man in blue.

“ It’s not fair. I may have said to one or two friends that she

was a very divine creechure, and had refused one or two offers

without any hobvus cause, but—no, no, no, indeed, Tuckle

—

before strangers, too—it’s not right—you shouldn’t. Delicacy, my
dear friend, delicacy.” And the man in blue, pulling up his necker-

chief, and adjusting his coat cuffs, nodded and frowned as if there

were more behind which he could say if he liked, but was bounil in

honour to suppress.

The man in blue being a light- haired, stiff-necked, free and

easy sort of footman, with a swaggering air and pert face, had
attracted Mr. Weller’s especial attention at first, but when he began

to come out in this way, Sam felt more than ever dispensed to culti-

vate his acquaintance
;
so he launched himself into the conversa-

tion at once, with characteristic independence.
“ Your health. Sir,” said Sam. “ I like your conwersation much.

I think it’s wery pretty.”

At this the man in blue smiled as if it were a compliment he

was well used to
;
but looked approvingly on Sam at the same

time, and said he hoped he should be better acquainted with him,

for without any flattery at all he seemed to have the makings of a

very nice fellow about him—just the man after his own heart.

“ You’re wery good. Sir,” said Sam. “ What a lucky feller you

are.”

“ flow do you mean?” inquired the gentleman in blue.

“ That ’ere young lady,” replied Sam. “ She knows wot s wot,

she does. Ah, I see.” Mr. Weller closed one eye, and shook his

hea»>from side to side in a manner which was highly gratifying to

the personal vanity of the gentleman in blue.

“I’m afraid you’re a cunning fellow, Mr. Weller,” said that

individual

“No, no,” said Sam. “I leave all that ’ere to you. It’s a

great deal more in your way than mine, the gen’lm’n on the

right side o’ the garden vail said to the man on the wrong ’un, ven

the mad bull wos a cumin’ up the lane.”

“Well, well, Mr. Weller,” said the gentleman in blue, “1 think

she has remarked my air and manner, Mr. Weller.”
“ I should think she couldn’t wery well be off o’ that,” said

Sam.
“Have you any little thing of that kind in hand. Sir?” in-
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quired the favoured gentleman in blue, drawing a toothpick frorQ

his waistcoat pocket. ,

“Not exactly,” said Sam. “There’s no daughters at my place,

else o’ course I should ha’ made up to vun on ’em. As it is, I

don’t think I can do vith any thin’ under a female markis. I

might take up with a young ooman o’ large property as hadn’t a

title, if she made wery fierce love to me—not else.”

“ Of course not, Mr. Weller,” said tiie gentleman in blue, “ one

can’t be troubled, you know; and we know, Mr Weller—we, who
are men of the world—that a good uniform must work its way
with the women, sooner or later. In fact, that’s the only thing,

between you and I, that makes the service worth entering into.”

“Just so,” said Sam. “That’s it, o’ couse.”

When this confidential dialogue had gone thus far, glasses were

placed round, and every gentleman ordered what he liked best,

before the public house shut up. The gentleman in blue and the

man in orange, who were the chief exquisites of the party, ordered
“ cold srub and water,” but with the others, gin and water sweet,

appeared to be the favourite beverage. Sam called the greengrocer

a “ desp’rate willin,” and ordered a large bowl of punch—two cir-

cumstances which seemed to raise him very much, in tlie opinion

of the selections.

“ Gentlemen,” said the man in blue, with an air of the most

consummate dandyism, “ I’ll give you the ladies
;
come.”

“ Hear, hear !
” said Sam, “ The young missises.”

Here there was a loud cry of “ Order,” and Mr. John Smauker,

as the gentleman who had introduced Mr. Weller into that com-

pany, begged to inform him that the word he had just made use

of, was unparliamentary.
“ Which word was that ’ere. Sir 1 ” inquired Sam.

“Missises, Sir,” replied Mr. John Smauker, with an alarming

frown. “ We don’t recognise such distinctions here.”

“ Oh, wery good,” said Sam ;
“ then I’ll amend the obserwation,

and call ’em the dear creeturs, if Blazes vill allow me.”

Some doubt appeared to exist in the mind of the gentleman in

the green-foil smalls, whether the chairman could be legally ap-

pealed to, as “ Blazes,”^ but as the company seemed more disposed

to stand upon their own eights than his, the question was not

raised. The man with the cocked hat, breathed short, and looked

long at Sam, but apparently thought it as well to say nothing in

case he should get the worst of it.

After a short silence, a gentleman in an embroidered coat

reaching down to his heels, and a waistcoat of the same which

kept one half of his legs warm, stirred his gin and water with
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great energy, and putting himself upon his feet, all at once, by a

violent effort, said he was desirous of offering a few remarks to

the company, whereupon the person in the cocked hat had no

doubt that the company would be very happy to hear any remarks

that the man in the long coat might wish to offer.

“ I feel a great delicacy, gentlemen, in coming for’ard,'* said

the man in tlie long coat, “ having the misforchune to be a coach-

man, and being only admitted as a honorary member of these

agreeable swarreys, but I do feel myself bound, gentlemen— drove

into a corner, if I may use the expression—to make known an

afflicting circumstance which has come to my knowledge
;
which

has happened I may say within the soap of my every day con-

templation. Gentlemen, our friend Mr. Whiffers (everybody looked

at the individual in orange), our friend Mr. Whiffers has resigned.”

Universal astonishment fell upon the hearers. Each gentleman

looked in his neighbour’s face, and then transfeiTcd his glance to

the upstanding coachman.
“ You may well be sapparised, gentlemen,” said the coachman.

“I will not wenchure to state the reasons of this irrepairabel loss

to the service, but I will beg Mr. Whiffers to state them himself,

for the improvement and imitation of his admiring friends.”

The suggestion being loudly approved of, Mr. Whitfers explained.

He said he certainly could have wished to have continued to hold

the appointment which he had just resigned. The uniform was
extremely rich and expensive, the females of the family was most

agreeable, and the duties of the situation was not, he was bound
to say, too heavy

;
the principal service that was required of him,

being, that he should look out of the hall window as much as

possible, in company with another gentleman, who had also re-

signed. He could have wished to have spared that company the

painful and disgusting detail on which he was about to enter, but

as Ae explanation had been demanded of him, he had no alterna-

tive but to state, boldly and distinctly, that he had been required

to eat cold meat.

It is impossible to conceive the disgust which this avowal

awakened in the bosoms of the hearers. Loud cries of “ Shame,”
mingled with groans and hisses, prevailed for a quarter of an hour

at least.

Mr. Whiffers then added that he feared a portion of this out-

rage might be traced to his own forbearing and accommodating

dispositioa He had a distinct recollection of having once con-

sented to eat salt butter, and he had, moreover, on an occasion of

sudden sickness in the house, so far forgotten himself ^ to carry a

coal scuttle up to the second floor. He trusted he had not lowered
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himself in the good opinion of his friends by this frank confession

of his faults
; and he hoped the promptness with which ke had

resented the last unmanly outrage on his feelings, to wliich he had

referred, would reinstate him in their good opinion, if he had.

Mr. Whiffers* address was responded to, with a shout of admir-

ation, and the health of the interesting martyr was drunk in a

most enthusiastic manner
;

for this, the martyr returned thanks,

and proposed their visiter, Mr. Weller—a goritleman whom he had
not the pleasure of an intimate acquaintance with, but who was
the friend of Mr. John Smauker, which was a sufficient letter of

recommendation to any society of gentlemen whatever, or wher-

ever. On this account he should have been disposed to have given

Mr. Weller’s healtli with all the honors, if his friends had been

drinking wine, but as they were taking spirits just by way of a

change
;
and as it might be inconvenient to empty a tumbler at

every toast, he should propose that the honors be understood.

At tlie conclusion of this speech, everybody took a sip out of

their tumblers in honor of Sam
;
and Sam having ladled out, and

drunk, two full glasses of punch in honor of himself, returned

thanks in a neat speech.

“ Wery much obliged to you, old fellers,” said Sam, ladling

away at the punch in the most unembarrassed manner possible,

“ for this here compliment
;
wich, cornin’ from sich a quarter, is

wery overvelmin’. I’ve heerd a good deal on you as a body, but

I vill say, that I never thought you was sich uncommon nice men
as 1 find you air. I only hope you’ll take care o’ yourselves, and

not compromise nothin’ o’ your dignity, which is a wery charmin’

thing to see, when one’s out a walkin’, and has always made me
wery happy to look at, ever since I was a boy about lialf as high

as the brass-headed stick o’ my wery respectable friend. Blazes,

there. As to the wictim of oppression in the suit o’ brimstone, all

I can say of him is, that I ho^e he’ll get jist as good a berth as

he deserves
;

in vich case it’s wery little cold swarry as ever he’ll

be troubled with agin.”

Here Sam sat down with a pleasant smile, and his speech having

been vociferously applauded, the company broke up.

“ Wy, you don’t mor.n to say you’re a goin’, old feller,” said

Sam Weller to his friend Mi. John Smauker.
“ I must indeed,” said Mr. Smauker

;
“ I promised BantanL”

“ Oh, wery well,” said Sam
;
“ that’s another thing. P’raps

ke^d resign if you disappinted him. You ain’t a goin’, Blazes 1
”

“Yes, I am,” said the man with the cocked hat.

“Wot, and leave three quarters of a bowl of punch behind

yon !
” said Sam

;
“ nonsense, set down agin.”
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Mr. Tuckle was not proof against this invitation. He laid

aside the cocked hat and stick which he had just taken up, and

said he would have one glass just for good fellowship’s sake.

As the gentleman in blue went home the same way as Mr.

Tuckle, he was prevailed upon to stop too. When the punch was
about half gone, Sam ordered in some oysters from the green-

grocer’s shop
;
and the effect of both was so extremely exhilarating,

that Mr. Tuckle, dressed out with the cocked hat and stick, danced

the frog hornpipe among the shells on the table, while the gentle-

man in blue played an accompaniment upon an ingenious musical

instrument formed of a hair comb and a curl-paper. At last, when
the punch was all gone, and the night nearly so, they sallied forth

to see each other home. Mr. Tuckle no sooner got into the open

air, than he wiis seized with a sudden desire to lie on the curb-

stone
;
Sam thought it would be a pity to contradict him, and so

let him have his own way. As the cocked hat would have been

spoilt if left there, Sam very considerately flattened it down on

the head of the gentleman in blue, and putting the big stick in

his hand, propped him up against his own street-door, rang the

bell, and walked quietly home.

At a much earlier hour next morning than his usual time of

rising, Mr. Pickwick walked down stairs completely dressed, and
rang the bell.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, when Mr. Weller appeared in reply

to the summons, “sliut the door.”

Mr. Weller did so.

There was an unfortunate occurrence here, last night, Sam,”
said Mr. Pickwick, “which gave Mr. Winkle some cause to ap-

prehend violence from Mr. Dowler.”
“ So I’ve heerd from the old lady down stairs. Sir,” replied Sam.
“And I’m sorry to say, Sam,” continued Mr. Pickwick, w'ith a

most perplexed countenance, “that in dread of this violence, Mr.

Winkle has gone away.”

“Gone avay !
” said Sam.

“ Left the house early this morning without the slightest pre-

vious communication with me,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ And is

gone, I know not where.”
,

“ He should ha’ stopped and fought it out. Sir,” replied Sam,

contemptuously. “It vouldn’t take much to settle that ’ere

Dowler, Sir.”

“ Well Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I may have my doubts of

his great bravery and determination, also. But however that may
be, Mr. Winkle is gone. He must be found, Sam—found and

brought back to me.”
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“ And fl’pose he von’t come back, Sir,” said Sam.
“ He must be made, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Who’s to do it. Sir ? ” enquired Sam with a smile.

“ You,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ Wery good, Sir.”

With these words Mr. Weller left the room, and immediately

afterwards was heard to shut the street door. In two hours’ time

he returned with as much coolness as if he had been despatched

on the most ordinary message possible, and brought the informa-

tion that an individual in every respect answering Mr. Winkle’s

description, had gone over to Bristol that morning, by the branch

coach from the Royal Hotel
“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, grasping his hand, “ you’re a capital

fellow
;
an invaluable fellow. You must follow him, Sam.”

“ Cert’nly, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“The instant you discover him, write to me immediately,

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “If he attempts to run away from you,

knock him down, or lock him up. You have my full authority,

Sam.”
“ I’ll be wery careful, Sir,” rejoined Sam.

“You’ll tell him,” said Mr. Pickvdek, “that I am highly

excited, highly displeased, and naturally indignant at the very

extraordinary course he has thought proper to pursue.”

“ I will, Sir,” replied Sam.

“You’ll tell him,” said Mr. Pickwick, “that if he does not

come back to this very house, with you, he will come back with

me, for I will come and fetch him.”
“ I’ll mention that ’ere. Sir,” rejoined Sam.
“ You think you can find him, Sam ? ” said Mr. Pickwick, look-

ing earnestly in his face.

“ Oh, I’ll find him if he’s any vere,” rejoined Sam, with great

confidence.
^

“ Very well,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Then the sooner you go the

better.”

With these instructions Mr. Pickwick placed a sum of money
in the hands of his faithful servitor, and ordered him to start for

Bristol immediately, in
,
pursuit of the fugitive.

Sam put a few necessaries in a carpet bag, and was ready for

starting. He stopped when he had got to the end of the passage,

and walking quietly back, thrust his head in at the parlour door.

“ Sir,” whispered Sam.
“ Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ 1 fully understands my instructions, do I, Sir ? ” inquired Sam.
“ I hope BO,” said Mr. Pickwick.
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“ It’s reg’larly understood about the knockin’ down, is it Sir ?
”

enquired Sam.
“ Perfectly,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Thoroughly. Do what

you think necessary. You have my orders.”

Sam gave a nod of intelligence, and withdrawing his h^ad from

the door, set forth on his pilgrimage with a light heart.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

HOW MR. WTNICLE, WHEN HK STEPPED OUT OF TUE KRYINO-PAN,

WALKED GENTLY AND COMFORTABLY INTO THE FIRE.

The ill-starred gentleman who had been the unfortunate cause

of the unusual noise and disturbance which alarmed the inhabitants

of the Royal Crescent in manner and form already described, after

passing a night of great confusion and anxiety, left the roof beneath

which his friends still slumbered, bound he knew not whither.

The excellent and considerate feelings which prompted Mr. Winkle

to take this step can never be too highly appreciated or too warmly
extolled. “If”—reasoned Mr. Winkle with himself—“if this

Dowler attempts (as I have no doubt he will) to carry into execu-

tion his threat of personal violence against myself, it will be in-

cumbent on me to call him out. He has a wife
;
that wife is

attached to, and dependent on him. Heavens ! If I should kill

him in the blindness of my wrath, w'hat would be my feelings ever

afterwards !
” This painful consideration operated so p«)werfully

on the feelings of the humane young man, as to cause his knees to

knock together, and his countenance to exhibit alarming manifesta-

tions of inward emotion. Impelled by these reflections, he grasped

his larpet-bag, and creeping stealthily down stairs, shut tlie de-

testable street-door with as little noise as possible, and walked off.

Bending his steps towards the Royal Hotel, he found a coach on

the point of starting for Bristol
;
and thinking Bristol iis good a

place for his purjiosc as any other he could go to, mounted on the

box, and reached his place of destination ip such time as the pair

of horses, who went the whole stage and back again twice a day or

more, could be reasonably supposed to arrive there.

He took up his quarters at The Bush
;
and designing to post-

pone any communication by letter with Mr. Pickwick until it was
probable that Mr. Dowler’s wrath might have in some degree

evaporated, walked forth to view the city, which struck him as

being a shade more dirty than any place he had ever seen. Having
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inspected the docks and shipping, and viewed the cathedral, he

inquired his way to Clifton, and being directed thither, took the

route which was pointed out to him. But, as the pavements of

Bristol are not the widest or cleanest upon earth, so its streets are

not altogether the straightest or least intricate
;
and Mr. Winkle

being greatly puzzled by their manifold windings and twistings,

looked about him for a decent shop in which he could apply afresh

for counsel and instruction.

His eye fell upon a newly-painted tenoment which had been

recently converted into something between a shop and a private-

house, and which a red lamp, projecting over the fan-light of the

street-door, would have sufficiently announced as the residence of

a medical practitioner, even if the word “ Surgery ” had not been

inscribed in golden characters on a wainscot ground, above the

window of what, in times bygone, had been the front parlour.

Thinking this an eligible place wherein to make his inquiries, Mr.

Winkle stepped into the little shop where the gilt-labelled drawers

and bottles were
;
and finding nobody there, knocked with a half-

crown on the counter, to attract the attention of anybody who
might happen to be in the back parlour, which he judged to be

the innermost and peculiar sanctum of the establishment, from the

repetition of the word surgery on the door—painted in white letters

this time, by way of taldng off the sameness.

At the first knock, a sound, as of persons fencing with fire-irons,

which had until now been very audible, suddenly ceased
;
and at

the second, a studious-looking young gentleman in green spectacles,

with a very large book in his hand, glided quietly into the shop,

and stepping behind the counter, requested to know the visitor's

pleasure.

“ I am sorry to trouble you, Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, “ but will

you have the goodness to direct me to
"

‘‘ Ha ! ha ! ha !
” roared the studious young gentleman, tlA ow-

ing the large book up into the air, and catching it with great

dexterity at the very momeia when it threatened to smash to

atoms all the bottles on the counter, “ Here’s a start !

”

There was, without doubt ;
for Mr. Winkle was so very much

astonished at the extraq,rdinary behaviour of the medical gentleman,

that he involuntarily retreated towards the door, and looked very

much disturbed at his strange reception.

“ What, don't you know me ? ” said the medical gentleman.

Mr. Winkle murmured, in reply, that he had not that pleasure.

. “Why then,” said the medical gentleman, "there are hopes for

me yet
;

I may attend half the old women in Bristol if I've decent

luck. Oct out, you mouldy old villain, get out !
” With this
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adjuration, which was addressed to the large book, the medical

gentleiaan kicked the volume with remarkable agility to the further

end of the shop, and pulling off his green spectacles, grinned the

identical grin of Robert Sawyer, Esquire, formerly of Guy’s Hospital

in the Borough, with a private residence in Lant-street.

“You don’t mean to say you weren’t down upon me !
” said

Mr. Bob Sawyer, shaking Mr. Winkle’s hand with friendly warmth.
“ Upon my word I was not,” replied Mr. Winkle, returning the

pressure.

“I wonder you didn’t see the name,” said Bob Sawyer, calling

his friend’s attention to the outer door, on which, in the same
white paint, were traced the words “Sawyer, late Nock6morf.”

“ It never caught my eye,” returned Mr. Winkle.
“ Lord, if I had known who you were, I should have rushed

out, and caught you in my arms,” said Bob Sawyer
;

“ but upon
my life, I thought you were the King’s-taxes.”

“ No !
” said Mr. Winkle.

“ I did, indeed,” responded Bob Sawyer, “ and I was just going
to say that I wasn’t at home, but if you’d leave a message I’d be

sure to give it to myself
;

for he don’t know me, no more does the

Lighting and Paving. I think the Church-rates guesses who I

am, and I know the Water-works does, because I drew a luotli of

his, when I first came down here. — But come in, come in.”

Chattering in this way, Mr. Bob Sawyer pushed Mr. Winkle into

the back room, where, amusing himself by boring little circular

caverns in the chimney-piece with a red-hot poker, sat no less a

person than Mr. Benjamin Allen.
“ Well,” said Mr. Winkle, “ this is indeed a pleasure that I

did not expect. What a very nice place you have hero !

”

“ Pretty well, pretty well,” replied Bob Sawyer. “ I passed
soon after that precious party, and my friends came down with the

needful for this business; so I put on a black suit of clothes and
a pair of spectacles, and came here, to look as solemn as I could.”

“ And a very snug little business you have, no doubt 1 ” said

Mr. Winkle, knowingly.
“ Very,” replied Bob Sawyer. “ So snug, that at the end of a

few years you might put all the profits in a wine glass, and cover

’em over with a gooseberry leaf.”

“You cannot surely mean that?” said Mr. Winkle. “The
stock itself

”

“ Dummies, my dear boy,” said Bob Sawyer
;
“ half the drawers

have got nothing in ’em, and the other half don’t open.”
“ Nonsense !

” said Mr. Winkle.
Fact—honour !

” returned Bob Sawyer, stepping out into the

*"'r
*

s-'iflfi.-.r J
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shop, and demonstrating the veracity of the assertion by diven
hard pulls at the little gilt knobs on the counterfeit dvawers.
“ Hardly anything real in the shop but the leeches, and they are

secondhand.”
“ I shouldn't have thought it 1

” exclaimed Mr. Winkle, much
surprised.

“ I hope not,” replied Bob Sawyer. “ else where’s the use of

appearances, eh ? But what will you take 1 Do as we do 1—that's

right. Ben, my fine fellow, put your hand into the cupboard, and
bring out the patent digester.”

Mr. Benjamin Allen smiled his readiness, and produced from

the closet at his elbow a black bottle half full of brandy.

“You don't take water, of course?” said Bob Sawyer.
“ Thank you,” replied Mr. Winkle. “ It's rather early : I

should like to qualify it, if you have no objection.”

“None in the least, if you can reconcile it to your conscience,”

replied Bob Sawyer
;
tossing off, as he spoke, a glass of the liquor

with great relish.
—“ Ben, the pipkin.”

Mr. Benjamin Allen drew forth from the same hiding-place a

small brass pipkin, which Bob Sawyer observed he prided himself

upon, particularly, because it looked so business-like. The water

in the professional pipkin having been made to boil, in course of

time, by various little shovels -full of coal, which Mr. Bob Sawyer
took out of a practicable window-seat, labelled “ Soda Water,” Mr.
Winkle adulterated his brandy

;
and the conversation was becoming

general, when it was interrupted by the entrance into the shop of

a boy, in a sober grey livery and a gold -laced hat, with a small

covered basket under his arm, whom Mr. Bob Sawyer immediately

hailed with, “ Tom, you vagabond, come here.”

The boy presented himself accordingly.

“You've been stopping to over all the posts in Bristol, you

idle young scamp !
” said Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“No, Sir, I haven't,” replieu the boy.

“ You had better not !
” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with a threaten-

ing aspect. “ Who do you suppose will ever employ a professional

man, when they see his boy playing at marbles in the gutter, or

flying the garter in thediorse-roadf Have you no feeling for your

profession, you groveller 1 Did you leave all the medicine ?
”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ The powders for the child, at the large house with the new
family, and the pills to be taken four times a day at the ill-

tempered old gentleman’s with the gouty leg ?
”

“ Yes, Sir.”

“Then shut the c^r, and mind the shop.”
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“Come,^ said Mr. Winkle, as the boy retired, “things are not

quite s^ bad as you would have me believe, either. There is sottw

medicine to be sent out”

Mr. Bob Sawyer peeped into the shop to see that no stranger

was within hearing, and leaning forward to Mr. Winkle, said, in

a low tone

—

“ He leaves it all at the wrong houses.”

Mr. Winkle looked perplexed, and Bob Sawyer and his friend

laughed.

“ Don’t you see ? ” said Bob
;
“ he goes up to a house, rings the

area bell, pokes a packet of medicine without a direction into the

servant’s hand, and walks off. Servant takes it into the dining

-

parlour; master opens it, and reads the label, ‘Draught to be

taken at bedtime— pills as before— lotion as usual

—

the powder
From Sawyer’s, late Nockcinorf’s. Physicians’ prescriptions care-

fully prepared :
’ and all the rest of it. Shows it to his wife

—

^he

reads the label
;

it goes down to the servants

—

they read the label.

Next day the boy calls: ‘Very sorry— his mistake— immense
business—great many parcels to deliver— Mr. Sawyer’s compli-

ments— late Nockemorf.’ The name gets known, and that’s the

thing, my boy, in the medical way; bless yoiu* heart, old fellow,

it’s better than all the advertising in the world. We have got

one four-ounce bottle that’s been to half the houses in Bristol, and

hasn’t done yet.”

“ Dear me, I sec,” observed Mr. Winkle
;
“ what an excellent

plan !

”

“Oh, Ben and I have hit upon a dozen such,” replied Bob
Sawyer, with great glee. “ The lamplighter has eighteen-pence a

week to pull the night-bell for ten minutes, every time he comes

round; and my boy always rushes into church just befoie the

psalms, when the people have got nothing to do but look about

’em, *aud calls me out, with horror and dismay depicted on his

countenance. ‘ Bless my soul,’ everybody says, ‘ somebody taken

suddenly ill 1 Sawyer, late Nockemorf, sent for. What a business

that young man hajs !

’ ”

At the termination of this disclosure of some of the mysteries

of medicine, Mr. Bob Sawyer and his friend, Ben Allen, threw

themselves back in their respective chairs, and laughed boister-

ously. When they had enjoyed the joke to their hearts’ content,

the discourse changed to topics in which Mr. Winkle was more

immediately interested.

We think we have hinted elsewhere, that Mr. Benjamin Allen

had a way of becoming sentimental after brandy. The case is not

a peculiar one, as we ourself can testify : having, on a few
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occaBioDs, had to deal with patients who have been atHicted in a

similar manner. At this precise period of his existence, Mr.

Benjamin Allen had perhaps a greater predisposition to maiidlinism

than he had ever known before
;
the cause of which malady was

briefly this. Ho had been staying nearly three weeks with Mr.

Bob Sawyer
;
Mr. Bob Sawyer was not remarkable for temperance,

nor was Mr. Benjamin Allen for the ownership of a very strong

head ; and the consequence was, that, during the whole space of

time just mentioned, Mr. Benjamin Allen had been wavering

between intoxication partial and intoxication complete.

“My dear friend,” said Mr. Ben Allen, taking advantage of

Mr. Bob Sawyer’s temporaiy absence behind the counter, whither

he had retired to dispense some of the secondhand leeches, pre-

viously referred to, “my dear friend, I am very miserable.”

Mr. Winkle professed his heartfelt regret to hear it, and begged

to know whether he could do anything to alleviate the sorrows of

the suftering student.

“ Nothing, my dear boy—nothing,” said Ben. “ You recollect

Arabella, Winkle—my sister Arabella— a little girl. Winkle,

with black eyes—when we were down at Wardle’sl I don’t

know whether you happened to notice her— a nice little girl,

Winkle. Perhaps my features may recal her countenance to

your recollection ^
”

Mr. Winkle required nothing to recal the charming Arabella to

his mind ; and it was rather fortunate he did not, for the features

of her brother Benjamin would unquestionably have proved but

an indifferent refresher to his memory. He answered, with as

much calmness as he could assume, that he perfectly remembered
the young lady referred to, and sincerely trusted she was in good

health.

“ Our friend Bob is a delightful fellow. Winkle,” was the only

reply of Mr. Ben Allen. #

“Very,” said Mr. Wink!
,

not much relishing this close

connexion of the two names.
“ I designed ’em for each other

;
they were made for each other,

sent into the world for each other, bom for each other. Winkle,”

said Mr. Ben Allen, setting down his glass with great emphasis.
“ There’s a special destiny in the matter, my dear Sir

j
there’s only

five years’ difference between ’em, and both their birthdays are in

August.”

Mr. Winkle was too anxious to hear what was to follow, to

express much wonderment at this extraordinary circumstance,

marvellous as it was
;
so Mr. Ben Allen, after a tear or two, went

on to say, that, notwithstanding all his esteem and respect and
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veneration for his friend, Arabella had unacconiitably and undiiti

fiilly eynced the most deternoiined antipathy to his person.

“And I think,” said Mr. Ben Allen, in conclusion, “/ think

thcre^s a prior attachment.”
“ Have you any idea who the object of it may be asked Mr.

Winkle, with great trepidation.

Mr. Ben Allen seized the poker, flourished it, in a warlike

manner above his head, inflicted a savage blow on an imaginary

skull, and wound up by saying, in a very expressive maimer, that

he only wished he could guess—that was all

“ I’d show him what I thought of him,” said Mr. Ben Allen.

And roimd went the poker again, more fiercely than before.

All this, was of course very soothing to the feelings of Mr.

Winkle, who remained silent for a few minutes; but at length

mustered up resolution to inquire whether Miss Allen was in

Kent.

“No, no,” said Mr. Ben Allen, laying aside the poker, and look-

ing very cunning
;

“ I didn’t think Wardle’s exactly the place for

a headstrong girl
;

so, as I am her natural protector and guardian,

our parents being dead, I have brought her down into this part of

the country to spend a few months at an old aunt’s, in a nice, dull,

close place. I think that will cure her, my boy
;
and if it doesn’t.

I’ll take her abroad for a little while, and see what that’ll do.”

“Oh, the aunt’s is in Bristol, is it?” faltered Mr. Winkle.

“No, no—not in Bristol,” replied Mr. Ben Allen, jerking his

thumb over his right shoulder :
“ over that way—down there.

But, hush, here's Bob. Not a word, my dear friend—not a

w ord.
”

Short as this conversation was, it roused in Mr. Winkle the

highest degree of excitement and anxiety. The suspected prior

attachment rankled in his heart. Could he be the object of it ?

Coul^ it be for him that the fair Arabella had looked scornfully

on the sprightly Bob Sawyer, or had he a successful rival ? He
determined to see her, cost wdiat it might

;
but here an insur-

mountable objection presented itself, for whether the explanatory
“ over that way,” and “ down there,” of Mr. Ben Allen, meant
three miles off, or thirty, or three hundred, ho could in no wise

guess.

But he had no opportunity of pondering over his love just then,

for Bob Sawyer’s return was the immediate precursor of the

arrival of a meat pie from the baker’s, of which that gentleman

insisted on his staying to partake. The cloth was laid by an

occasional chairwoman, who officiated in the capacity of Mr. Bob
Sawyer’s housekeeper

;
and a third knife and fork having been
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borrowed from the mother of the boy in the grey livery (for Mr.
Sawyer^s domestic arrangements were as yet conducted on a

limited scale), they sat down to dinner
; the beer being served up,

as Mr. Sawyer remarked, “ in its native pewter.”

After dinner, Mr. Bob Sawyer ordered in the largest mortar in

the shop, and proceeded to brew a reeking jorum of rum-punch
therein, stirring up and amalgamating the materials with a pestle

in a very creditable and apothecary -like manner. Mr. Sawyer
being a bachelor, had only one tumbler in the house, which was
assigned to Mr. Winkle as a compliment to the visitor, Mr. Ben
Allen being accommodated with a funnel with a cork in the narrow

end, and Bob Sawyer contenting himself with one of those

wide-lipped crystal vessels inscribed with a variety of cabalistic

characters, in which chemists are wont to measure out their

liquid drugs in compounding prescriptions. These preliminaries

adjusted, the punch was tasted, and pronounced excellent
;
and it

having been arranged that Bob Sawyer and Ben Allen should be

considered at liberty to fill twice to Mr. Winkle’s once, they

started fair, with great satisfaction and good-feUowship.

There was no singing, because Mr. Bob Sawyer said it

wouldn’t look professional
;
but to make amends for this depriva-

tion there was so much talking and laughing that it might have

been heard, and very likely was, at the end of the street : which
conversation materially lightened the hours and improved the

mind of Mr. Bob Sawyer’s boy, who, instead of devoting the

evening to his ordinary occupation of writing his name on the

counter, and rubbing it out again, peeped through the glass door,

and thus listened and looked on, at the same time.

The mirth of Mr. Bob Sawyer was rapidly ripening into the

furious, Mr. Ben Allen was fast relapsing into the sentimental,

and the punch had well nigh disappeared altogether, when the

boy hastily running in, announced that a young woman had just

come over, to say that Sawyer late Nockemorf was wanted directly,

a couple of streets off. This broke up the party. Mr. Bob
Sawyer understanding the message after some twenty repetitions,

tied a wet cloth round his head to sober himself, and having

partially succeeded, put on his green spectacles and issued forth.

Besisting all entreaties to stay till he came back, and finding it

quite impossible to engage Mr, Ben Allen in any intelligible con-

versation on the subject nearest his heart, or indeed on any other,

Mr. Winkle took his departure, and returned to the Bush.

The anxiety of his mind, and the numerous meditations which

Arabella had awakened, prevented his share of the mortar of punch

producing that effect upon him which it would have had, under
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other circumstances. So, after taking a glass of soda water and
brandy at the bar, he turned into the coffee-room, dispirited rather

than elevated by the occurrences of the evening.

Sitting in front of the fire, with his back towards him, was a

tallish gentleman in a grcat-coat : the only other occupant of the

room. It was rather a cool evening for the season of the year, and
the gentleman drew his chair aside to afford the new comer a sight

of the fire. What were Mr. Winkle’s icclings when, in doing so,

he disclosed to view the face and figure of the vindictive and
sanguinary Howler !

Mr. Winkle’s first impulse was to give a violent pull at the

nearest bell-handle, but that unfortunately happened to be immedi-

ately behind Mr. Howler’s head. He had made one step towards

it, liefore he checked himself. As he did so, Mr. Howler very

hastily drew back.

“ Mr. Winkle, Sir. Be calm. Hon’t strike me. I won’t bear

it. A blow ! Never,” said Mr. Howler, looking meeker than Mr.

Winkle had expected in a gentleman of his ferocity.

“ A blow. Sir 1 ” stammered Mr. Winkle.
“ A blow. Sir,” replied Howler. “ Compose your feelings. Sit

down. Hear me.”
“ Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, trembling from head to foot, “before I

consent to sit down beside, or opposite you, without the presence of

a waiter, I must be secured by some further understanding. You
used a threat against me last night. Sir—a dreadful threat. Sir.”

Here Mr. Winkle turned very pale indeed, and stopped short.

“ I did,” said Howler, with a countenance almost as white as

Mr. Winkle’s. “ Circumstances were suspicious. They have been

explained. I respect your braveiy. Your feeling is upright.

Conscious innocence. There’s my hand. Grasp it.”

“Keally Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, hesitating whether to give his

hand or not, and almost fearing that it was demanded in ordei that

he might be taken at an advantage, “really Sir, I
”

“I know what you mean,” interposed Howler. “You feel

aggrieved. Very natural. So should I. I was wrong. I beg

your pardon. Be friendly. Forgive me.” With this. Howler
fairly forced his hand upon Mr. Wrinkle, and shaking it with the

utmost vehemence, declared he was a fellow of extreme spirit, and

he had a higher opinion of him than ever.

“ Now,” said Howler, “sit down. Relate it all. How did you

find me 1 When did you follow 1 Be frank. Tell me.”

“It’s quite accidental,” replied Mr. Winkle, greatly perplexed

by the curious and unexpected nature of the interview, “ Quite.”

“Glad of it,” said Howler. “I woke this morning. I had
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forgotten my threat. I laughed at the accident. I felt friendly

I said ao.”

“To whom V’ inquired Mr. Winkle.
“ To Mrs. Dowler. ‘ You made a vow/ said she. ‘ I did/ said

1. ‘ It was a rash one/ said she. * It was/ said I. ‘ I’ll apologise.

Where is heT”
“ Who 1

” inquired Mr. Winkle.

“You,” replied Dowler. “I went down stairs. You were not

to be found. Pickwick looked gloomy. Shook his head. Hoped
no violence would be committed. I saw it all. You felt your

self insulted. You had gone, for a friend perhaps. Possibly for

pistols. ‘ High spirit,’ said I. ‘I admire him.’
”

Mr. Winkle coughed, and beginning to see how the land lay,

assumed a look of importance.

“ I left a note for you,” resumed Dowler. “ I said I was sorry.

So I was. Pressing business called me here. You were not

satisfied. You followed. You required a verbal explanation.

You were right. It’s all over now. My business is finished. I

go back to-morrow. Join me.”

As Dowler progressed in his explanation, Mr. Winkle’s counte-

nance grew more and more dignified. The mysterious natime of the

commencement of their conversation was explained
;
Mr. Dowler

had as great an objection to duelling as himself
;

in short, this

blustering and awful personage was one of the most egregious

cowards in existence, and interpretingMr. Winkle’s absence througlj

the medium of his own fears, had actually taken the same step as

himself, and prudently retired until all excitement of feeling should

have subsided.

As the real state of the case dawmed upon Mr. Winkle’s mind,

he looked very terrible, and said he was perfectly satisfied
;
but

at the same time, said so, with an air that left Mr. Dowler no

alternative but to infer that if he had not been, something most

horrible and destructive must inevitably have occurred. Mr.

])owler appeared to be impressed with a becoming sense of Mr.

Winkle’s magnanimity and condescension
;
and the two belligerents

parted for the night, with many protestations of eternal friendship.

About half- past twelve o’clock, when J\H. Winkle had been

revelling some twenty minutes in the full luxury of his first sleep,

he was suddenly awakened by a loud knocking at his chamber-

door, which, being repeated with increased vehemence, caused him

to start up in bed, and inquire who was there, and what the

matter was.

“ Please, Sir, here’s a young man w hich says he must see you

directly,” responded the voice of the chambermaid.
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“ A young man !
” exclaimed Mr. Winkle.

“No mistake about that 'ere, Sir,” replied another voice ^through

the keyhole
;
“ and if that wery same interestin’ young creetui

ain’t let in vithout delay, it’s wery possible as his legs vill enter

afore his countenance.”—The young man gave a gentle kick at one

of the lower pannels of the door, after he had given utterance to

this hint, as if to add force and point to the remark.

“Is that you, Sam?” inquired Mr. Winkle, springing out

of bed.

“ Quite unpossible to identify any gen’lm’n vith any degree o’

mental satisfaction, vithout lookin’ at him. Sir,” replied the voice,

dogmatically.

Mr. Winkle, not much doubting who the young man was,

unlocked the door
;
which he had no sooner done, than Mr.

Samuel Weller entered with great precipitation, and carefully

re-locking it on the inside, deliberately put the key in his waist-

coat pocket
;
and, after surveying Mr. Winkle from head to foot,

said

—

“You’re a wery humorous young gen’lm’n, you air. Sir.”

“ What do you imum by this conduct, Sam ?
” imiuired Mr.

Winkle, indignantly. “Get out. Sir, this instant. What do you

mean, Sir?”

“What do I mean,” retorted Sam
;
“come, Sir, this is rayther

too rich, as the young lady said ven she remonstrated with the

pastry-cook, arter he’d sold her a pork-pie as had got nothin’ but

fat inside. What do I mean ! Well, that ain’t a bad ’un, that

ain’t.”

“Unlock that door, and leave this room immediately. Sir,”

said Mr. Winkle.
“ I shall leave this here room, Sir, just perciscly at the wery

same moment as you leave's it,” responded Sam, speaking in a

forcible manner, and seating himself with perfect gravity. ‘ If I

find it necessary to carry you away, pick-a-back, o’ course I shall

leave it the least bit o’ time possible afore you
\
but allow me to

express a hope as you won’t reduce me to ex-tremities : in saying

vich, I merely quote wot the nobleman said to the fractious

pennywinkle, ven he vovidn’t come out of his shell by means of a pin,

and he conseqvently began . o be afeerd that he should be obliged

to crack him in the parlour door.” At the end of this address,

which was unusually lengthy for him, Mr. Weller planted his hands

on his knees, and looked full in Mr. Winkle’s face, with an

expression of countenance which showed that he had not the

remotest intention of being trifled with.

“You’re a amiably-disposed young man, Sir, I don’t think,”
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resumed Mr. Weller, in a tone of moral reproof, “ to go inwolving

our pr^icious governor in all sorts o’ fanteegs, ven he’s made up his

mind to go through ev’ry think for principle. You’re far worse nor

Dodson, Sir
;
and as for Fogg, I consider him a bom angel to

you !
” Mr. Weller having accompanied this last sentiment with

an emphatic slap on each knee, folded his arms with a look of

great disgust, and threw himself back in his chair, as if awaiting

the criminal’s defence.

“ My good fellow,” said Mr. Winkle, extending his band—his

teeth chattering all the time he spoke, for he had been standing

during the whole of Mr. Weller’s lecture in his night-gear, “ My
good fellow, I re8])ect your attachment to my excellent friend, and

I am very sorry indeed, to have added to his causes for disquiet.

There, Sam, there !

”

“ Well,” said Sam, rather sulkily, but giving the proffered hand
a respectful shake at the same time—“Well, so you ought to be,

and I am very glad to find you air
;

for, if 1 can help it, I won’t

have him put upon by nobody, and that’s all about it.”

“Certainly not, Sam,” said Mr. Winkle. “There, now go

to bed, Sam, and we’ll talk further about this, in the morning.”
“ I’m wery sorry,” said Sam, “ but I can’t go to bed.”

“ Not go to bed !
” repeated Mr. Winkle.

“No,” said Sam, shaking his head, “Can’t be done.”
“ You don’t mean to say you’re going back to-night, Sam ?

”

urged Mr. Winkle, greatly surprised.

“Not unless you particklerly vish it,” replied Sam; “but I

mustn’t leave this here room. The governor’s orders wos per

emptory.”
“ Nonsense, Sam,” said Mr, Winkle, “ I must stop here two or

three days
;
and more than that, Sam, you must stop here too, to

assist me in gaining an interview with a young lady—Miss Allen,

Sam*; you remember her—whom I must and will see before I

leave Bristol.”

But in reply to each of these positions, Sam shook his head

with great firmness, and energetically replied, “It can’t be done.”

After a gieat deal of argument and representation on the part

of Mr. Winkle, however, and a full discloBur,^ of what had passed in

the interview with Dowler, Sam began to waver
;
and at length a

compromise was effected, of which the following were the main and

principal conditions

—

That Sam should retire, and leave Mr. Winkle in the undis-

turbed possession of his apartment, on conebtion that he had

permission to lock the door on the outside, and carry off the key
;

provided always, that in the event of an alarm of fire, or other
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dangerous contingency, the door should be instantly unlocked.

That a letter should be written to Mr. Pickwick early next morn-

ing, and forwarded per Dowler, requesting his consent to Sam and

Mr. Winklers remaining at Bristol, for the purpose and with the

object already assigned, and begging an answer by the next coach
;

if favourable, the aforesaid parties to remain accordingly, and if

not, to return to Bath immediately on the receipt thereof. And,

lastly, that Mr. Winkle should be undersi'^od as distinctly pledging

himself not to resort to the window, fire-place, or other surrep-

titious mode of escape in the meanwhile. These stipulations

having been concluded, Sam locked the door and departed.

He had nearly got down stairs, when he stopped, and drew the

key from his pocket.

I quite forgot about the knockin' down,” said Sam, half

turning back. “ The governor distinctly said it wos to be done
;

amazin’ stupid o’ me, that ’ere now. Never mind,” said Sam,

brightening up, “it’s easily done to-morrow, anyvays.”

Apparently much consoled by this reflection, Mr. Weller once

more deposited the key in his pocket, and, descending the

remainder of the stairs without any fresh visitations of conscience,

was soon, in common with the other inmates of the house, buried

in profound repose.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

MR. SAMUEL WELLER, BEING ENTRUSTED WITH A MISSION OF

LOVE, PROCEEDS TO EXECUTE IT; WITH WHAT SUCCESS WILL

HEREINAFTER APPEAR.

During the whole of next day, Sam kept Mr. Winkle ste dily

in sight, fully determined not to take his eyes off him for one

instant, until he should receive expre.ss instructions from the

fountain-head. However di.gagreeable Sam’s very close watch and
great vigilance were to Mr. Winkle, he thought it better to bear

with them, than, by any act of violent opposition, to hazard being

carried away by force, which Mr. Weller more than once strongly

hinted was the line of conduct that a strict sense of duty prompted
him to pursue. There is little reason to doubt that Sam would
very speedily have quieted his scruples, by bearing Mr. Winkle
back to Bath, bound hand and foot, had not Mr. Pickwick’s

prompt attention to the note, which Dowler had undertaken to

deliver, forestalled any such proceeding. In short, at eight o’clock
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In the evening, Mr. Pickwick himself, walkcnl into the coffee-

room of the Bush tavern, and told Sam with a smile, to his very

great relief, that he had done quite right, and it was unnecessary

for him to mount guard any longer.

“ I thought it better to come myself,” said Mr. Pickwick,

addressing- Mr. Winkle, as Sam disencumbereil him of his great-

coat and travelling shawl, ‘‘ to ascertain, before I gave my consent

to Sam’s employment in this matter, that you are quite in earnest

and serious, with respect to this young lady.”

“Serious, from my heart— from my soul!” returned Mr.

Winkle, with great energy.

“ Itemember,” said Mr. Pickwick, with beaming eyes, “we met

her at our excellent and hospitable friend’s. Winkle. It would be

an ill return to tamper lightly, and without due consideration,

with this young lady’s affections. I’ll not allow that. Sir—I’ll not

allow it.”

“ I have no such intention, indeed,” exclaimed Mr. Winkle
warmly. “ I have considered the matter well, for a long time,

and I feel that my happiness is bound up in her.”

“ That’s wot we call tying it up in a small parcel, Sir,” inter-

posed Mr. Weller, with an agreeable smile.

Mr. Winkle looked somewhat stern at this interruption, and

Mr. Pickwick angrily requested his attendant not to jest with one

of the best feelings of our nature
;

to wdiich Sam replied, “ That

he wouldn’t, if he was aware on it
;
but there were so many on

’em, that he hardly know’d which was the best ones ven he heerd

’em mentioned.”

]\Ir, Winkle then recounted what had passed between himself

and ISIr. Ben Allen, relative to Arabella, stated that his object

was to gain an interview with the young lady, and make a formal

disclosure of his passion
;
and declared his conviction, founded on

certain dark hints and mutteriugs of the aforesaid Ben, that,

wherever she was at present immured, it was somewhere near the

Downs : and this was his whole stock of knowledge or suspicion

upon the subject.

With this very slight clue to guide him, it was determined

that Mr. Weller should start next mornjiig on an expedition of

discovery
;

it was also arranged that Mr. Pickwick and Mr.

Winkle, who were less confident of their powers, should parade

the town meanwhile, and accidentally drop in upon Mr. Bob
Sawyer in the course of the day, in the hope of seeing or hearing

something of the young lady’s whereabout.

Accordingly, next morning, Sam Weller issued forth upon hia

quest, in no way daunted by the very discouraging prospect before
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him
;
and away he walked, up one street and down another—we

were going to say, up one hill and down another, only iVsrail up-

hill at Clifton—without meeting with anything or anybody that

tended to throw the faintest light upon the matter in hand. Many
were the colloquies into which Sam entered with grooms who
were airing horses on roads, and nursemaids who were airing

children in lanes
;
but nothing could Sam elicit from either the

first-mentioned or the last, which bore ^lie slightest reference to

the object of his artfully-prosecuted inquiries. There were a great

many young ladies in a great many houses, the greater part

whereof were shrewdly suspected by the male and female domestics

to be deeply attached to somebody, or perfectly ready to become

so, if opportunity offered. But as none among these young ladies

was Miss Arabella Allen, the information left Sam at exactly the

old point of wisdom at which he had stood before.

Sam stnigglcd across the Downs against a good high wind,

wondering whether it was always necessary to hold your hat on

with both hands in that part of the country, and came to a shady

by-place, about which were sprinkled several little villas of quiet

and secluded appearance. Outside a stable-door at the bottom of

a long back lane without a thoroughfare, a groom in undress was

idling about, apparently persuading himself that he was doing

something with a spade and a wheelbarrow. We may remark, in

this place, that we have scarcely ever seen a groom near a stable,

in his lazy moments, who lias not been, to a greater or less extent,

the victim of this singular delusion.

Sam thought he might as well talk to this groom as to any

one else, especially as he was very tired with walking, and there

was a good large stone just opposite the wheelbarrow
;

so he

strolled down the lane, and, seating himself on the stone, opened

a conversation with the ease and freedom for which he was
remarkable.

“ JMornin’, old friend,” said jam.
“ Arternoon, you mean,” replied the groom, casting a surly

look at Sam.
“ You’re wery right, old friend,” said Sam

;
do mean arter-

noon. How are you ?

“ Why, I don’t find myself much the better for seeing of you,’*

replied the ill-tempered groom.

“ That’s wery odd—that is,” said Sam, “for you look so un-

common cheerful, and seem altogether so lively, that it does vun’s

heart good to see you.”

The surly groom looked surlier still at this, but not suflSciently

so to produce any effect upon Sam, who immediately inquired, with
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a countenance of great anxiety, whether his Uxoster’s name was
not Walker.

“No, it ain’t,” said the groom.
“ Nor Brown, I s’pose ?

” said Sam.
“ No, it ain’t.”

“ Nor Vilsori ?
”

“ No
;
nor that neither,” said the groom.

“ Veil,” replied Sam, “ then I’m mistaken, and he hasn’t got

the honour o’ my acquaintance, which I thought he luul. ])on’t

vait here out o’ compliment to me,” said Sam, as the groom
wheeled in the barrow, and prepared to shut the gate. “ Ease

afore ceremony, old l)oy
;

I’ll excuse you.”
“ I’d knock your head off for half-arcrown,” said the surly groom,

bolting one half of the gate.

“ Couldn’t afford to have it done on those terms,” rejoined Sam.
“ It ’ud be vurth a life’s board vages, at least, to you, and ’ud be

cheap at that. Make my compliments in-doors. Tell ’em not to

vait dinner for me, and say they needn’t mind puttin’ any by, for

it’ll be cold afore I come in.”

In reply to tin’s, the groom waxing very wroth, muttered a

desire to damage somebody’s head
;

but di8a])j)cared without

carrying it into execution, slamming the door angrily after him,

and wholly unheeding Sam’s affectionate request, that he would

leave him a lock of his hair, before he went.

Sam continued to sit on the large stone, meditating upon w^hat

was best to be done, and revolving in his mind a plan for knock-

ing at all the doors within five miles of Bristol, taking them at a

hundred and fifty or two hundred a day, and endeavouring to find

Miss Arabella by that expedient, w^hen accident all of a sudden

threw in his way what he might have sat there for a twelvemonth

and yet not found wdthout it.

Into the lane wdiere he sat, there opened three or four garden

gates, belonging to as many houses, which though detached from

each other, were only separated by their gardens. As these were

large and long, and well planted with trees, the houses were not

only at some distance off, but the greater part of them were nearly

concealed from view. Sam was sitting with his eyes fixed upon

the dust -heap outside the next gate to thit by which the groom
had disappeared, profoundly turning over in his mind the diffi-

culties of his present undertaking, when the gate opened, and a

female servant came out into the lane to shako some bed-side

carpets.

Sam was so very busy with his own thoughts, that it is

probable he would have taken no more notice of the young

82
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woman than just raising his head and remarking that she had

a very neat and pretty figure, if his feelings of gallantry had not

been most strongly roused by observing that she had no*" one to

help her, and that the carpets seemed too heavy for her single

strength. Mr. Weller was a gentleman of great gallantly in his

own way, and he no sooner remarked this circumstance than lie

hastily rose from the large stone, and advanced towards her.

“ My dear,” said Sam, sliding up v/ith an air of great respect,

‘ You’ll spile that wery pretty figure out o’ all perportion if you
shake them carpets by yourself. Let me help ycu.”

The young lady, who had been coyly affecting not to know that

a gentleman was so near, turned round as Sam spoke—no doubt

(indeed she said so, afterwards) to decline this oftbr from a perfect

stranger—when instead of speaking, she started back, and uttered

a half-suppressed scream. Sam was scarcely less staggered, for in

the countenance of the well-shaped female servant, he beheld the

very features of his Valentine— the pretty housemaid from Mr.

Nupkins’s.
“ Wy, Mary my dear !

” said Sam.
“ Lauk, Mr. Weller,” said Mary, “ how you do frighten one !

”

Sam made no verbal answer to this complaint, nor can we
precisely say what reply he did make. We merely know that

after a short pause Mary said, “ Lor do adun Mr. Weller,” and
that his hat had fallen off a few moments before— from both of

which tokens we should be disposed to infer that one kiss, or

more, had passed between the parties.

“ Why, how did you come here ? ” said Mary, when the conver-

sation to which this interruption had been offered, was resumed.

“O’ course I came to look artcr you, my darlin,” replied Mr.

Weller; for once permitting his passion to get the better of his

veracity.

“ And how did you know I was here ? ” inquired Mary.

“Who could have told you that I took another service at Ipswich,

and that they afterwards moved all the w\ay here ? Who could

have told you that, Mr. Weller?”

“Ah to be sure,” said Sam with a eunning look, “that’s the

pint. Who could ha’ told me 1
”

“ It wasn’t Mr. Mukzle, was it 1 inquired Mar3\
“ Oh no,” replied Sam, with a solemn shake of the head, “ it

warn’t him.”
“ It must have been the cook,” said Mary.
“ O’ course it must,” said Sam.
“ Well, I never heard the like of that !

” exclaimed Mary.
“ No more did I,” said Sam. “ But Mary, my dear—” here
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Sam’s manner grew extremely affectionate— “Mary my dear, I’ve

got another affair in hand as is wery pressin’. There’s one o’ my
governor’s friends—Mr. Winkle—^yoii remember him.”

“ Him in the green coat ?
” said Mary. “ Oh yes, I remember

him.”
“ Well,” said Sam, “ he’s in a horrid state o’ love

;
reg’larly

comfoozled, and done over vith it.”

“ Lor !
” interi)oscd Mary.

“Yes,” said Sam; “ but that’s nothin’ if we could only find out

the young ’oomaii ”—and here Sam, with many digressions upon

the personal beauty of Maiy, and the unspeakable tortures he had

experienced since he last saw her, gave a faithful account of Mr.

Winkle’s present predicament.
“ AVeil !

” said Mary, “ I never did !

”

“ O’ course not,” said Sam, “ and nobody never did, nor never

vill neither
;
and here am I a walkin’ about like the wanderin’

Jew—a sportin’ character you have perhaps heerd on Mary my
dear, as wos Mvays doin’ a match agin’ time, and never vent to

sleep—looking arter this here Mias Arabella Allen.”

“ Miss who 1 ” said Mary, in great astonishment.

“Miss Arabella Allen,” said Sam.
“ Goodness gracious !

” said Mary, pointing to the garden-door

which the sulky groom had locked after him. “Why it’s that

very house
;

she’s been living there these six weeks. Their upper

housemaid, which is lady’s maid too, told me all about it over the

wash-house palin’s before the family was out of bed, one mornin’.”

“ Wot, the wery next door to you 1 ” said Sam.
“ I’he very next,” replied Mary.

Mr. Weller was so deeply overcome at receiving this intelli-

gence that he found it absolutely necessary to cling to his fair

informant for support, and divers little love passages had passed

between them, before he was sufficiently collected to retiurn to the

subject.

“ Veil,” said Sam at length, “ if tnis don’t beat cock-fightin’,

nothin’ never vill, as the Lord Mayor said ven the chief secretary

o’ state proposed his missis’s health arter dinner. That wery

next house ! Wy, I’ve got a message to hgr as I’ve been a tryin’

all day to deliver.”

“ Ah,” said Mary, “ but you can’t deliver it now, because she

only walks in the garden in the evening, and then only for a very

little time
;
she never goes out, without the old lady.”

Sam ruminated for a few moments, and finally hit upon the

following plan of operations
;
that he should return just at dusk

—

the time at which Arabella invariably took her walk—and being
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admitted by Mary into the garden of the house to which she

belonged, contrive to scramble up the wall, beneath tb3 over-

hanging boughs of a large pear-tree, which would efFectually screen

him from observation
;
there deliver his message, and arrange, if

possible, an interview on behalf of Mr. Winkle for the ensuing

evening at the same hour. Having made this arrangement with

great dispatch, he assisted Mary in the long-deferred occupation of

shaking the carpets.

It is not half as innocent a thing as it looks, that shaking little

pieces of carpet—at least, there may be no great harm in the

shaking, but the folding is a very insidious process. So long as the

shaking lasts, and the two parties are kept the carpet’s length apart,

it is as innocent an amusement as can well be devised, but when
the folding begins, and the distance between them gets gradually

lessened from one half its former length to a quarter, and then to

an eighth, and then to a sixteenth, and then to a thirty-second if

the carpet bo long enough, it becomes dangerous. We do not

know to a nicety how many pieces of carpet were folded in this

instance, but we can venture to state that as many pieces as there

were, so many times did Sam kiss the pretty housemaid.

Mr. Weller regaled himself with moderation at the nearest

tavern until it was nearly dusk, and then returned to tlie lane

without the thoroughfare. Having been admitted into the garden

by Mary, and received from that lady sundry admonitions con-

ceniiiig the safety of his limbs and neck, Sam mounted into the

pear-tree, to wait until Arabella should come in sight.

He waited so long without this anxiously-expected event oc-

curring, that he began to think it was not going to take place at

all, when he heard light footsteps upon the gravel, and immedi-

ately afterwards beheld Arabella walking pensively down the

garden. As soon as she came nearly below the tree, Sam began,

by way of gently indicating his presence, to make sundry diabolical

noises similar to those which would probably be natural to a

person who had been alBicted with a combination of inflammatory

sore throat, croup, and hooping-cough, from his earliest infancy.

Upon this, the young lady cast a hurried glance towards the

spot from whence the readful sounds proceeded
;
and her previous

alarm being not at all dimirished when she saw a man among the

branches, she would most certainly have decamped, and alarmed

the house, had not fear fortunately deprived her of the power of

moving, and caused her to sink down on a garden-seat which

happened by good luck to be near at hand.
** She’s a goin’ off,” soliloquised Sam in great perplexity. “ Wot

a thing it is, as these here young creeturs will go a faintin’ avay
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just ven they oughtn’t to. Here, young ’ooman, Miss Sawbonea,

Mrs. Vkikle, don’t.”

Whether it was the magic of Mr. Winkle’s name, or the cool-

ness of the open air, or some recollection of Mr. Weller’s voice,

that revived Arabella, matters not. She raised her head and

languidly inquired “ Who’s that, and what do you want 1
”

‘‘Hush,” said Sam, swinging himself on to the wall, and

crouching there in as small a compass as he could reduce himseli

to, “ only me, miss, only me.”
“ Mr. Pickwick’s servant !

” said Arabella, earnestly.

“The wery same. Miss,” replied Sam. “Here’s Mr. Vinkle

reg’larly sewed up vith desperation, Miss.”

“Ah !
” said Arabella, drawing nearer the wall.

“ Ah indeed,” said Sam. “ Ve thought ve should ha’ been obliged

to straight-veskit him last night
;

he’s been a ravin’ all day, and

he says if he can’t see you afore to-morrow night’s over, he vishes

he may be sometliin’-iinpleasanted if he don’t drownd hisself.”

“ Ob no, no, Mr. Weller,” said Arabella, clasping her hands.
“ That’s wot he says, Miss,” replied Sam coolly. “ He’s a man

of his word, and it’s my opinion he’ll do it, Miss. He’s hcerd all

about you from the Sawbones in barnacles.”

“From my brother !” said Arabella, having some faint recog-

nition of Sam’s description.

“I don’t rightly know which is your brother. Miss,” replied

Sam. “ Is it the dirtiest vun o’ the two 1
”

“Yes, yea, Mr. Weller,” returned Arabella, “go on. Make
hiuste, pray.”

“Veil IVIiss,” said Sam, “he’s heerd all about it from hiinj

and it’s the gov’nor’s opinion that if you don’t see him wery quick,

the Sawbones as we’ve been a speakin’ on, ’ull get as much extra

lead in his head as’ll rayther damage the dewelopement o’ the orgins

if the^ ever put it in spirits artervards.”
“ Oh, what can I do to prevent these dreadfid quarrels,” ex-

claimed Arabella.

“ It’s the suspicion of a priory ’tachment as is the cause of it

all,” replied Sam. “ You’d better see him. Miss.”

“But how?—where?” cried Arabella. dare not leave the

house alone. My brother is so unkind, so unreasonable. I

know how strange my talking thus to you must api3ear, Mr.

Weller, but I am very, very unhappy—” and here poor Arabella

wept BO bitterly, that Sara grew chivalrous.

“It may seem wery strange talkin’ to me about these here

affairs. Miss,” said Sara with great vehemence
;
“ but all I can say

is, that I’m not only ready but villin’ to do anythin’ as’U make
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matters agreeable
;
and if chuckin’ either o* them Sa\^ bones out o*

winder ’uU do it, I’m the man.” As Sam Weller said^this, he

tucked up his wristbands, at the imminent hazard of falling ofl

the wall in so doing, to intimate his readiness to set to work
immediately.

Flattering as these professions of good feeling were, Arabella

resolutely declined (most unaccountably, as Sam thought,) to avail

herself of them. For some time she otrenuously refused to grant

Mr. Winkle the interview Sara had so pathetically requested
;
but

at length, when the conversation threatened to be interrupted by
the unwelcome arrival of a third party, she hurriedly gave him to

understand, with many professions of gratitude, that it was barely

possible she might be in the garden an hour later, next evening.

Sara understood this perfectly well, and Arabella, bestowing upon

him one of her sweetest smiles, tripped gracefully away, leaving

Mr. Weller in a state of very great admiration of her charms, both

personal and mental.

Having descended in safety from the wall, and not forgotten to

devote a few moments to his own particular business in the same
department, Mr. Weller then made the best of his way back to

the Bush, where his prolonged absence had occasioned much
speculation and some alarm.

“ We must be careful,” said Mr. Pickwick, after listening at-

tentively to Sara's tale, ** not for our own sakes, but for that of

the young lady. We must be very cautious.”

“ We / ” said Mr. Winkle, with marked emphasis.

Mr. Pickwick’s momentary look of indignation at the tone of

this remark, subsided into his characteristic expression of benevol-

ence, as he replied

—

“ We, Sir ! I shall accompany you.”

“ You !
” said Mr. Winkle.

“ I,” replied Mr. Pickwick, mildly. “ In affording y&^ this

Interview, the young lady hat. taken a natural, perhaps, but still a

very imprudent step. If I am present at the meeting—a mutual

friend, who is old enough to be the father of both parties—the

voice of calumny can never be raised against her, hereafter.”

Mr. Pickwick’s eyes lightened with honest exultation at his

own foresight, as he sp'^ke thus. Mr. Winkle was touched

at this little trait of his delicate respect for the young protegee of

his friend, and took his hand with a feeling of regard akin to

veneration.

“ You ifiall go,” said Mr. Winkle.
“ I will,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Sam, have my great-coat and

shawl ready, and order a conveyance to be at the door to-morrow
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evening, rather earlier than is absolutely necessary, in order that

we may^be in good time.”

Mr. Weller touched his hat, as an earnest of his obedience, and

withdrew to make all needful preparations for the expedition.

The coach was punctual to the time appointed
;
and IMr. Weller,

after duly installing Mr. Pickwdek and Mr. Winkle inside, took

his seat on the box by the driver. They alighted, as had been

agreed on, about a quarter of a mile from the place of rcnd(‘zvons,

and desiring the coachman to await their return, proceeded the

remaining distance on foot.

It was at this stage of the undertaking that Mr. Pickwick, with

many smiles and various other indications of great self satisfaction,

produced from one of his coat pockets a dark lantern, with which

he had specially ju’ovided himself for the occasion, and the great

mechanical beauty of which, he proceeded to explain to Mr.

Winkle, as they walked along, to the no small surpiise of the few

stragglers they met.
“ I should have been the better for something of this kind, in

my last garden expedition, at night
;

eh, Sam ?
” said Mr. Pick-

wick, looking good-humouredly round at his follower, who was
trudging behiinl.

“ Wery nice things, if theyTe managed properly. Sir,” replied

Mr. Weller
;
“but when you don’t want to be seen, I think they’re

raythcr more useful arter the candle’s gone out, than ven it’s alight.”

Mr. J^ickwick appeared struck by Sam’s remarks, for he put

the lantern into his pocket again, and they walked on in silence.

“ Down here. Sir,” said Sam. “ Let me lead the vay. This

is the lane. Sir.”

Down the lane they went, and dark enough it was. Mr. Pick-

wick brought out the lantern onco or twice as they groped their

way fjjong, and threw a very brilliant little tunnel of light before

them, about a foot in diameter. It was very pretty to look at,

but seemed to have the effect of rendering surrounding objects

rather darker than before.

At length they arrived at the large stone, and here Sam
recommended his ma.ster and Mr. Winkle to seat themselves,

while he reconnoitred, and ascertained whether Mary was yet in

waiting.

After an absence of five or ten minutes, Sam returned, to say

that the gate was opened, and all quiet. Following him with

stealthy tread, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. AVinkle soon found them-

selves in the garden. Here everybody said “Hush!” a good many
times

;
and that being done, no one seemed to have any very

distinct apprehension of what was to be done next.
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"Is Miss Allen in the garden yet, Mary?” inquired Mr
Winkle, much agitated.

‘

‘‘ I don^t know, Sir,” replied the pretty housemaid. “ The best

thing to be done, Sir, will be for Mr. Weller to give you a hoist

up into the tree, and perhaps Mr. Pickwick will have the goodness
to see that nobody comes up the lane, while I watch at the other

end of the garden. Goodness gracio'is, what’s that !

”

“ That ’ere blessed lantern ’ull be the death on us all,” ex-

claimed Sam, peevishly. “ Take care wot you’re a doin’ on. Sir,

you’re a sendin’ a blaze o* light, right into the back parlor

vinder.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Pickwick, turning hastily aside, “I
didn’t mean to do that.”

“ Now it’s in the next house. Sir,” remonstrated Sam.
“ Bless my heart 1

” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, turning round

again.

“Now it’s in the stable, and they’ll think the place is a’ fire,”

said Sam. “Shut it up, Sir, can’t you?”
“ It’s the most extraordinary lantern I ever met with, in all

my life I
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, greatly bewildered by the

effects he had so unintentionally produced. “ I never saw such a

powerful reflector.”

“ It’ll be vun too powerful for us, if you keep blazin’ avay in

that manner, Sir,” replied Sam, as Mr. Pickwick, after various

unsuccessful efforts, managed to close the slide. “There’s the

young lady’s footsteps. Now, Mr. Vinkle, Sir, up vith you.”

“ Stop, stop 1
” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I must Bj)eak to her first.

Help me up, Sam.”
“ Gently, Sir,” said Sam, planting his head against the wall,

and making a platform of his back. “Step a top o’ that ’ere

flower-pot, Sir. Now then, up vith you.” ^
“ I’m afraid I shall hurt you, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Never mind me. Sir,” replied Sam. “ Lend him a hand, Mr.

Vinkle, Sir. Steady, Sir, steady
;

that’s the time o’ day.”

As Sam spoke, Mr. Pickwick, by exertions almost supernatural

in a gentleman of his years and weight, contrived to get upon

Sam’s back
;
and Sam* gently raising himself up, and Mr. Pickwick'

holding on fast by the top of the wall, while Mr. Winkle clasped

him tight by the legs., they contrived by these incans to bring his

spectacles just above the level of the coping.

“My dear,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking over the wall, and

catching sight of Arabella, on the other side, “ Don’t be frightened,

my dear, ’tis only me.”

“Oh pray go away, Mr. Pickwick,” said Arabella. “Tell
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them all to go away, I am so dreadfully frightened. Dear, dear

Mr. Pickwick, don^t stop there. You’ll fall down and kill yourself,

I know you will.”

“ Now pray don’t alarm yourself, my dear,” said Mr. Pickwick,

soothingly. “ There is not the least cause for fear, I assure you.

Stand firm, Sam,’* said Mr. Pickwick, looking down.

“All right. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “Don’t be longer than

you can conweniently help, Sir. You’re rayther heavy.”
“ Only another moment, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ I merely wished you to know, my dear, that I should not

have allowed my young friend to see you in this clandestine way,

if the situation in which you are placed had left him any alterna-

tive
;
and lest the impropriety of this step should cause you any

unetisiness, ray love, it may be a satisfaction to you, to know that

I am present : that’s all, my dear.”

“ Indeed, Mr. Pickwick, I am very much obliged to you for

your kindness and consideration,” replied Arabella, drying her

tears with her handkerchief. She would probably have said much
more, had not Mr. Pickwick’s head disappeared with great swift-

ness, in consequence of a false step on Sam’s shouhh'r, which

brought him suddenly to the ground. lie was up again in an

instant, however; and bidding Mr. Winkle make haste and get

the interview over, ran out into the lane to keep watch, with all

the courage and ardour of a youth. Mr. Winkle himself, ins])ired

by the occasion, was on the wall in a moment, merely pausing to

request Sam to be careful of his ina.ster.

“ I’ll take care on him, Sir,” replied Sam. “ Leave him to me.”
“ Where is he ? What’s he doing, Sam 1 ” inquired Mr.

Winkle.
“ Lless his old gaiters,” rejoined Sam, looking out at the

garden-door, “lie’s a keepin’ guard in the Line vith that ’ere

da?k lantern like a amiable Guy Fawkes. 1 never see suidi a fine

creetur in my days. Blessed if I don’t think his hi art must ha’

been born five-and-twenty year artcr his body, at lesst !

”

Mr. Winkle stayed not to hear the encomium upon his friend.

He had dropped from the wall; thrown himself at Arabella’s feet

;

and by this time was pleading the sincerUy of his passion wdth an

eloquence worthy even of Mr. Pickwick himself.

While these things were going on in the open air, an elderly

gentleman of scientific attainments was seated in his library, two
or three houses off, writing a philosophical treatise, and ever and

anon moistening his clay and his labours with a glass of claret

from a venerable-looking bottle which stood by his side. In the

agonies of composition, the elderly gentleman looked Bometiuiea at
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the carpet, sometimes at the ceiling, and sometimes at the wall

;

and when neither carpet, ceiling, nor wall, afforded the requisite

degree of inspiration, he looked out of the window.

In one of tlie.se pauses of invention, the scientific gentleman was

gazing abstractedly on the thick darkness outside, when he was
veiy much surprised by observing a most brilliant light glide

through the air a short distance above the ground, and almost

in.stantancously vanish. After a short tiii'c the phenomenon was
repeated, not once or twice, but several times : at hist the scientific

gentleman, laying down his pen, began to consider to what natural

causes these appearances were to be assigned.

They were not meteors
;
they were too low. They were not

glow-worms
;

they were too high. They were not will-ohthe-

wisps
;
they were not fiic-flies

;
they were not fire-works. What

could they be 1 Some extraordinary and wonderful phenomenon
of nature, wliich no philosopher had ever seen before

;
something

which it had been reserved for him alone to discover, and which

he should immortalise his name by chronicling for the benefit of

posterity. Full of this idea, the scientific gentleman seized his

pen again, and committed to paper sundry notes of these un-

paralleled appearances, with the date, day, hour, minute, and precise

second at which they were visible, aU of which were to form the

data of a voluminous treatise of great research and deep learning,

which .should a.stoni8h all the atmospherical wiseacres that ever

drew breath in any part of the civilised globe.

He threw himself back in his easy chair, wrapped in contem-

plations of his future greatness. The mysterious light appeared

more brilliantly than before; dancing to all appearance up and

down the lane, crossing from aide to side, and moving in an orbit

as eccentric as comets themselves.

The scientific gentleman Wfis a bachelor. He had no wife to

call in and astonish, so he rang the bell for his servant.
^

“Pruflle,” said the scientific gentleman, “there is something

very extraordinary in the air to-night. Did you see that ? said

the scientific gentleman, pointing out of the window, as the light

again became visible.

“ Yes I did, Sir.”

“ What do you think of it, Pruffle ?”

“ Think of it, Sir ?
”

“Yes. You have been bred up in the country. What should

you say was the cause of those lights, now 1
”

The scientific gentleman smilingly anticipated Pruffle^s reply

that he could assign no cause for them at all Pruffle meditated.

I should say it was thieves, Sir,” said Pruffle at length.
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“You’re a fool, and may go down stairs -said the scientific

gentleman.
“ Thank you Sir ”—said PrufHe. And down he went.

But the scientific gentleman could not rest under the idea of

the ingenious treatise he ha<I projected, being lost to the world,

which must inevitably be the ciise, if the speculation of the

ingenious Mr. Pruffle were not 'Stifled in its birth. lie put on his

hat and walked quickly down the garden, determined to investigate

the matter to the very bottom.

Now, shortly before the scientific gentleman walked out into

the garden, Mr. I’ic-kwick had run down the lane as fast as he

could, to convey a false alarm that somebody was coming that

way, occasionally drawing back the slide of the dark lantern to

keep himself from the ditch. The alarm was no sooner given,

than Mr. Winkle scrambled back over the wall, and Arabella ran

into the house;—the garden-gate was shut, and the three adven-

turers w’ere making the beat of their way down the lane, when they

were startled by the scientific gentleman unlocking his garden gate.

“ Hold hard,” whispered Sam, who was of course the first of

the party. “Show a light for just vun second, Sir.”

Mr. Pickwick did as he was desired, and Siim seeing a man’s

head peeping out very cautiously, within half a yard of his own,

gave it a gentle tap with his clenched fist, which knocked it with

a hollow sound against the gate. Having performed this feat with

great suddenness and dexterity, Mr. Weller caught Mr. Pickwick

up on his back, and followed Mr. Winkle down the lane at a pace

which, considering the burden he carried, was perfectly astonishing.

“ Have you got your vind back agin. Sir 1
” enquired Sam when

they had reached the end.

“ Quite—quite now,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ Then come along. Sir,” said Sam, setting his master on his

fo?t again. “ Come betveen us. Sir. Not half a mile to run.

Think you’re vinnin a cup, Sir. Now for it.”

Thus encouraged, Mr. Pickwick made the very best use of his

legs, and it may be confidently stated that a pair of black gaiters

never got over the ground in better style than did those of Mr.

Pickwick on this memorable occasion. •

The coach was waiting, the horses were fresh, the roads were

good, and the driver was willing. The whole party arrived in

safety at the Bush before Mr. Pickwick had recovered his breath.

“ In vith you at once Sir,” said Sara, as he helped his master

out “ Don’t stop a second in the street, arter that ’ere exercisa

Beg your pardon, Sir,” continued S:un, touching his hat as Mr.

Winkle descended, “Hope there warn’t a priory ’tachment, Sir."*
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Mr. Winkle grasped his humble friend by the hand, and

whispered in his ear, “ It’s all right, Sam
;
quite right ^upon

which Mr. Weller struck three distinct blows upon his nose in

token of intelligence; smiled, winked, and proceeded to put the

steps up with a countenance expressive of lively satisfaction.

As to the scientific gentleman, he demonstrated in a masterly

treatise that these wonderful lights were the effect of electricity,

and clearly proved the same by detailing Low a flash of fire danced

before his eyes when he put his head out of the gate, and how he

received a shock which stunned him for a full quarter of an hour

afterwards
;
which demonstration delighted all the Scientific Asso-

ciations bev'ond measure, and caused him to be considered a light

of science ever al’terwards.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

INTKODUCF-S MR. PICKWICK TO A NEW, AND IT IS HOPED NOT

UN1NTI5RKSTINO SCENE, IN THE GREAT DRAMA OF LIFE.

The remainder of the i)eriod which Mr. Pickwick had assigned

as the duration of the stay at Bath, passed over without the

occurrence of anything material. Trinity Term commenced. On
the expiration of its first week, Mr. Pickwick and his friends

returned to London, and the former gentleman, attended of course

by Sam, straightway rej)aired to his old quarters at the George and
Vulture.

On the third morning after their arrival, just as all the clocks

in the city were striking nine individually, and somewhere Jibout

nine hundred collectively, Sam was taking the air in George Yard,

when a queer sort of fresh painted vehicle drove up, out of which
there jumped with great agility, throwing the reins to a stout nfan

who sat beside him, a queer sort ''f gentleman, who seemed made
for the vehicle, and the vehicle for him.

The vehicle was not exactly a gig, neither was it a stanhope.

It was not what is currently denominated a dog-cart, neither was
it a taxed cart, nor a cha;8e-cart, nor a guillotined cabriolet

;
and

yet it had something of the character of each and every of these

machines. It was painted a bright yellow, with the shafts and

wheels picked out in black
;
and the driver sat in the orthodox

sporting style, on cushions piled about two feet above the rail.

The horse was a bay, a well-looking animal enough
;

but with

something of a flash and dog-fighting air about him, nevertheless,

which accorded admirably, both with the vehicle and his master.
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The master himself was a man of about forty, with black hair,

and oarefuUy combed whiskers
;
dressed in a particularly gorgeous

manner, with plenty of articles of jewellery about him—all about

three sizes larger than those which are usually worn by gentlemen

—and a rough great-coat to crown the whole. Into one pocket of

this great-coat, he thrust his left hand the moment he dismounted,

while from the other he drew forth, with his right, a very bright

and glaring silk handkerchief, with which he whisked a speck or

two of dust from his boots, and then crumpling it in his hand,

swaggered up the court.

It had not escaped Sam^s attention that, when this person dis-

mounted, a shabby-looking man in a brown great-coat shorn of

divers buttons, who had been previously slinking about on the

opposite side of the way, crossed over, and remained stationary

close by. Having something more than a suspicion of the object

of the gentleman’s visit, Sam preceded him to the deorge and
Vulture, and, turning sharp round, planted himself in the centre of

the doorway.

“Now, my fine fellow,” said the man in the rough cf)at, in an

imperious tone, attempting at the same time, to push his way
past.

“ Now, Sir, wot’s the matter?” replied Sam, leturiiing the push

with compound interest.

“Come, none of this, my man; this won’t do witli me,” said

the owner of the rough coat, raising his voice, and turning very

white—“ Here, Smouch !

”

“Well, wot’s amiss here ?” growled the man in the brown coat,

who had been gradually sneaking up the couit during tiiis short

dialogue.

“Only some insolence of this young man’s,” said the piincipal,

giving Sam another push,

Corne, none o’ this gammon,” growled Smouch, giring him
another, and a harder one.

This last push had the effect which it was intended by the

experienced Mr. Smouch to produce, for while Sam, anxious to

return the compliment, was grinding that gentleman’s body against

the doorpost, the principal crept past, and made his way to the

bar, whither Sam, after bandying a few epithetical remarks with

Mr. Smouch, followed at once,

“ Good morning, my dear,” said the principal, addressing the

young lady in the bar, with Botany Bay ease, and New South

Wales gentility
;

“ which is Mr. Pickwick’s room, my dear ?
”

“ Show him up,” said the bar-maid to a waiter, without deigning

another look at the exquisite, in reply to his inquiry.
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The waiter led the way up stairs as he was desired, and the

man in the rough coat followed, with Sam behind him, who, in his

progress up the staircase, indulged in sundry gestures indicative of

supreme contempt and defiance, to the unspeakable gratification of

the servants and other lookers on. Mr. Smouch, who was troubled

with a hoarse cough, remained below, and expectorated in the

passage.

Mr. Pickwick was fast asleep in br ^ when his early visitor,

followed by Sam, entered the room. The noise they made, in so

doing, awoke liim.

“ Shaving water, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, from within the

curtains.

“ Shave you directly, Mr. Pickwick,” said the visitor, drawing

one of them back from the bed’s head. “ I’ve got an execution

against you, at the suit of Bardell.—Here’s the warrant.—Common
Pleas.—Here’s ray card. I suppose you’ll come over to my house.”

And giving Mr. Pickwick a friendly tap on the shoulder, the

8herifi'’8 officer—for such he was—threw his card on the counter-

pane, and pulled a gold toothpick from his waistcoat pocket.

“Namby’s tlie name,” said the sheriffs deputy, as Mr. Pick-

wick took his spectacles from under the pillow, and put them on,

to read the card. “Namby, Bell Alley, Coleman Street.”

At this point, Sam Weller, who had had his eyes fixed hitherto

on Ml, Namby’s shining beaver, interfered

—

“ Are you a Quaker 1
” said Sam.

“ ril let you know who I am, before I’ve done with you,”

replied the indignant officer. “ I’ll teach you manners, my fine

fellow, one of these fine mornings.”
“ Thankee,” said Sam, “ I’ll do the same for you. Take your

hat off.” With this, Mr. Weller, in the most dexterous manner,

knocked Mr. Namby’s hat to the other side of the room with such

violence, that he had very nearly caused him to swallow the ^old

toothpick into the bargain.

“ Observe this, Mr. Pickwick,” said the disconcerted officer,

gasping for breath. “ I’ve been assaulte<l in the execution of my
dooty by your servant in your chamber. I’m in bodily fear. I call

you to witness this.”
,

“ Don’t witness nothin’, Sir,” interposed Sam. “ Shut your

eyes up tight, Sir, I’d pitch him out o’ winder, only he couldn’t

fall fiir enough, ’cause o’ the leads outside.”

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick in an angry voice, as his attendant

made vaiious demonstrations of hostilities, “if you say another

word, or offer the slightest interference with this person, I discharge

you that instant.”
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•* But, Sir !
” said Sam.

*‘Pol(l your tongue,” interposed Mr. Pickwick. “Take that

hat up again.”

But this, Sam flatly and positively refused to do
;
and, after he

had been severely reprimanded by his master, the ofliccr, being in a

hurry, condescended to pick it up himself, venting a great variety

of threats against Sam meanwhile, wdnch that geutleman received

with perfect composure, merely observing that if Mr. Namby w'oiild

have the goodness to put his hat on again, he would knock it into

the latter end of next week. Mr. Naraby, perhaps thinking that

such a process might be productive of inconvenience to himself,

declined to ofier the temptation, and soon after called up Smouch.

Having informed him that the capture was made, and that he was
to wait for the prisoner until he should have finished dressing,

Namby then swaggercrl out, and drove away. Smouch requesting

Mr. Pickwick, in a surly manner, “ to be as alive as he could, for

it w^as a busy time,” drew up a chair by the door, and sat there

till he had finished dressing. Sam w’as then dispatched for a

hackney coach, and in it the triumvirate proceeded to Coleman
Street. It w'as fortunate the distance was short, for Mr. Smouch,

besides possessing no very enchanting conversational pow’crs, was
rendered a decidedly un})lea8ant companion in a limited sj)ace, by
the physical weakness to which we have elsewhere ad vei ted.

The coach having turned into a very narrow^ and daik street,

stopped before a house with iron bars to all the wumlows
;
the

door-posts of which, were graced l^y the name and title of “ Namby,
Officer to the Sheriffs of London the inner gate having been

opened by a gentleman who might have passed for a in‘glected

twdn brother of Mr. Smouch, and wdio was endowed with a large

key for tlie purpose, Mr. Pickwick was shown bito the “coffee-

room.”

^his coffee-room was a front parlour, the yiriinipal features of

which, were fresh sand and stale tobacco smoke. Mr. Pickwii^k

bowed to the three persons who were seated in it when he entered,

and having disjmtched Sam for Perker, witlidrcw into an obscure

comer, and from thence looked with some curiosity upon his new
companions.

^

One of these was a mere boy of nineteen or twenty, who, though

it was yet barely ten o’clock, was drinking gin and water, and

smoking a cigar, amusements to which, judging from his inflamed

countenance, he had devoted himself pretty constantly for the last

year or two of his life. Opposite him, engaged in stirring the fire

with the toe of his right boot, was a coarse, vulgar young man
of about thirty, with a sallow face and harsh voice

;
evidently



686 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

poBsessed of that knowledge of the world, and captivating freedom

of manner, which is to be acquired in public-house parlours, and

at low billiard tables. The third tenant of the apartment was a

middle aged man in a very old suit of black, who looked pale and

haggard, and paced up and down the room incessantly : stopping

n8w ancl then to look with great anxiety out of the window as if

he expected somebody, and then resuming his walk.

“You’d better have the loan of mv razor this morning, Mr.

Ayreslcigh,” said the man who was stirnug the fire, tipping the

wink to his friend the boy.

“ Thank you, no, I shan’t want it
;

I expect I shall be out, in

the course of an hour or so,” replied the other in a hurried manner.

Then walking again up to the window, and once more returning

disappointed, he sighed deeply, and left the room
;
upon which the

other two burst into a loud laugh.

“ Well, T never saw such a game as that,” said the gentleman

who had offered the razor, whose name appeared to be Price.

“ Never !
” Mr. Price confirmed the assertion with an oath, and

then laughed again, when of course the boy (who thought his com-

panion one of the most dashing fellows alive), laughed also.

“ You’d hardly think, would you now,” said Price, turning tO'-

wards Mr. Pickwick, “ that that chap’s been here a week yesterday,

and never once shaved himself yet, because he feels so certain he’s

going out in half an hour’s time, that he thinks he may as well put

it off till he gets home ?
”

“ Poor man !
” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Are his chances of getting

out of his difficulties really so great ?
”

“ Chances ho d—d,” replied Price
;

“ he hasn't half the ghost

of one. I wouldn’t give that for his chance of walking about the

streets this time ten years.” With this, Mr. Price snapped his

fingers contemptuously, and rang the belL

“ Give me a sheet of paper, Crookey,” said Mr. Price t^ the

attendant, who in dress and general appearance looked something

betwx^en a bankrupt grazier, and a drover in a state of insolvency •

“ and a glass of brandy and water, Crookey, d’ye hear 1 I’m going

to write to my father, and I must have a stimulant, or I shan’t be

able to pitch it strong enough into the old boy.” At this facetious

speech, the young boy, it is almost needless to say, was fairly con-

vulsed.

“That’s right,” said Mr. Price. “Never say die. All fun,

ain’t it t
”

“ Prime !
” said .the young gentleman.

“ You’ve some spirit about you, you have,” said Price. “ You’ve

seen something of Ufa
”
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“ I rather think I have !
” replied the boy. He had looked at

It through the dirty panes of glass in a bar door.

Mr. Pickwick feeling not a little disgusted with this dialogue,

as well as with the air and manner of the two beings by whom it

had been carried on, was about to inquire whether he could not be

accommodated with a private sitting-room, when two or three

strangers of genteel appearance entered, at sight of whom the boy
threw his cigar into the fire, and whispering to Mr. Price, that they

had come to “ make it all right ” for him, joined them at a table

in the further end of the room.

It would appear, however, that matters were not going to be

made all right quite so speedily as the young gentleman antici-

pated, for a very long conversation ensued, of which Mr. Pickwick

could not avoid hearing certain angry fragments regarding dis-

solute conduct, and repeated forgiveness. At last there were very

distinct allusions made by the oldest gentleman of the party to one

Whitecross-street, at which the young gentleman, notwithstanding

his priineness and his spirit, and his knowledge of life into the

bargain, reclined his head upon the table and howled dismally.

Very much satisfied with this sudden bringing down of the youth's

valour, and effectual lowering of his tone, Mr. Pickwick rang the bell,

and was shown at his own request into a private room furnished with

a car|)et, table, chairs, sideboard and sofa, and ornamented with a

looking-glass, and various old prints. Here he had the advantage

of hearing Mrs. Namby’s performance on a square piano over head,

while the breakfiist was getting ready
;
and when it came, Mr.

Perkcr arrived also,

“ Aha, my dear Sir,” said the little man, nailed at last, eh 1

Come, come, I’m not sorry for it either, because now you’ll see the

absurdity of this conduct. I’ve noted down the amount of the taxed

costs and damages for which thecasa was issued, and we had better

settles at once and lose no time. Namby is come home by this

time, I dare say. What say you, my dear Sir, shall I draw a

cheque, or wdll you 1 ” The little man rubbed his hands with

aflfectod cheerfulness as be said this, but glancing at Mr. Pickwick’s

countenance, could not forbear at the same time casting a despond-

ing look towards Sam Weller. ,

“ Perker,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ let me hear no more of this, I

beg. I see no advantage in staying here, so I shall go to prison

to-night.”

“You can’t go to Whitecross-street, my dear Sir,” said Perker.

“ Impossible ! There are sixty beds in a ward, and the bolt’s on,

sixteen hours out of the four-and-twenty.”

“ I would rather go to some other place of confinement if I
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can,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ If not I must make the best I can ol

that.” »

“ You can go to the Fleet, my dear Sir, if you’re detenuined to

go somewhere,” said Perker.

“That’ll do,” said Mr. Pickwick. “I’ll go there directly I

have finished my breakfast.”
“ Stop, stop, iny dear Sir

;
not the least occasion for being in

such a violent hurry to get into a plur« that most other men are

as eager to get out of,” said the good-natured little attorney. “ We
must have a habeas corpus. “ There’ll be no judge at chambers

till four o’clock this afternoon. You must wait till then.”

“Very good,” said Mr. Pickwick, with unmoved patience.

“ Then we will have a chop here, at two. See about it Sam, and
tell them to be punctual.”

Mr. Pickwick remaining finn, despite all the remonstrances and
arguments of Perker, the chops appeared and disappeared in due

course; he was then put into another hackney coach, and carried

oflf to Chancery Lane ;
after waiting half an hour or so for Mr.

Namby, who had a select dinner party, and could on no account be

disturbed before.

There were two judges in attendance at Serjeant’s Inn—one

King’s Bench, and one Common Pleas, and a great deal of business

appeared to be transacting before them, if the number of lawyer’s

clerks who were hurrying in and out with bundles of papers,

afforded any teat. When they reached the low archway which

forms the entrance to the Inn, Perker was detained a few momenta
parleying with the coachman about the fare and the change

;
and

Mr. Pickwick, stepping to one side to be out of the way of the

stream of people that were pouring in and out, looked about him
with some curiosity.

The people that attracted his attention most, were three or four

men of shabby-genteel appearance, who touched their hats to^many

of the attorneys who passed, a'^d seemed to have some business

there, the nature of which Mr. Pickwick could not divine. They
were curious looking fellows. One was a slim and rather lame

man in rusty black, and a white neckerchief
;
another was a stout,

burly person, dressed in the same apparel, with a great reddish-

black cloth round his neck ; a third was a little weazen drunken-

looking body with a pimply face. They were loitering about, with

their hands behind them, and now and then, with an anxious coun-

tenance, whispered something in the ear of some of the gentlemen

with papers as they hurried by. Mr. Pickwick remembered to

have very often observed them lounging under the archway when
he had been walking past, and his curiosity was quite excited to
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know to what branch of the profession these dingy -looking loungers

could possibly belong.

He was about to propound the question to Namby, who kept

close beside him sucking a large gold ring on his little finger, when
Perker bustled up, and observing that there was no time to lose,

led the way into the Inn. As Mr. Pickwick followed, the lame
man stepped up to him, and civilly toucliing his hat, held out a

written card, which Mr. Pickwick not wishing to hurt the man’s

feelings by refusing, courteously accepted and deposited in his

waistcoat pocket.

“ Now,” said Perker, turning round before he entered one of the

offices, to see that his companions were close behind him. “ In

here, my dear Sir. Hallo, what do ycya want ?
”

This last question was addressed to the lame man, who unob-

served by Mr. Pickwick, made one of the party. In reply to it,

the lame man touched his hat again with all imaginable politeness,

and motioned towards Mr. Pickwick.
“ No, no,” said Perker with a smile. We don’t want you,

my dear friend, we don’t want you.’*

“ I beg your pardon. Sir,” said the lame man. “ The gentle-

man took my card. I hope you will employ me. Sir. The gentle-

man nodded to me. I’ll be judged by the gentleman himself.

You nodded to me. Sir ?
”

“ Pooh, pooh, nonsense. You didn’t nod to any body, Pick-

wick! A mistake, a mistake,” said Perker.

“The gentleman handed me his card,” replied Mr. Pickwick,

producing it from his waistcoat pocket. “ I accepted it as the

gentleman seemed to wish it—in fact I had some curiosity to look

at it when I should be at leisure. I
”

The little attorney burst into a loud laugh, and returning the

card to the lame man, informing him it was all a mistake, whis-

peref^ to Mr. Pickwick as the man turned away in dudgeon, that

he was only a bail.

“ A what !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

“A bail,” replied Peiker.
“ A bail !

”

“ Yes, my dear Sir, half a dozen of ’em Jiere. Bail you to any

amount, and only charge half-a-crown. Curious trade isn’t it /

”

said Perker, regaling himself with a pinch of snuff.

“ What ! Am I to understand that these men earn a livelihood

by waiting about here, to perjure themselves before the judges of

the laud, at the rate of half-a-crown a crime !
” exclaimed Mr.

Pickwick, quite aghast at the disclosure.

“ Why, I don’t exactly know about the perjury, my dear Sir,”
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replied the little gentleman. “ Harsh word, my dear Sir, very

harsh word indeed. It^s a legal fiction, my dear Sir. nothing

more.” Saying which, the attorney shrugged his shoulders, smiled,

took a second pinch of snuff, and led the way into the office of the

judge’s clerk.

This was a room of specially dirty appearance, with a very low

ceding and old panneled walls
;
and so badly lighted, that although

it was broad day outside, great tallow candles were burning on the

desks. At one end, was a door leading to the judge’s private

apartment, round which were congregated a crowd of attorneys and
managing clerks, who were called in, in the order in which their

respective appointments stood upon the file. Every time this door

was opened to let a party out, the next party made a violent rush

to get in
;
and as in addition to the numerous dialogues which

passed between the gentlemen who were waiting to see the judge,

a variety of rather personal squabbles ensued between the greater

part of those who had seen him, there was as much noLse as could

well be raised in an apartment of such confined dimensions.

Nor were the conversations of these gentlemen the only sounds

that broke upon the ear. Standing on a box behind a wooden bar

at another end of the room was a clerk in spectacles, who was
“ taking the affidavits,” large batches of which were from time to

time carried into the private room by another clerk for the judge’s

signature. There were a large number of attorneys’ clerks to be

swoni, and it being a moral impossibility to swear them all at once,

the struggles of these gentlemen to reach the clerk in spectacles,

were like those of a crowd to get in at the pit door of a theatre when
His Most Gracious Majesty honours it with his presence. Another

functionary, from time to time exercised his lungs in calling over

the names of those who had been sworn, for the purpose of restor-

ing to them their affidavits after they had been signed by the

judge, which gave rise to a tew more scuffles
;
and all these ifuings

going on at the same time, occ: uoned as much bustle as the most

active and excitable person could desire to behold. There were

yet another class of persons—those who were waiting to attend

summonses their employers had taken out, which it was optional

to the attorney on the«' opposite side to attend or not, and whose

business it was from time to time to cry out the opposite attorney’s

name, to make certain that he was not in attendance without their

knowledge.

For example. Leaning against the wall, close beside the seat

Mr. Pickwick had taken, was an office lad of fourteen, with a

tenor voice, and near him a common-law clerk with a bass one.

A clerk hurried in with a bundle of papers, and stared about him.
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** Sniggle and Blink,” cried the tenor.

“ Perkin and Snob,” growled the bass.

“ Stumpy and Deacon,” said the new comer.

Nobody answered; and the next man who came in, was hailed

by the whole three, and he in his turn shouted for another

firm, and then somebody else roared in a loud voice for another, and

so forth.

All this time, the man in the spectacles was hard at work
swearing the clerks

;
the oath being invariably administered

without any effort at punctuation, and usually in the following

terms :

—

“Take the book in your right hand this is your name and
handwriting you swear that the contents of this your affidavit

are true so help you God a sliilling you must get change I haven't

got it.”

“Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “I 8ui)posc they are getting

the habeas corpus ready.”
“ Yes,” said Sam, “ and I vish they’d bring out the have-his-

carcase. It’s wery unpleasant keepiii* us vaitin’ here. I’d ha’ got

half a dozen have -his -carcases ready, pack’d up and all, by this

time.”

What sort of cumbrous and immanageable machine, Sam
Weller imagined a writ of habeas corpus to be does not appear,

for Perker at that moment walked up, and took Mr. Pickwick
away.

The usual forms having been gone through, the body of

Samuel Pickwick was soon afterwards confided to the custody

of the tipstaff, to be by him taken to the Warden of the Fleet

Prison, and there detained until the amount of the damages and
costs in the action of Bardell against Pickwick was fully paid and
satisfied.

“'And that,” said Mr. Pickwick laughing, “ will be a very long

time Sam, call another hackney coach. Perker, my dear friend,

good bye.”
“ I shall go with you, and see you safe there,” said Perker.
“ Indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “ I would rather go without

any other attendant than Sam. As soon as I get settled, I will

v/rite and let you know, and I shall expect you immediately. Until

then, good bye.”

As Mr. Pickwick said this, he got into the coach which had by
this time arrived, followed by the tipstaff Sam having stationed

himself on the box, it rolled away.
“ A most extraordinary man thac,” said Perker, as he stopped to

pull on his gloves.
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“What a bankrupt he^d make, Sir,” observed Mr. Lowten^

who was standing near. “ How he would bother the (50mmi8-

sioners ! He’d set ’em at defiance if they talked of committing

him, Sir.”

The attorney did not appear very much delighted with his

clerk’s professional estimate of Mr. Pickwick’s character, for he

walked away without deigning any reply.

The hackney coach jolted along Flc^^t Street, as hackney

coaches usually do. The horses “went better/’ the driver said,

when they had got anything before them, (they must have gone

at a most extraordinary pace when there was nothing,) and so

the vehicle kept behind a cart
;
when the cart stopped, it stopped,

and when the cart 'went on again, it did the same. Mr. Pick-

wick sat opposite the tipstaff, and the tipstaff sat with his hat

between his knees, whistling a tune, and looking out of the coach-

window.

Time performs wonders, and, by the powerful old gentleman’s

aid, even a hackney coach gets over half a mile of ground. They
stopped at length, and Mr. Pickwick alighted at the gate of the

Fleet.

The tipstaff, just looking over his shoulder to see that his

charge was following close at his heels, preceded Mr. Pickwick

into the prison
;

turning to the left, after they had entered,

they passed through an open door into^ a lobby, from which a

heavy gate opposite to that by which they had entered, and

which was guarded by a stout turnkey with the key in his hand,

led at once into the interior of the prison.

Heie they stopped, while the tipstaff delivered his papers
;
and

here Mr. Pickwick was apprised that he would remain until he

had undergone the ceremony, known to the initiated, as “ sitting for

your portrait.”

“Sitting for my portrait!” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Having your likeness taken. Sir,” replied the stout turnkey.
“ We’re capital hands at likenesses here. Take ’em in no time,

and always exact. Walk in, Sir, and make yourself at home.”

Mr. Pickwick complied 'with the invitation, and sat himself

down, when Mr. WellsT, who stationed himself at the back of the

chair, whispered that the sitting was merely another term for

undergoing an inspection by the different turnkeys, in order that

they might know prisoners from visitors.

“ Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ then I wish the artists

would come. This is rather a public place.”

“ They vont be long. Sir, I des-say,” replied Sam. “ There’s a

Dutch clock. Sir.”
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“ So I see,” observed Mr. Pickwick.

‘‘And a bird-cage, Sir,” says Sam. “Veels vithin reels, a

prison ill a pris(fc. Ain’t it, Sir.”

As Mr.^W'bller made this philosophical remark, Mr. Pickwick

was a'^^hs that his sitting had commenced. The stout turnkey

haviug been relieved from the lock, sat down, and looked at him
carelessly from time to time, while a long thin man who had

relieved him thrust his hands beneath Lis coat tails, and planting

himself opposite, took a good long view of liira. A third rather

surly-looking gentleman, who had apparently been disturbed at his

tea, for he was disposing of the last remnant of a crust and butter

when he came in, stationed himself close to Mr. Pickwick
;
and,

resting ins hands on his hips, inspected him narrowly, while two
others mixed with the group, and studied his features with most

intent and thoughtful faces. Mr. Pickwick winced a good deal

under the operation, and appeared to sit very uneasily in his chair :

but he made no remark to anybody while it w\'is being performed

—not even to Sam, who reclined upon the back of the chair, re-

flecting, partly on the situation of his master, and partly on the

great satisfaction it would have afforded him to make a fierce

assault upon all the turnkeys there assembled, one after the other,

if it were lawful and peaceable so to do.

At length the likeness wfis completed, and Mr. Pickwick was

informed, that he might now proceed into the prison.

“Where am I to sleep to-night?” enquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Why I don’t rightly know about to-night,” replied the stout

turnkey. “You’ll be chummed on somebody to-morrow, and then

you’ll he all snug and comfortable. The first night’s generally

rather unsettled, but you’ll be set aU squares to-morrow.”

After some discussion, it was discovered that one of the tum-

Keys had a bed to let, which Mr. Pickwick could have for that

night, and he gladly agreed to hire it. *

“ If you’U come with me, I’ll show it you, at once,” said the

man. “ It ain’t a large ’un
\
but it’s an out and outer to sleep in.

This way, Sir.”

They passed through the inner gate, and descended a short

flight of steps. The key was turned after them, and Mr. Pickwick

found himself, for the first time in his life, within the walls of a

debtor’s prison.
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CHAPTER XL.

WHAT BEFEL MR. PICKWICK WHEN HE OOT INTO THE FLEET
;

WHAT DEBTORS HE SAW THERE; AND HOW HE PASSED THE

NIGHT.

Mr. Tom Rokee, the gentleman who had acconipiuiied Mr.

Pickwick into the prison, turned sharp round to the right when
he got to the bottom of the little flight of steps, and led the way
through an iron gate which stood open, and iij) another short flight

of steps, into a long narrow gallery, dirty and low, paved with

stone, and very dimly lighted by a window at each remote end.
‘‘ This,” said the gentleman, thrusting his hands into his pockets,

and looking carelessly over his shoulder to Mr. Ihekwick, “ This

here is the hall flight.”

“ Oh,” replied Mr. Pickwick, looking down a dark and filthy

staircase, w'hich appeared to lead to a range of damp and gloomy

stone vaults beneath the ground, “ and those, I sui)po8e, arc th(?

little cellars w’here the prisoners keep their small quantities of coals.

Ah ! unpleasant places to have to go down to
;
but very convenient,

I dare say.”

“Yes, I shouldn’t wonder if they w'us convenient,” replied the

gentleman, “ seeing that a few people live there pretty snug.

That’s the Fair, that is.”

“My friend,” said Mr. Pickwick, “you don’t really mean to

say that human heings live down in those wretched dungeons?”

“Don’t I?” replied Mr. Roker, with indignant astonishment;
“ why shouldn’t I ?”

“ Live !—lave down there !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwack.

“ Live down there ! Yes, and die dowm there, too, wery often !

”

replied Mr. Roker; “and what of that? Who’s got to say any-

thing agin it ? Live down there !—Yes, and a wery good place it

is to live in, ain’t it ?
”

As Roker turned somewdiat fiercely upon Mr. Pickwick in

saying this, and moreover muttered, in an exi;ited fashion certain

unpleasant invocations concerning bis own eyes, limbs, and circu-

lating fluids, the latter gentleman deemed it advisable to pursue the

discourse no further. Mr. Roker then proceeded to mount another

staircase, as dirty as that which led to the place which had just

been the subject of discussion, in which ascent he was closely

followed by Mr. Pickwick and Sam.
T
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“ There,” said Mr. Roker, pausing for breath when they reached

another gallery of the same dimensions as the one below ‘''this is

the coirec-room flight; the one above *s the third, and the one

above that’s the top; and the room where you’re a going to sleep

to-night is the warden’s room, and it’s this w^ay—come on.”

Having said all this in a breath, Mr. Roker mounted another

flight of stairs, with Mr. Pickwick ?i?id Sam Weller following at

his heels.

These staircases received light fiom sundry \.'indows placed at

some little distance above the floor, and looking into a gravelled

area bounded by a high brick w'all, w'ith iron chevaux-de frise at

the top. Tliis area, it appeared from Mr. Roker’s statement, was
the racket-ground

;
and it further appeared, on the testimony of

the same gentleman, that there was a smaller area in that portion

of the prison which was nearest Farringdon-sticet, denominated

and called “ the Painted Ground,” from the fact of its walls having

once displayed the semblances of various inen-of-war in full sail,

and other artistical eflects, achieved in bygone times by some
imprisoned draughtsman in his leisure hours.

Having communicated this piece of infoimation, apparently

more for tlie purpose of diacharging his bosom of an important fact,

than wdth any specific view of enlightening Mr. Pickwick, the

guide, having at length reached another gallery, led the way into

a small passage at the extreme end
;
opened a door, and disclosed

an apartment of an appearance by no means inviting, containing

eight or nine iron bedsteads.

“ There,” said Mr. Roker, holding tlic door open, and looking

triumphantly round at Mr. Pickwick, “Tlieie’s a room !”

Mr. Pickwick’s face, how^ever, betokened such a very trifling

portion of satisfaction at the appearance of his lodging, that Mr.

Roker looked for a leciproaty of feeling into the countenance of

Samuel Weller, w'ho, until now, had observed a dignifie<i sihmee.

“ There’s a room, young man,” observed Mr. Roker.

“ I see it,” replied Sam, with a placid nod of the head.

“You wouldn’t think to find .such a room as this, in the Far-

ringdon Hotel, would youl” said Mr. Roker, with a complacent smile.

To this Mr. Weller replied with an easy and unstudied closing

of one eye
;
which might be considered to mean, either that he

would have thought it, or that lie would not have thought it, or

that he had never thought anything at all about it, just as the

observer’s imagination suggested. Having executed this feat, and

re-opened his eye, Mr. Weller proceeded to inquire which was the

individual bedstead that Mr. Roker had so flatteringly described

as an out-an-outer to sleep in.
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“That’s it,” replied Mr. Roker, pointing to a very rusty one in

a comor. “It would make any one go to sleep, that bedstead

would, whether they wanted to or not.”

“I should think,” said Sam, eyeing the piece of furniture in

question with a look of excessive disgust, “ I should think poppies

was nothin’ to it.”

“ Nothing at all,” said Mr. Roker.

“And I s’pose,” said Sam, with a sidelong glance at his master,

as if to see whether there were any symptoms of his determination

being shaken by what jiassed, “ I s’pose the other gen’l’men as

sleeps here, are gen’l’men.”

“ Nothing but it,” said Mr. Roker. “ Ojie of ’em takes his

twelve pints of ale a-day, and never leaves off smoking, even at his

meals.”
“ lie must be a first-rater,” said Sam.
“A, 1,” replied Mr. Roker.

Nothing daunted, even by this intelligence, Mr. Pickwick

smilingly announced his determination to test the powers of the

narcotic bcdstejid for that night
;
and Mr. Roker, after informing

him that he coidd retire to rest at whatever hour he thought

proper without any further notice or formality, walked off, leaving

him standing with Sara in the gallery.

It wjia getting dark
;
that is to say, a few gas jets were kindled

in this place, which was never light, by way of compliment to the

evening, which had set in outside. As it was rather warm, some
of the tenants of the numerous little rooms which opened into the

gallery on either hand, had set their doors ajar. Mr. Pickwick

peeped into them jis he pa.s8ed along, with great curiosity and

interest. Here, four or five great hulking fellows, just visible

through a cloud of tobacco -smoke, were engaged in noisy and

riotous conversation over half-emptied pots of bee;, or jilayiug at

all-fcJM-s with a very greasy pack of cards. In the adjoining room,

some solitary tenant might be seen, poring, by the light of a

feeble tallow candle, over a bundle of soiled and tattered papem,

yellow with dust and dropping to pieces from age, writing, for the

hundredth time, some lengthened statement of his grievances, for

the perusal of some great man whose eyes i^i would never reach, or

whose heart it woidd never touch. In a third, a man, with his

wife and a whole crowd of children, might bo seen making up a

scanty bed on the ground, or upon a few chairs, for the younger

ones to pass the night in. And in a fourth, and a fifth, and a

sixth, and a seventh, the noise, and the beer, and the tobacco-

smoke, and the cards, all came ever again in greater force than

before
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In the galleries themselves, and more especially on the stair

cases, there lingered a great number of people, who came there,

some because their rooms were empty and lonesome
;
others be-

cause their rooms were full and hot
; and the greater part because

they were restless and uncomfortable, and not possessed of the

secret of exactly knowing what to do with themselves. There

were many classes of people here, from the labouring man in his

fustian jacket, to the broken down spendthrift in his shawl dress-

ing-gown, most appropriately out at elbows
;
but there was the

same air about them all—a kind of listless, jail-bird, careless

swagger; a vagabondish who’s-afraid sort of bearing, which is

wholly indescribable in words
;
but which any man can understand

in one moment if he wishes, by just setting foot in the nearest

debtor's prison, and looking at the very first group of people he sees

there, with the same interest as Mr. Pickwick did.

“It strikes me, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, leaning over the

iron-rail at the stair-head, “ It strikes me, Sam, that imprisonment

for debt is scarcely any punishment at all."

“ Think not. Sir 1 ” inquired Mr. Weller.

“You see how these fellows drink, and smoke, and roar," replied

Mr. Pickwick. “ It's quite impossible that they can mind it much."
“Ah, that's just the wery thing, Sir," nqoincd Sam, ^'ihey

don't mind it
;

it's a reg'lar holiday to them— all porter and

skettles. It's the t’other vuns as gets done over vith this sort o’

thing : them down-hearted fellers as can't svig avay at the beer,

nor play skettles neither
;
them as vould pay if they could, and

gets low by being boxed up. I'll tell you wot it is, Sir
;
them as

is always a idlin’ in public houses it don’t damage at all, and them
as is alvays a vorkin' yen they can, it damages too much. ‘ It’s

unekal,' as my father used to say ven his grog worn’t made half-

and-half— ‘It’s unekal, and that's the fault on it.'"

“I think you’re right, Sam," said Mr. Pickwick, after 'a few

moments' reflection, “quite ri^ht."

“ P'raps, now and then, there's some honest people as likes it,"

observed Mr. Weller, in a ruminative tone, “ but I never heerd o’

one as I can call to mind, 'cept the little dirty-faced man in the

brown coat, and that was force of habit.”

“And who was he ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Vy, that’s just the wery point as nobody never know'd,” replied

Sam.
“ But what did he do ^

”

“ Vy he did wot many men as has been much better know'd
hajB done in their time. Sir,” replied Sam, “ he run a match agin

the constable, and vun it."
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“In other words, I suppose,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ he got into

debt.” .

“Just that, Sir,” replied Sam, “and in course o' time he come
here in consekens. It warn't much—execution for nine pound
nothin’, multiplied by five for costs ; but hows’ever here he stopped

for seventeen year. If he got any wrinkles in his face, they was
stopped up vith the dirt, for both the dirty face and the brown
coat wos just the same at the end o' that time as they wos at the

beginnin'. He wos a wery peaceful inoffendin’ little creetur, and

wos alvays a bustlin’ about for somebody, or playin’ rackets and
never vinnin’

;
till at last the turnkeys they got quite fond on him,

and he wos in the lodge cv’ry night, a chattering vith 'em, and

tellin' stories, and all that 'ere. Vun night he wos in there as

usual, alone vith a wery old friend of his, as wos on the lock, ven

he says all of a sudden, ‘ I ain’t seen the market outside, Bill,' he

says (Fleet Market wos there at that time)— ‘ I ain’t seen the

market outside. Bill,’ he says, ‘ for seventeen year.' ‘ I know you

ain’t,' says the turnkey, smoking his pipe. ‘ I should like to see

it for a minit. Bill,’ he says. ‘ Wery probable,’ says the turnkey,

smoking his j)ipe wery fierce, and making believe he warn’t up to

wot the little man wanted. ‘Bill,’ says the Little man, more

abrupt than afore, ‘I’ve got the fancy in my head. Let me see

the public street once more afore I die
;
and if I ain’t struck with

apoplexy. I’ll be back in five ininits by the cluck.’ ‘And wot 'ud

become o' me if you tvos struck with apoplexy 1 ’ said the turukey.
‘ Vy,’ says the little creetur, ‘ whoever found me, ’ud bring me
home, for I’ve got my card in my pocket, Bill,’ he says, ‘No. 2U,

Coffee-room Flight :
’ and that wos true, sure enough, for ven he

wanted to make the acquaintance of any new comer, he used to

pull out a little limp card vith them words on it and nothin’ else

;

in consideration o' vich, he wos alvays called Number Tventy.

The kirnkcy takes a fixed look at him, and at last he says in a

solemn manner, ‘ Tventy,’ he says, ‘ I'll trust you
;
you won’t get

your old friend into trouble.’ ‘No, my boy; I hope I've some-

thin' better behind here,’ says the little man, and as he said it, he

hit his little veskit wery hard, and then a tear started out o' each

eye, which wos wery extraordinary
;

for it ,wo8 supposed as water

never touched his face. He shook the turnkey by the hand
;
out

he vent
”

“ And never came back again,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Wrong for vunce, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, “for back he

come two minits afore the time, a bilin’ vith rage, sayin’ how he’d

been nearly run over by a hackney coach
;
that he warn’t used to

it, and he wos blowed if he wouldn't write to the Lord Mayor.
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They got him pacified at last
;
and for five year arter that, he

never even so much as peeped out o* the lodge-gate.” 4

“ At the expiration of that time he died, I suppose,” said Mr.

Pickwick.

‘‘No he didn't, Sir,” replied Sam. “He got a curiosity to go

and taste the beer at a new public-house over the way, on the

premises; and it wos such a wery nice parlour, that he took it

into his head to go there every night, which he did for a long time,

alvaya cornin’ back reg’lar about a quarter of an hour afore the

gate shut, which wos all wery snug and comfortable. At last he

began to get so precious jolly, that he used to forget how the time

vent, or care nothin’ at aU about it, and he vent on gettin’ later

and later, till vun night his old friend wos just a shuttin’ the gate

—had turned the key in fact—ven he come up. ‘ Ilokl hanl, Bill,’

he says. ‘Wot, ain’t you come home yet, Tventy?’ says the turn-

key, ‘I thought you was in long ago.’ ‘No I wasn’t,* says the

little man, vith a smile. ‘Veil then. I’ll tell you wot it is,

my friend,’ says the turnkey, openin’ the gate wery slow and sulky,

‘ it’s my ’pinion as you’ve got into bad company o’ late, which I’m

wery sorry to see. Now I don’t wish to do anything harsh,’ he

says, ‘ but if you can’t confine yourself to steady circles, and find

your vay back at reg’lar hours, as sure as you’re a standin’ there,

ril shut you out altogether !
’ The little man was seized vith a

wiolcnt fit o’ tremblin’, and never vent outside the prison walls

artervards !

”

As Sara concluded, Mr. Pickwick slowly retraced his steps

down stairs. After a few thoughtful turns in the Painted Ground,

wdiich, as it was now dark, was nearly deserted, he intimated to

Mr. Weller that he thought it high time for him to withdraw for

the niglit
;
requesting him to seek a bed in some adjacent public

house, and return early in the morning, to make arrangements for

the removal of his master’s wardrobe from the George and Vulture.

This request Mr. Samuel Welle prepared to obey, with as good a

grace as he could assume, but with a very considerable show of

relu( ta.’ice nevertheless. He even went so far tis to essay sundry

ineftectual hints regarding the expediency of stretching himself on

the gravel for that night
;
but finding Mr. Pickwdek obstinately

deaf to any such suggestions, finally withdrew.

There is no disguising the fact that Mr. Pickwdek felt very low-

spirited and uncomfortable—not for lack of society, for the prison

was very full, and a bottle of wine would at once have purchased

the utmost good-fellowship of a few choice B])irits, without any

more formal ceremony of introduction
;
but he was alone in the

coarse vulgar crowd, and felt the depression of spirit and sinking
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of heart, naturally consequent upon the rcflc'^tion that he was

cooped and eaged up without a prospect of lihcration. As to the

idea of releasing hinriself by ministering to the sharpness of Dodson

& Fogg, it never for an instant entered his thoughts.

In this frame of mind he turned again into the coffee-room

gallery, and walked slowly to and fro. TJie place was intolerably

dirty, and the smell of tobacco-smoke perfectly suflbcating. There

\^as a perpetual slamming and banging of doors as the people went

in and out, and the noise of their voices and footsteps echoed and

rc-cchoed through the f)assage8 constantly. A young woman, with

a child in her arms, who seemed scarcely able to crawl, from

emaciation and niiscry, was walking up and down the passage in

conversation with her husband, who had no other ]>lacc to see her

in. As they passed Mr. Pickwick, he could hear the female sob

bitteily
;
and once she burst into such a passitui of grief, that she

was compelled to lean against the wall for support, while the man
took the child in his arms, and tried to soothe her.

Llr. Pickwick’s heart was really too full to bear it, and he went

up stairs to bed.

Now, although the warden’s room was a very uncomfortable one,

being, in every point of decoration and convenience, several hundred

degrees inferior to the commonest infirmary of a county gaol, it had

at present the merit of being wholly deserted save by Mr. Pickwic k

himself. So, he sat down at the foot of his little iron bedstead,

and began to wonder how much a year the warden made out of

the dirty room. Having satisfied himself, by mathematical cal-

culation, that the apartment was about equal in annual value to

the freehold of a small street in the suburbs of London, he took

to wondering what possible temptation could have induced a dingy-

looking fly that was crawling over his pantaloons, to come into a

close jirison, when he had the choice of so many airy situations—

a

cours^ of meditation which led him to the irresistible conclusion

that the insect was insane. After settling this point, he began to

be conscious that he was getting sleepy
;
whereupon he took his

nightcap out of the pocket in wdiich he had had the precaution to

stow it in the morning, and, leisurely undressing himself, got into

bed, and fell asleep.

“ Bravo ! Heel over toe—cut and shliffle—pay away at it.

Zephyr ! I’m smothered if the Opera House isn’t your proper

hemisphere. Keep it up. Hooray!” These expressions, delivered

in a most boisterous tone, and accompanied with loud peals of

laughter, roused Mr. Pickwick from one of those sound slumbers

which, lasting in reality some half hour, seem to the sleeper to

have been protracted for about three weeks or a month.
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The voice had no sooner ceased than the room was shaken with

such violence that the windows rattled in their frames, and the

bedsteads trembled agiiin. Mr. Pickwick started up, and remained

for some minutes fixed in mute astonishment at the scene before

him.

On the floor of the room, a man in a broad-skirted green coat,

with corderoy knee smalls and grey cotton stockings, was per-

forming the most popular steps of a hornpipe, with a slang and

burlesque caricature of grace and lightness, which, combined with

the very appropriate character of his costume, was inexpressibly

absurd. Another man, evidently very drunk, who had probably

been tumbled into bed by his companions, was sitting up between

the sheets, warbling as mucli as he could recollect of a comic song,

w'ith the most intensel}^ sentimental feeling and expression
;
while

a third, seated on one of tlic bedsteads, was applauding both per-

formers with the air of a profound connoisseur, and encouraging

them by such ebullitions of feeling as bail already roused Mr.

Pickwick from his sleep.

This last man was an admirable specimen of a class of gemtry

which never can be seen in full perfection but in such places ;

—

they may be met with, in an imperfect state, occasion .ally about

stable-yards and public houses
;
but they never attain their full

bloom exce})t in tliese hot-beds, w’bich would almost seem to be

considerately provided by the Legislature for the .sole purpose of

rearing them.

He was a tall fidlow, with an olive complexion, lung dark hair,

and very thick bu.shy whiskers meeting uiuh r his chin. He w'ore

no neckerchii'f, as he had been playing lackets all day, and hi.s

open shirt collar displayed thedr full luxuriance. On his head he

wore one of the common eighteenpeimy French skiill-cai)s, with a

gawdy tassel dangling therefrom, very happily in keeping wdth a

comm fustian (;oat. His legs, which, being long, wei‘o aiilicted

with weakness, graced a pair of Oxford-mixture tiousers, made to

show the full symmetry of the limbs. Being somewhat negligently

braced, however, and, moreover, but imperfectly buttoned, they

fell in a serie.s of not the most graceful folds over a pair of shoes

sufficiently down at heel to display a pair, of very soiled white

stockings. There was a rakish vagabond smartness, and a kind

of boastful rascality, about the whole man, that was worth a mine

of gold.

This figure was the first to perceive that Mr. Pickwick was

looking on
;
upon which he winked to the Zephyr, and entreated

him, with mock gravity, not to wake the gentleman.

Why, bless the gentleman’s honest heart and soul !
” said the

T 2
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Zephyr, turning round and affecting the extremity surprise;

“the gentleman is awake. Hem; Shakespeare. How do^oudo,
Sir*! How is Mary and Sarah, Sir? and the dear old lady at

homo, Sir—ch. Sir? Will you have the kindness to pmt my com-

pliments into the first little parcel you’re sending tliat way. Sir,

and say that I would have sent ’em before, only I was afraid they

might be broken in the waggon. Sir?”

“Don’t overwhelm the gentleman wi^h ordinary civilities when
you see he’s anxious to have something to drink,” said the gentle-

man with the whiskers, with a jocose air. “Wny don’t you ask

the gentleman what he’ll take ?”

“ Dear me—I quite forgot,” replied the other. “ What mil
you take, Sir? Will you take port wine. Sir, or sherry wine. Sir?

I can recommend the ale, Sir
;
or perhaps you’d like to taste the

porter, Sir ? Allow me to have the felicity of hanging up your

nightcap, Sir.”

With this, the speaker snatched that article of dress from Mr.

Pickwick’s head, and fixed it in a twinkling on that of the drunken

man, who, firmly impressed with the belief that he was delighting

a numerous assembly, continued to hammer away at the comic

song in the most melancholy strains imaginable.

Taking a man’s niglitcap from his brow by violent means, and

adjusting it on the head of an unknown gentleman of dirty exterior,

how'ever ingenious a witticism in itself, is UTKpiestionably one of

those which come under the denomination of practical jokes.

Viewing the matter precisely in this light, Mr. Pickwick, without

tlie slightest intimation of his purpose, sprang vigorously out of

bed
;
struck the Zephyr so smart a blow in the chest, as to deprive

him of a considerable portion of the commodity which sometimes

bears his name ; and then, recapturing his nightcap, bohlly placed

himself in an attitude of defence.

“Now,” said Mr. Pickwick, gasping no less from excitement

than from the expenditure of i much energy, “ come on—both of

you—both of you.” And with this libenil invitation the worthy

gentleman communicated a revolving motion to his clenched fists,

by way of appalling his antagonists with a display of science.

It might have bees Mr. Pickwick’s very unexpected gallantry,

or it might have been the complicated manner in which he had got

himself out of bed, and fallen all in a mass upon the hornpipe man,

that touched his adversaries. Touched they were
;

for, instead of

then and there making an attempt to commit manslaughter, as

Mr. Pickwick implicitly believed they would have done, they

paused, stared at each other a short time, and finally laughed out

right.
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“Well; you’re a trump, and I like you all the better for it,”

said the Zephyr. “Now jump into bed again, or you’ll catch

the rheumatics. No malice, I hope?” said the man, extending a

hand about the size of the yellow clump of fingers which some-

times swings over a glover’s door.

“ Certainly not,” said Mr. Pickwick, with great alacrity
;

for,

now that the excitement was over, he began to feel rather cool

about the legs.

“Allow me the /lonour. Sir?” said the gentleman with the

whiskers, presenting his dexter hand, and asf)irating the h.

“With much pleasure, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick; and having

executed a very long and solemn shake, he got into lu'd again.

“ My name is Smangle, Sir,” said the man with tlie whiskers
“ Oh,” said Mr. Ifickwick.

“Mine is iMivins,” said the man in the stockings.

“ I am delighted to hear it, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ flem,” coughed Mr. Smangle.

“Did you speak, Sir?” said Mr. Pickwick.

“No, I did not. Sir,” said Mr. Smangle.

“I thought you did, Sir,” said Mr. Jhekwick.

All this wius very genteel and pleasant
;
and, to make matters

still more comfortable, Mr. Smangle assured Mr. Pickwick a great

many times that he entertained a very high respect for the feelings

of a gentleman
;
which sentiment, indeed, did him infinite credit,

as he could be in no wise supjiosed to undei stand tlnun.

“Are you going through the Court, Sir?” inquired Mr
Smangle,

“Thumgh the what?’ said Mr. Pickwd(‘k.

“Through the Court— Portugal Street—the Couit for the

Relief of you know,”

“()h, no,” replied IMr. Pickwick. “ No, T am not.”

“Going out, perhaps?” suggested Mivius.

“I fear not,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “I refuse to pay some

damages, and am here in consequence.”
“ Ah,” said Mr. Smangle, “ paper has been my ruin.”

“A stationer, I presume, Sir?” said Mr. Pickwick, innocently.

“ Stationer ! No, no
;
confoumi and curSe me !—not so low as

that. No trade. When I say paper, I mean bills.”

“ Oh, you use the word in that sense. I see,” said Mr. Pick-

wiclc.

“Damme? A gentleman must expect reverses,” said Smangle.
“ What of that ! Here am I in the Fleet Prison. Well

;
good.

What then? I’m none the worse foi that, am I ?”

“ Not a bit,” replied Mr. Mivins. And he was quite right
;

for,
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so far from Mr. Smangle being any the worse for it, he was some-

thing the better, inasmuch as to qualify himself for the place, he

had attained gratuitous possession of certain articles of jewellery,

which, long before that, had found their way to the pawnbroker’s.
“ Well

;
but come,” said Mr. Smangle

;
“ this is dry work.

Let’s rinse our mouths with a drop of burnt sherry
;

the last

comer shall stand it. Mivine shall fetch it, and I’ll help to drink

it. That’s a fair and gentlemanlike divisio*) of labour, any how

—

curse me !

”

Unwilling to hazard another quarrel, Mr. Pickwick gladly

assented to the proposition, and consigned the money to Mr.

Mivins, who, as it was nearly eleven o’clock, lost no time in

repairing to the coffee-room on his errand.

“ I say,” whispered Smangle, the moment his friend liail left

the room
;

“ what did you give him ?”

“ Half a sovereign,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ He’s a devilish pleasant gentlemanly dog,” said Mr. Smangle

;— ** infernal pleasant. I don’t know anybody more so
;
but

”

Here Mr. Smangle stopped short, and shook his head dubiously.

“You don’t think there is any probability of his appropriating

the money to his own use ?
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Oh, no—mind, I don’t say that
;

I expressly say that he’s a

devilish gentlemanly fellow,” said Mr. Smangle. “ But I think,

perhaps, if somebody went down, just to see that he didn’t drop

his beak into the jug by accident, or make some confounded

mistake in losing the money a.s he came up stairs, it would be as

well. Here, you Sir, just run down stairs, and look after that

gentleman, will you ?
”

This request was addressed to a little timid-looking, nervous

man, whose appearance bespoke great poverty, and who had been

crouching on his bedstead all this while, apparently quite st^ipified

by the novelty of his situation.

“ You know where the coffee-room is,” said Smangle
;
“just luu

down, and tell that gentleman you’ve come to help him up with

the jug. Or—stop—I’ll tell you what—I’ll tell you how we’ll do

him,” said Smangle, with a cunning look.

“HowP’ said Mr.* Pickwick.

“Send down word that he’s to spend the change in cigars.

Capital thought. Run and tell him that; d’ye hear? They

shan’t be wasted,” continued Smangle, turning to Mr. Pickwick.
“ ril smoke ’em.”

This manoeuvring was so exceedingly ingenious, and, withal,

performed with such immoveable composure and coolness, that Mr.

Pickwick would have bad no wish to disturb it, even if he had had
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the power. lu a short time Mr. IMivms returned, bearing the

sherry, which Mr. Smangle dispensed in two little cracked mugs
;

considerately remarking, with reference to himself, that a gentleman

must not be particular under such circunistances, and, for his part,

he was not too proud to drink out of the jug
;

in which, to show
his sincerity, he forthwith pledged the company in a draught which
half emptied it.

All excellent understanding having been, by these means, pro-

moted, Mr. Smangle proceeded to entertain his hearers with a

relation of divers romantic adventures in which he had been from

time to time engaged, involving various interesting anecdotes of a

thorough-bred liorse, and a magnificent Jewess, both of surpassing

beaut}^, and much coveted by the nobility and gentry of these

kingdoms.

Ijong before thf'sc elegant extracts from the biography of a

gentleman were concluded, Mr. Mivins had betaken himself to bed,

and set in snoidng for the night : leaving the timid stranger anil

Mr. Pickwick to the full benefit of Mr. Smanglc’s experiences.

Nor were the two last-namiul gentlemen as much edified as

they might have been by the moving passages which were narrated.

Mr. Pickwick had been in a state of slumber for some time, when
he had a faint perception of the drunken man bursting out afresh

with the comic song, and receiving from Mr. Smangle a gentle

intimation, through the medium of the water jug, that his audience

were not musiiMlly disposed. Re then once again drojipcd off to

sleep, with a confused consciousness tliat Mr. Smangle was still

engaged in relating a long story, the chief point of which appeared

to be, that, on some occasion particularly stated and set forth, he

had “done ” a bill and a gentleman at the same time.

CHAPTER XLI.

ILLr STRATIVE, LIKE TlJE I’RKt'EDING ONE, OF THE OLD PROVEllB,

THAT ADVERSITY BRINGS A MAN ACQUAINTED WITH STRANGE

BED -FELLOWS. LIKKWJSK CONTAINING MR. PJCKWICK’s

EXTRAORDINARY AND STARTLING ANNOUNCEMENT TO MR.

SAMUEL WELLER.

When Mr. Pickwick opened his eyes next morning, the first

object upon which they rested was Samuel Weller, seated upon a

small black portmanteau, intently regarding, apjiarcntly in a con-

dition of profound abstraction, the stately figure of the da^^hiiig
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Mr. Smangle, while Mr. Sumogle himself, who was already

partially dressed, was seated on his bedstead, occupied in the

desperately hopeless attempt of staring Mr. Weller out of coun-

tenance. We say desperately hopeless, because Sam, with a

comprehensive gaze, which took in Mr. Smangle’s cap, feet, head,

face, legs, and whiskers, all at the same time, continued to look

steadily on with every demonstration of lively satisfaction, but

with no more regard to Mr. Smangle’s |)er8onal sentiments on the

subject, than he would have displayed had he been inspecting a

wooden statue, or a straw-enibowelled Guy Faux.

“Well
;

will you know me again!” said Mr. Smangle, with a

frown.
“ I’d Bvear to you any veres, Sir,” replied Sam, cheerfully.

“ Don’t be impertinent to a gentleman, Sir,” said Mr. Smangle.

“Not on no account,” replied Sam. “If you’ll tell me ven

he wakes. I’ll be upon the wery best extrarSiiper behaviour !
” This

observation, having a remote tendency to imply that Mr. Smangle
^vas no gentleman, rather kindled his ire.

“Mivins !
” said Mr. Smangle, with a passionate air.

“What’s the oflice?” replied that gentleman from his couch.
“ Who the devil is this fellow ?

”

“ ’Gad,” said Mr. Mivins, looking lazily out from under the bed-

clothes, “ I ought to ask you that. Hasn’t he any business here 1
”

“ No,” replied Mr. Smangle.
“ Then knock him down stairs, and tell him not to presume to

get up till I come and kick him,” rejoined Mr. Mivins ’ and with

this prompt advice that excellent gentleman again betook himself

to slumber.

The conversation exhibiting these unequivocal symptoms of

rather verging on the personal, Mr. Pickwick deemed it a tit point

at which to interpose.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Sir,” rejoined that gentleman.
“ Has anything new occurred since last niglit ?”

“Nothin’ partickler. Sir,” replied Sam, glancing at Mr.

Smangle’s w'hiskers
;

“ the late prewailance of a ch;ae and confined

atmosphere has been rayther favourable to the growth of veeds, of

an alarmin’ and sangvl^iary natur
;
but vith that ’ere exception

things is quiet enough.”

“I shall get up,” said Mr. Pickwick; “give me some clean

things.”

Whatever hostile intentions Mr. Smangle might have enter-

tained, his thoughts were speedily diverted by the unpacking of

the portmanteau
;
the cxjntents of which appeared to impress him
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at once with a most favourable opinion, not only of Mr. Pickwick,

but of Sam also, who, he took an early opportimity of dcclarin^^, in a

tone 01 voice loud enough for that eccentric y)ersoiiagc to overhear,

was a regular thorough-bred original, and consequently the very

man after his own heart. As to Mr. Pickwick, the adection he con-

ceived for him knew no limits.

“Now is there anything I can do for you, my dear Sir?” said

Smangle.
“Nothing that I am aware of, 1 am obliged to you,” replied

Mr. Pickwick.

“No linen that you want sent to the washerwoman’s ? I know
a delightful washci woman outside, that conies for rny things twice

a week, and, by Jove !—how devilish luidcy !—this is the very

day she calls. Shall 1 put any of those little things up with mine ?

Don’t say anything about the trouble. Confound and curse it ! if

one gentleman under a cloud is not to put himself a little out of

the way to assist another gentleman in the same condition, what’s

human nature ?
”

Thus spake Mr. Smaugle, edging himself meanwhile as near as

possible to the portmanteau, and beaming forth looks of the most
fervent and disinterested friendship.

“ There’s nothing you want to give out for the man to brush,

my dear creature, is there ? ” resumed Smangle.

“Nothin’ whoever, my fine feller,” rejoined Sam, taking the

reply into his own mouth. “ P’rayis if vun of us wos to brush,

without troubling tlie man, it ’ud be more agreeable for all jiarties,

as the schoolmaster said veil the young gentlcinau objected to being

flogged by the butler.”

“And there’s nothing that I can send in my little box to the

washerwoman’s, is there ?” said Smangle, turning from Sam to Mr.

Pickwick with an air of some discomfiture.

‘^^’othin’ whatever, Sir,” retorted Sam
;
“I’m afeerd the little

box must be cbock full o' your own as it is.”

This speccli wa.s accomjianied with such a very expres.sive look

at that paiticular portion of Mr. Smaiiglc’s attire, by the ajipearaiice

of which the skill of laundresses in getting up gentlemen’s linen

is generally tested, that he was fain to turn upon his heel, and,

for the present at any rate, to give up all oesign on Mr. I’ickwick’s

purse and wardrobe. He accordingly retired in dudgeon to the

racket-ground, where he made a light and wholesome breakfiist

upon a couple of the cigars which had been purchased on the pre-

vious night.

Mr. Mivins, who was no smoker, and whose account for small

articles of chandlery had also reached down to the bottom of the
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slate, and been “ carried over to the other side, remained in bed,

and, in hia own words, took it out in sleep.”
^

After breakfasting in a small closet attached to the coffee-room,

which bore the imposing title of the Snuggery, the temporary

inmate of which, in consideration of a smiill additional charge, has

the unspeakable advantage of overhearing all the conversation in

the coffee-room aforesaid
;
and after despatching Mr. Weller on

some necessary errands, Mr. Pickwick ’•epaired to the Lodge, to

consult Mr. Roker concerning his future accommodation.

“Accommodation, eh?” said that gentleman, consulting a large

book
;

“ Plenty of that, Mr. Pickvick. Your chummage ticket

will be on twenty-seven, in the third.”

“ Oh,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ My what, did you say ?
”

“ Your chummage ticket,” replied Mr. Roker
;
“you're up t(j

that?”

“Not quite,” replied Mr. Pickwick, with a smile.

“Why,” said Mr. Roker, “it’s as plain as Salisbury. You’ll

have a chummage ticket upon twenty- seven in the thinl, and them
as is in the room will be your chums.”

“ Are there many of them » ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, dubiously.
“ Tiiree,” replied Mr. Roker.

Mr. Pickwick coughed.

“One of ’ein’s a parson,” said Mr. Roker, filling up a little

piece of paper as he spoke, another’s a butcher.”
“ Eh 1 ” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick

“A butcher,” repeated Mr. Roker, giving the nib of his pen a

tap on the desk to cure it of a disinclination to mark. “ Wliat a

thorough-paced goer he used to be sure ly ! You remember Tom
Martin, Neddy?” said Roker, appealing to another man in the

lodge, who wa.s paring the mud off his shoos with a live-arid-twenty

blailed pocket knife.

“ I should think so,” replied the party addressed, with a (ifrong

emphasis on the personal pronou^',

“ Bless my dear eyes,” said Mr. Roker, shaking his head slowly

from side to side, and gazing ab.-^tractedly out of the grated

window before him, as if he were fondly recalling some peaceful

scene of his eaiiy youth
;

“ it seems hut yesterday that he whopped
the coal-heaver down ^’ox-unde^-the-Hill by the wliarf there. I

think I can see him now, a coming up the Strand between the

two street-keepers, a little sobered by the bniising, with a patch

o’ winegar and brown pape^r over his right eyelid, and tliat ’ere

lovely bull-dog, as pinned the little boy arterwards, a following at

his heels. What a rum thing time is, ain’t it, Neddy?”
The gentleman to whom these observations were addressed,
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who appeared of a taciturn and thoughtful cast, merely echoed the

inquiry; and Mr. Roker, shaking off the poetii^l and gloojuy

train of thought into which ho had been betrayed, descended to

the common business of life, and resumed his pen.

“Do you know what the third gentleman isl” inquired I^fr.

PickMuck, not very much gratified by this description of his future

associates.

“What is that Simpson, Neddy?” said Mr. Roker, turning to

his companion.

“What Simpson?” said Neddy.
“ Why liiin in twenty-seven in the third, that this gentleman’s

going to be chummed on.”

“Oh, him!” replied Neddy: “he’s nothing exactly. He was

a horse chaiinler : he’s a leg now.”
“ Ah, so I thought,” rejoined Mr. Roker, closing tlie book, and

placing tlie small piece of paper in Mr. Pickwick’s hands—“ That’s

the ticket. Sir.”

Very much perjjlcxcd by this summary disposition of his

person, Mr Pickwick walked back into the prison, revolving in

liis mind what ho had better do. Convinced, however, that before

be tO(»k any other steps it would be advisable to see, and hold

personal converse wdlh, the three gentlemen with whom it was
proposed to quarter him, he made the best of his way to the third

liight.

After groping about in the gallery for some tune, attempting in

the dim light to decipher the numbers on the dilferent doors, he

at length appealed to a potboy, who happened to be puisuing his

morning occupation of gleaning for pewter.
“ Which is twenty-seven, my good follow?” said Mr. Pickwick
“ Five doors further on,” replied the })otboy. “ Tliore’s the

likeness of a man being hung, and smoking a pljie the while,

chalbicd outside the door.”

Guided by this direction, Mr. Pickwick jiroceeded slowly along

the gallery until he encountered the “portrait of a gentleman,”

above described, u})on whose countenance he tapped, with the

knuckle of his fore-finger— gently at first, and then audibly.

After repeating this process several tiipcs without efiect, he

ventured to open the door and peep in.

Theic was only one man in the room, ami he was leaning out

of window as far as he could without over- balancing himself,

endeavouring with great perseverance to spit upon the crown of

the hat of a personal friend on the parade below. As neither

speaking, coughing, sneezing, knocking, nor any other ordinary

mode of attracting attention, made this person aware of the
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presence of a visiter, Mr. Pickwick, after some delay, stepped up
to the window, and pulled him gently by the coat-tail. The
individual brought in his head and shoulders with great swift-

ness, and surveying Mr. Pickwick from head to foot, demanded in

a surly tone what the—something beginning with a capital H

—

he wanted.
‘‘ I believe,” said Mr. Pickwick, consulting his ticket, “ I

believe this is twenty-seven in the thiid
”

“ Well ^ ” replied the gentleman.

“I have come hero in consequence of receiving this bit of

paper,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick.
“ Hand it over,” said the gentleman.

Mr. Pickwick complied.

“I tliink linker might have chummed you somewhere else,’

said Mr. Simpson (for it was the leg), after a very discontcnte<] sort

of a pause.

]\Ir. Pickwick thought so also
;

but, under all the circumstances,

he considered it a matter of sound policy to be silent.

Mr. Simpson mused for a few moments after this, and then,

thrusting his head out of the window, gave a shrill whistle, and

pronounced some word aloud several times. What the word was,

Mr. Pickwick could not distinguish
;
but he rather inferred that it

must be some nickname which distinguished Mr. Martin, from

the fact of a great number of gentlemen on the ground below,

immediately proceeding to cry “ Butcher,” in imitation of tlie tone

in which that useful class of society are wont diurnally to make
their presence known at area railings.

Subsequent occurrences confirmed the accuracy of ]\Tr. Pick-

wick^s impression
;

for, in a few seconds, a gentleman, prematurely

broad for his years, clothed in a professional blue jean frock, and

toi>boots with circular toes, entered the room nearly out of breath,

closely followed by another gentleman in very shabby black, #.nd a

seal skin cap. The latter geiP’eraan, who fastened his coat all

the way up to his chin by means of a pin and a button alternately,

had a very coarse red face, and looked like a drunken chaplain,

which, indeed, he was.

These two gentleman having by turns perused Mr. Pickwick^s

billet, the one expressed his opinion that it was “ a rig,” and the

other his conviction that it was “ago.” Having recorded their

feelings in these very intelligible terms, they looked at Mr.

Pickwick and each other in awkward silence.

^‘It’s an aggravating thing, just as we got the beds so snug,”

said the chaplain, looking at three dirty mattresses, each rolled up

in a blanket, which occupied one corner of the room during the
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day, and formed a kind of slab, on which i)laced an old

cracked basin, ewer, and soap-dish, of common yellow earthenware,

with a blue flower :
“ Very aggravating.”

Mr. Martin expressed the same opinion in rather stronger terms
;

Mr. Simpson, after having let a variety of expletive adjectives loose

upon society without any substantive to accompany them, tucked

up his sleeves, and began to wash the greens for dinner.

While this was going on, Mr. Pickwick had been eyeing the

room, which was filthily dirty, and smelt intolerably close. There

was no vestige of either carpet, curtain, or blind. There was not

even a closet in it. Unquestionably there were but few things to

put away, if there had been one
;
but, however few in number, or

small in individual amount, still remnants of loaves, and pieces of

cheese, and damp towels, and scraps of meat, and articles of wcar-

ing ap})arel, and mutilated crockery, and bellows without nozzles,

and toasting-forks without prongs, do presiuit something of an

uncomfortable appearance when they are scattered about the floor

of a small apartment, which is the common sitting and sleeping

room of three idle men.

“I suppose this can be managed somehow,” said the butcher,

after a pretty long silence. ‘‘What w'ill you take to go out?”
“ 1 beg your pardon,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ What did you

say ? I hardly understand you.”
“ What will you take to be paid out?” said the butcher.

“The rcgidar chummage is two -and -six pence. Will you take

three bob?”
“—And a bender,” suggested the clerical gentleman.

“Well, I don’t mind that; it’s only twopence a-pioce lufre,”

said Mr. Martin.
“ What do you say now ? We’ll pay you out for three-and-

sixpence a week. Come.”
“ ^nd stand a gallon of beer down,” chimed in Mr. Simpson.

“ There.”

“And drink it on the spot,” said the chaplain. “ Now.”

“I really am so wholly ignorant of the rules of this place,”

returned Mr. Pickwick, “ tliat I do not yet comprehend you.

Can I live anywhere else? I thought I could not.”

At this inquiry Mr. Martin looked with a countenance of

excessive surprise at his two friends, and then each gentleman

pointed with his right thumb over his left shoulder. This action,

imperfectly described in words by the very feeble term of “ over

the left,” when performed by any number of ladies or gentlemen

who are accustomed to act in unison, has a very graceful and airy

effect
,

its expression is one of light and playful sarcasm.
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“ Can you !
” repeated Mr. Martin, with a smile of pity.

“ Well, if I knew as little of life as that, I’d eat my hat and

swallow the buckle,” said the clerical gentleman.
“ So would I,” added the sporting one, solemnly.

After this introductory preface, the three chums informed Mr,

Pickwick in a breath, that money was, in the Fleet, just what
money was out of it

;
that it would instantly procure him almost

anything he desired
;
and that, suppo^nng he had got it, and had

no objection to spend it, if he only sigmlied his wish to have a

room to himself, he might take possession of on?, furnished and

fitted to boot, in half an hour’s time.

With this, the parties sepai’uted, very much to their mutual

satisfaction; Mr. Pickwick once more retracing his steps to the

lodge, anfl the three companions adjourning to the cotfee-room, there

to spend the five shillings which the clerical gentleman had, with

admirable prudence and foresight, borrowed of him for the purpose.
“ I knowed it !

” said Mr. Itoker, with a chuckle, when Mr.

Pickwick stated the object with which he had returned. “ Didn’t

I say so, Neddy 1”

The philosophical owner of the universal penknife growled a«

affirmative.

“ I knowed you’d want a room for yourself, bless you !
” said

Mr. Koker. “Let me see. You’ll want some furniture. You’ll

hire that of me, 1 suppose ? That’s the reg’lar thing.”

“ With great pleasure,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“There’s a capital room up in the coffee-room flight, that

belongs to a Chancery prisoner,” said Mr. Kuker. “ It’ll stand

you ill a pound a-week. I suppose you don’t mind that ?”

“Not at all,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Just step there with me,” said Rokcr, taking up his hat with

great alacrity
;

“ the matter’s settled in five minutes. Lord

!

why didn’t you say at fir.st that you was willing to come-down
handsome 1 ”

Tim matter was soon arranged, as the turnkey had foretold

I’he Chancery prisoner had been there long enough to have lost

friends, fortune, home, and happiness, and to have acquired the

right of having a room to him.scif. As he laboured, however,

under the slight inconvenience of often wanting a morsel of bread,

he eagerly listened to Mr. Pickwick’s proposal to rent the apart-

ment
;
and readily covenanted and agreed to yield him up the sole

and undisturbed possession thereof, in consideration of the weekly

payment of twenty shillings; from which fund he furthermore

contracted to pay out any person or persona that might bf

chummed upon it„
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Afl they atruck the bargain, Mr. Pickwick surveyed him witli a

painfiU interest. He was a tall, gaunt, cailaveroiis man, in an old

great-coat and slippers, with sunken cheeks, and a restless, eager

eye. His lips were bloodless, and his bones sharp and thin. God
help him ! the iron teeth of confinement and privation had been

slowly filing them down for twenty years.

“And where will you live meanwhile. Sir?” said ]\Ir. Pickwick,

as he laid the amount of the first week’s rent in advance on the

tottering table.

The man gathered up the money with a trembling hand, and
replied that he didn’t know yet; he must go and see where he

could move his bed to.

“ T am afraid, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, laying his haml gently

and compassionately on his arm ;
—

“ I am afraid you will have to

live in some noisy crowded place. Now, pray, consider this room
your own when you want quiet, or when any of your friends come
to see you.”

“ Friends !
” interposed the man, in a voice w’hich rattled in

his throat. “ If I lay dead at the bottom of the deejiest mine

in the world, tight screwed down and soldered in my cothn,

rotting in the dark and filthy ditch that drags its slime along

beneath the fomidations of this prison, I could not he more
forgotten or unheeded than I am here. I am a dead man—dead

to society, without the pity they bestow on those whose souls have

passed to judgment. Friends to see me! My God! 1 have

sunk from the prime of life into old age in this place, and there is

not one to raise his hand above my lied, when 1 lie dead upon it,

and say, ‘ It is a blessing he is gone 1

’ ”

The excitement, which had cast an unwonted liglit over the

man’s face while he spoke, subsided as he concluded
;
and, pressing

his withered hands together in a hasty and disordered manner, he

shntfled from the room.

“Rides rather rusty,” said Mr. Roker, with a smile. “Ah!
they’re like the elephants; they feel it now and then, and it

makes ’em wild !

”

Having made this deeply -sympathising remark, Mr. Roker

entered upon his arrangements with siioh expedition, that in a

short time the room was furnished with a carpet, six chairs, a

table, a sofa bedstead, a tea-kettle, and various small ei ceteras^

on hire, at the very reasonable rate of seven-and-twenty shillings

and sixpence per week.

“Now, is there anything mo^e we can do for you?” inquired

Mr. Roker, looking round with great satisfaction, and gaily chink

ing the first week’s hire in his closed fist.
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“Why, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, who had been musing deepl)

for some time. “ Are there any people here who run on criands,

and 80 fortli ?”

“Outside, do you mean ?” inquired Mr. Roker.

“Yes; I moan who are able to go outside. Not prisoners.”

“Yes, there is,” said Roker. “There’s an unfortunate devil,

who has got a friend on the poor side, that’s glad to do any-

thing of that sort. He’s been running odd jobs, and that, for tlie

last two months. Shall I send him*?”

“If you please,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick. “Stay;—no. The
poor si(le, you say. I should like to see it ;—I’ll go to him
myself.”

The poor side of a debtor’s prison is, as its name imports, that

in which the most miserable and abject class of debtors are con-

fined. A prisoner having declared upon the poor side, pays neither

rent nor chummage. His fees, upon entering and leaving the

gaol, are reduced in amount, and be becomes entitled to a shai'e of

some small quantities of food
;

to provide which, a few charitable

persons have, from time to time, left trifling legacies in their wills.

Most of our readers will remember, that, until within a very few

years past, tlieie was a kind of iron cage in the wall of the Meet
Prison, within which was posted some man of hungry looks, who,

from time to time, rattled a money-box, and exclaimed, in a

mournful voice, “ Pray, remember the poor debtors
;
pray, remem-

ber tlie poor debtors.” The receipts of this box, when there were

any, were divided among the poor prisoners, and the men on the

poor side relieved each other in this degrading office.

Although this custom has been abolished, and the cage is now
boarded uji, the miserable and destitute condition of these unhappy
persons remains the same. We no longer suffer them to appeal at

the prison gates to the charity and compassion of the passers by;
but we still leave unblotted m the leaves of our statute bool^ for

the reverence and admiration c ’ succeeding ages, the just and

wholesome law which declares tliat the sturdy felon shall be fed

and clothed, and that the penniless debtor shall be left to die of

starvation and nakedness. This is no fiction. Not a week passes

over our heads but, in every one of our prisons for debt, some of

these men must inevitably expire in the slow agonies of want, if

they were not relieved by their fellow-prisoners.

Turning these things in his mind, as he mounted the narrow

staircase at the foot of which Roker had left him, Mr. Pickwick

gradually worked himself to the boiling-over point
;
and so excited

was he with his reflections on this subject, that he had burst into

the room to which he had been directed, before he had any distinct
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recollection either of the place in which he was, or of the object of

his vi.*it.

The general aspect of the room recalled him to himself at once .

but he had no sooner cast his eyes on the figure of a man who was
brooding over the dusty fire, than, letting his hat fall on the floor,

he stood perfectly fixed and immoveable with astonishment.

Yes, in tattered garments, and without a coat
;

his common
calico shii t yellow and in rags

;
his hair hanging over his face

;
his

features changed with suflering, and pinched with famine,—there

sat Mr. Alfred Jingle
;

his head resting upon his hand, his eyes

fixed upon the fire, and his whole appearance denoting misery and

dejection !

Near him, leaning listlessly against the wall, stood a strong-

built countryman, flicking with a w'orn-out hunting-whip the top-

boot that adorned his right foot: his left being tlnust into an old

slifijier. Horses, dogs, and drink Iiad brought him there pell-mell.

There was a rusty spur on the solitary boot, wdiich he occasionally

jerked into the empty air, at the same time giving the boot a smart

blow, and muttering some of the sounds by which a sportsman

encourages his horse. He was riding, in imagination, some des-

perate steejdechase at that moment. Poor wTcteh ! He never

rode a match on the swiftest animal in liis costly stud, with half

the speed at wduch he had torn along the course that ended in

the Fleet.

On the opposite side of tlie room an old man wiis seated on a

small wooden box, with his eyes rivetted on the ll<>oi, and his face

8('ttle«i into an ex})r(\ssion of the deepest and most hopelt'ss despair.

A young girl—his little grand-daughter—was hanging about him,

endeavouring, wdth a thousand childish devices, to engage his atten-

tion
;
but the old man neither saw nor heard her. The voice that

had been music to him. and the eyes that had been light, fell

cohOy on his senses. His limbs were shaking wdth disease, and
the palsy had fastened on his mind.

There were two or three other men in the room, congregated in

a little knot, and noisily talking among themselves. There was a

lean and haggard woman, too- -a prisoner’s \^ife—wlio was water-

ing, with great solicitude, the wretched stump of a dried-up,

w ithered plant, wdiich, it was plain to see, could never send forth

a green leaf again ;—too true an emblem, perhaps, of the office -she

had come there to discharge.

Such were the objects wffiich presented themselves to Mr. Pick-

wick’s view, as he looked round him in amazement. The noise of

some one stumbling hastily into the room roused him. Turning

his eyes towards the door, they encountered the new comer
;
and
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in him, through all his rags, and dirt, and misery, he recognised

the faiipiliar features of JMr. Job Trotter.

“ Mr. Pickwick !
” exclaimed Job aloud.

“ Eh 1 ” said Jingle, starting from his seat.

“ Mr. ! So it is—queer place—strange thing—serves me
right—very.'' And with this Mr. Jingle thrust his hands into the

place where his trousers pocket used to be, and, dropping his chin

upon his breast, sank back into his chair.

Mr. Pickwick was affected
;
the two men looked so very miser-

able. The sharp involuntary glance Jingle had cast at a small

piece of raw loin of mutton, which Job had brought in with him,

said more of their reduced state than two hours' explanation could

have done. He looked mildly at Jingle, and said ;

—

“ I should like to speak to you in private. Will you step out

for an instant ?
"

“ Certainly,” said Jingle, rising hastily. “ Can’t step far—no

danger of overwalking yourself here—spike park—grounds pretty

—romantic, but not extensive—open for public inspection—family

always in town—housekeeper desperately careful—very.”

“ You have forgotten your coat,” said Mr, I'ickwick, as they

walked out to the staircase, and closed the door after them.

“Eh?” said Jingle. “Spout—dear relation—uncle Tom

—

couldn’t help it—must eat, you know. Wants of nature— and all

that.”

“ What do you mean ?
”

“Gone, my dear Sir—last coat—can’t help it. Lived on a

pair of boots—whole fortnight. Silk umbrella—ivory handle

—

week—fact—honour—ask Job—knows it.”

“Lived for three weeks upon a pair of boots and a silk um-

brella with an ivory handle !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwicl:, who h:id

only heard of such things in shipwrecks, or read of them in Coii-

stablf.’iJ Miscellany.

“True,” said Jingle, nodding his head. “ Pawnbroker s shop

—duplicates here—small sums—mere nothing— all rascals.”

“ Oh,” said Mr. Pickwdek, much relieved by tliis explanation

;

“ I understand you. You have pawned your wardrobe.”
“ Everything—Job’s too— all shirts goqe—never mind—saves

washing. Nothing soon—lie in bed—starve—die—Inquest

—

little bone-house—poor prisoner—common necessaries—hush it up

—gentlemen of the jury—warden's tradesmen—keep it snug

—

natural death— coroner’s order—workhouse funeral— serve him

right—all over—drop the curtain.”

Jingle delivered this singular summary of his prospects in

life with his accustomed volubility, and with various twitches of
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the countenance to counterfeit smiles. IMr. Pickwick easily per

ceived that his recklessness was assumed, and looking hijn lull,

but not unkindly, in the face, saw tliat his eyes were moist with

tears.

“ Good fellow,” said Jingle, pressing his hand, and turning his

head away. “ Ungrateful dog—boyish to cry—carPt help it—bad

fever—weak—ill—hungry. Deserved it all
;
but suffered much

—very.” Wholly unable to keep up appearances any longer, and

perhaps rendered worse by the effort he h.id made, the dejected

stroller eat down on the stairs, and, covering nle face with his

hands, sobbed like a child.

“ Come, come,” said Mr. Pickwick, with considerable emotion,
“ we’ll see what can be done when T know all about the matter.

Here, Job; where is that fellow?”
“ Here, Sir,” replied Job, presenting himself on the staircase.

We have described him, by-the-bye, as having deej)ly-8unken eyes

in the best of times
;

in his present state of want and distress, he

looked as if those features had gone out of town altogether.

“ Here, Sir,” said Job.
“ Come here, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, trying to look stem, with

four large tears running down his waistcoat. “ Take that, Sir.”

Take what ? In the ordinaiy acceptation of such language, it

should have been a blow. As the world runs, it ought to have been

a sound, hearty cuff
;

for Mr. Pickwick had been duped, deceived,

and wronged by the destitute outcast who was now wholly in his

power. ]\Iust we tell the tnith ? It was something from Mr.

Pickwick’s waistcoat-pocket, which chinked as it was given into

Job’s hand : and the giving which, somehow or other imparted

a sparkle to the eye, and a swelling to the heart of our excellent

old friend, as he hurried away.

Sam had returned when Mr. Pickwick reached his own room,

and was inspecting the arrangements that had been made /or his

comfort, with a kind of grim satisfaction which was very pleasant

to look upon. Having a decided objection to his master’s being

there at all, Mr. Weller appeared to consider it a high moral duty

not to appear too much pleased with anything that was done, said,

suggested, or proposec^,

“ Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Well, Sir,” replied Mr. \Veller.

“ Pretty comfortable now, ch, Sam ?
”

“ Pretty veil, Sir,” responded Sam, looking round him in a dis-

paraging manner.
“ Have you seen Mr. Tupman and our other friends ?

”

“ Yes, I have seen ’em, Sir, and they’re a cornin’ to-morrow, and
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woe wery mucn surprised to hear they warn’t to come to day,

replied Sam.
“You have brought the things I wanted

Mr. Weller in reply pointed to various packages which he had

arranged as neatly as he could, in a corner of the room.
“ Very well, Sam,'* said Mr. Pickwick, after a little hesitation

;

“listen to what I am going to say, Sam.”
“ CerPnly, Sir,” rejoined Mr. Weller, “ fire aVay, Sir.”

“I have felt from the first, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, with

much solemnity, “that this is not the place to bring a young man to.”

“Nor an old 'un neither, Sir,” observed Mr. Weller.

“ You*re quite right, Sarn,** said Mr. Pickwick
;

“ but old men
may come here through their own hecdlessness and unsuspicion,

and young men may be brought here by the selfishness of those

they serve. It is better for those young men, in every point of

view, that they should not remain here. Do you understand me,

Sam?”
“ Vy no. Sir, I do not,” replied Mr. Weller, doggedly.
“ Try, Sam,** said Mr. Pickwick.

“Veil, Sir,” rejoined Sam, after a short pause, “I think I see

your drift
;
and if I do see your drift, it’s my ’pinion that you’re a

cornin’ it a great deal too strong, as the mail-coachman said to the

snow storm, ven it overtook him.”

“I see you comprehend me, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Inde-

pendently of ray wish that you should not be idling about a ])liice

like this for years to come, I feel that for a debtor in the Fleet to

be attended by his man-servant is a monstrous absurdity.— Sam,”

said Mr. Pickwick, “ for a time you must leave me.”

“Oh, for a time, eh. Sir?” rejoined Mr. Weller, rather sar-

castically.

“Yes, for the time that I remain here,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Yoi.r wages I shall continue to pay. Any one of my three

friends will be happy to take you, were it only out of respect to

me. And if I ever do leave this place, Sam,” added ]\Ir. Pickwick,

with assumed cheerfulness—“ if I do, I pledge you my word that

you shall return to me instantly.”

“Now I’ll tell you wot it is. Sir,” said *Mr. Weller, in a grave

and solemn voice. “ This here sort o* thing von’t do at all, so

don’t let’s hear no more about it.”

“ I am serious, and resolved, Sam,” saifl Mr. Pickwdek.
“ You air, air you. Sir?” inquired Mr. Weller, firmly. “Wery

good. Sir
;
then so am I.”

Thus speaking, Mr. Weller fixed his hat on his head w ith great

precision, and abruptly left the room.
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“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, calling after him, “ Sam Hera”
But the long gallery ceased to re-echo the sound of foQtstepa

Sam Weller was gone.

CHAPTER XLII.

SHOWING HOW MR. SAMUEL WELLER GOT INTO DIFFICULTIES.

In a lofty room, badly lighted and worse ventilated, situate in

Portugal-street, Lincoln’s Inn -fields, there sit nearly the whole

year round, one, two, three, or four gentlemen in wigs, as the case

may be, with little writing desks before them, constructed after the

fiisliion of those used by the judges of the land, barring the French

polLh
;
a box of barristers on their right hand

;
an inclosure of

insolvent debtors on their left; and an inclined plane of most

especially dirty faces in their front These gentlemen are the

Commissioners of the Insolvent Court, and the plac« in which they

sit is the Insolvent Court itself.

It is, and has bceu, time out of mind, the remarkable flite of

this Ccjurt to be somehow or other held and understood by the

general consent of all the destitute shabby-genteel people in London,

as their common resort, and place of daily refuge. It is always

full. The steams of beer and spirits perpetually ascend to the

ceiling, and, being condensed by the heat, roll down the walls like

rain ; there are more old suits of clothes in it at one time, than

will l)e offered for sale in all Iloundsditch in a twelvemonth
;
and

more unwashed skins and grizzly beards than aU the pumps and

shaving -shops between Tyburn and Whitechapel could render

decent between sunrise and sunset

It must not be .supposed that any of these people have tht' least

shadow of business in, or the remotest connexion with, the place

they so indefatigably attend. If they had, it would be no matter

of surprise, and the singularity of the thing would cease at once.

Some of them sleep during the greater part of the sitting
;
others

carry small portable dinners wrapped in pocket handkerchiefs or

sticking out of their worn-o^^t pockets, and munch and listen with

equal relish
;
but no one among them was ever known to have the

slightest personal interest in any case that was ever brought for-

ward. Whatever they do, there they sit from the first moment to

the last. When it is heavy rainy weather, they all come in wet

through ; and at such times the vapours of the Court are like those

of a fungus-pit.
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A casual visitor might suppose this place to be a temple dedi-

cated ^to the Genius of Seediness. There is not a messenger or

process-server attached to it, who wears a coat that was made for

him
;
not a tolerably fresh, or wholesome-looking man in the whole

establishment, except a little white-headed applc-far*cd tipstaff, and

even he, like an ill-conditional cherry preserved in brandy, Be(*ms to

have artificially dried and withered up into a state of preservation,

to which he can lay no natural claim. The very barristers’ wigs

are ill-powdered, and their curls lack crispness.

But the attorneys, who sit at a large biire table below the

Commissioners, are, after all, the greatest curiosities. The
professional establishment of the more opulent of these gentlemen,

consists of a blue bag and a boy
:
generally a youth of the Jewish

persuasion. They have no fixed offices, their legal business being

transacted in the parlours of public-houses, or the yards of ]irisons,

whither they repair in crowds, and canvass for customers after the

manner of omnibus cads. They arc of a greasy and mildewed

appearance; and if they can be said to have any vices at all,

perhaps drinking and cheating are the most conspicuous among
them. Tlieir residences arc usually on the outskirts of “ the

Kules,” chiefly lying within a circle of one wile from the obelisk

in St. George's Fields. Their looks are not prepossessim:, and

their manners are peculiar.

Mr. Solomon Pell, one of this learned body, was a fat iiabby

pale man, in a surtout which looked green one minute, juid brown
the next, with a velvet collar of the same camcleon tints. His

foreliead was narrow, his face wide, his head large, and lus nose

all on one side, as if Nature, indignant with the pro])eusitie3 she

observed in him in his birth, had given it an angry tweak vvliich

it had never recovered. Being short- necked and fisthiuatic, how-

ever, he respired principally through this feature
;

so, jierhaps,

what it wanted in ornament it made up in usefulness.

“ I’m sure to bring him through it,” said Mr Pell.

‘‘ Are you though ? ” replied the person to whom the assurance

was pledged.

“ Certain sure,” replied Pell
;

“ but if he’d gone to any

irregular practitioner, mind you, I wouldn’t have answered for

the consequences.”

“Ah I” said the other, with open mouth.
“ No, that I wouldn’t,” said Mr. Pell

;
and he pursed up his

lips, frowned, and shook his head mysteriously.

Now the place where this discourse occurred, was the public-

house just opposite to the Insolvent Court ; and the person with

whom it was held was no other than the elder Mr. Weller, who
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had corae there to comfort and console a friend, whose petition tc

Ixj discharged under the act was to be that day heard, and^whose
attorney he was at that moment consulting.

“ And vere is George ? ” inquired the old gentleman.

Mr. Pell jerked his head in the direction of a back parlour,

whither ]\Ir. Weller at once repairing, was immediately greeted in

the warmest and most flattering manner by some half-dtizcn of his

professional brethren, in token of their gratification at his arrival.

The insolvent gentleman, who had contractCil a speculative but

imprudent passion for horsing long stages, which had led to his

present eni])arrassincnts, looked extremely well, and was soothing

the excitement of his feelings with shrimps and porter.

Tlic salutation between Mr. Weller and his friends was strictly

confined to the freemasonry of the craft
;
consisting of a jerking

round of the right wrist, and a tossing of the little finger into the

air at the same time. We once knew two famous coachmen (they

are dead now, poor fellows) who were twins, and between whom
an unaffected and devoted attachment existed. They passed each

other on the Dover road every day, for twenty -four years, never

exchanging any otlier greeting than this
;
and yet, when one died,

the other pined away, and soon afterwards followed him !

“ Veil, George,” said Mr. Weller, senior, taking off his upj)er

coat, and seating himself with his accustomed gravity, “flow is

iti All right beliind, and full inside?”

“All right, old feller,” replied the embarrassed gentlemen.

“Is the grey mare made over to any body?” incjuircd Mr.

Weller, anxiously.

George nodded in the affirmative.

“Veil, that’s all right,” said Mr. Weller. “Coach taken care

on, also ?
”

“Con-signed in a safe quarter,” replied George, WTinging the

heads off half-a-dozen shrimj)s, and swallowing them withoifJ any

more a<lo.

“ Wery gooil, wery good,” said Mr. Weller. “ Alvays see to the

drag veil you go down hill. Is the vay-bill all clear and straight

for’erd ?
”

“ The schedule, Sir,’# said Poll, guessing at Mr. Weller’s mean-

ing, “ the schedule is as plain and satisfactory as pen and ink can

make it.”

Mr. Weller nodded in a manner which bespoke his inward

apfiroval of those arrangements; and then, turning to Mr. Pell,

said, pointing to his friend George,

—

“ Ven do you take his cloths off?”
“ Why,” replied Mr. Pell, “ he stands third on the opposed list,
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and I Bhould think it would be his turn in about half an hour. 1

told mj clerk to come over and tell us when there was a chnnce.”

Mr. Weller .surveyed the attorney from head to foot with great

admiration, and said emphatically,

—

“ And what’ll you take, Sir 1

“Why, really,” replied Mr. Pell, “you’re very . Upon ni^

word and honour. I’m not in the habit of . It’s so very early

in the morning, that, actually, I am almost . Well, you may
bring me three penn’orth of rum, my dear.”

The otliciating damsel, who had anticipated the order before it

warn given, set the glass of spirits before Tell, and retired.

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Tell, looking round upon the company,

“Success to your friend. I don’t like to boa.st, gentlemen; it’s

not my way; but I can’t help saying, that, if your friend hadn’t

been fortunate enough to fall into hands that but I won’t say

what I was going to say. Gentlemen, my service to you.” Hav-
ing emptied the glass in a twinkling, Mr. Pell smacked his lips,

and looked complacently round on the assembled coachmen, who
evidently regarded him as a species of divinity.

“ Let me see,” said the legal authority—“ What was I a-saying,

gentlemen ?
”

“ I think ymi w’as remarkin’ as you wouldn’t have no objec-

tion to another o’ the same, Sir,” said Mr. Weller, grave

face tiousn ess.

“Ha, ha!” laughed !Mr. Pell. “Not bad, not bad. A pro-

fessional man, too ! At this time of the morning it would be

rather too good a . Well, I don’t know, my dear you ma^
do that again, if you jdease. Hem !

”

I’his last sound was a solemn and dignified cough, in wdiich

Mr. Pell, observing an indecent tendem^y to miith in some of his

auditors, considered it due to him.self to indulge.

“ iMie late Lord Chancellor, gentlemen, was very fond of me,”

said Mr. Pell.

“ And wery creditable in him, too,” interi)Osed Mr. Weller.

“Hear, hear,” assented Mr. Pell’s client. “Whv .shouldn’t

he be?”
“ Ah—why, indeed 1

” said a very red-freed man, who had said

nothing yet, and who looked extremely unlikely to say anytliing

more. “ Why shouldn’t he ?
”

A murmur of assent ran through the company.
“ I remember, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pell, “ dining with him on

one occasion ;—there was only us two, but every thing as splendid

as if twenty people had been expected
;
the great seal on a dumb-

waiter at hia right hand, and a man in a bag-wig and suit of
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armour guarding the mace with a drawn sword and silk stockings,

which is perpetually done, gentlemen, night and day; when he

said, ‘Pell,’ he said; ‘no false delicacy. Pell. You’re a man ol

talent
;
you can get any body through the Insolvent Court, Pell

;

and your country should be proud of you.’ Those were his very

words.—‘My Lord,’ I said, ‘you Hatter me.’
—

‘Pell,’ he said, ‘if I

do, I’m damned.’”

“Did he say that?” inquired Mr. \Y»''ller.

‘‘ He did,” replied Pell.

“Veil, then,” said Mr. Weller, “I say Parliament ought to ha’

took it u]) ;
and if he’d been a poor man, they would ha* done it.”

“ PiUr. my dear friend,” argued JMr. Pell, it was in confidence.”

“In what?” said Mr. Weller.
“ In confidence.”

“ Oh ! weiy good,” replied Mr. Weller, after a little reflection.

“If he damned his-self in confidence, o’ course tJiat was another

thing.”

“ Of course it was,” said Mr. Pell. “ The distinction’s obvious,

you will perceive.”

“Alters the case entirely,” said Mr. Weller. “Co on, Sir.”

“ No
;

I will not go on, Sir,” said Mr. Pell, in a low and

serious tone. “You have reminded me, Sir, that this conversation

was private—private and confidential, gentlemen. Gentlemen, I

am a professional man. It may be that I am a good deal looked

up to, in my profession— it may be that I am not. Most people

know. I say nothing. Observations have already been made, in

this room, injurious to the reputation of my noble friend. You
will excuse me, gentlemen

;
I was imprudent. I feel tha.t I have

no riglit to mention this matter without his concurrence. Thank
you. Sir

;
thank you.” Thus delivering himself, Mr. Pell thrust

his hands into his pockets, and, frowning grimly around, rattled

three-halfpence with terrible determination. •

This virtuous resolution h..d scarcely been formed, when the

boy and the blue bag, who were inseparable companions, rushed

violently into the room, and said (at least the boy did
;

for the

blue bag took no part in the announcement) that the case was

coming on directly. The intelligence was no sooner received than

the whole party hurried across the street, and began to fight their

way into Court—a preparatory ceremony, which has been calculated

to occupy, in ordinary cases, from twenty-five minutes to thirty.

Mr. Weller being stout, cast himself at otoce into the crowd,

with the desperate hope of ultimately turning up in some place

which would suit him. His success was not quite equal to his

expectations, for having neglected to take his hat off, it was
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knocked over his eyes by some unseen person, upt'ii whose toes he

had alighted with considerable force. Apparently this individual

regretted his impetuosity immediately afterwards, for, muttering

an indistinct exclamation of surprise, he dragged the old man out

into the hall, and, after a violent struggle, released his head and
face.

“ Samivel !
” exclaimed Mr. Weller, when he was thus enabled

to behold his rescuer.

Sam nodded.
“ You’re a dutiful and affectionate little boy, you are, ain’t you

said Mr. Weller, “ to come a bonnetin’ your father in his old

age?”
“ llow should I know who you wos ?

” responded the son
“ Do you s’pose I wos to tell you by the weight o’ your foot ?

”

“ Veil, that’s wery true, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, mollified

at once; “but wot are you a doin’ on here? Your gov’nor can’t

do no good here, Sammy. They von’t pass that wcrdict
;
they

von’t pass it, Sammy.” And Mr. Weller shook his head with

legal solemnity.

“Wot a perwerse old file it is!” exclaimed Sam, “alvays a

goin’ on about werdicts and alle)^bis, and that. Wlio said

anything about the werdict ?
”

Mr. AVeller made no reply, but once more shook his head most
learnedly.

“Leave off rattlin’ that ’ere nob o’ yourn, if you don’t want it

to come off the springs altogether,” said Sam impatiently, “ and
behave reasonable. I vent all the vay down to the Maikis o’

Granby arter you last night.”

“Did you see the Marchionness o’ Granby, Sammy?” inquired

Mr. Weller, with a sigh.

“ Yes, I did,” replied Sam
“ liow wos the dear creetur lookin’ ?”

“ Wery queer,” said Sam. “ I think she’s a injurin’ herself

gradivally vith too much o’ that ’ere pine-apjde rum, and other

strong medicines o’ the same natur.”

“You don’t mean that, Sammy?” said the senior, earnestly.

“I do, indeed,” replied the junior.

Mr. Weller seized his son’s hand, clasped it, and let it fall

There was an expression on his countenance in doing so— not of

dismay or apprehension, but partaking more of the sweet and

gentle character of hope. A gleam of resignation, and even of

cheerfulness, passed over his face too, as he slowly said— “I ain’t

quite certain, Sammy ; I wouldn’t like to say I wos altogether

positive, in case of any subsekeut disappintment, but I rayther

U
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think, my boy— I raythor think that the shepherd’s get the livei

complaint !

”

Does he look bad 1 ” inquired Sam.
“ He’s uncommon pale,” replied his father, “

’cept about the

nose, vich is redder than ever. His appetite is wery so-so, but he

imbibes wunderful.”

Some thoughts of the nira aj)pea^ed to obtrude themselves on

Mr. Weller’s mind as he said this, for be lookc'd gloomy and

thoughtful; but veiy shortly recovered, as vas testified by a

perfect alphabet of winks, in which he was only wont to indulge

when particularly pleased.

“Veil, now,” said Sam, “about my affair. Just open them
ears o’ yourn, and don’t say nothin’ till I’ve done.” ^Vith this

brief preface, Sam related, as succinctly as he could, the last

memorable conversation he had had with Mr. Pickwick.
“ Stop there by himself, poor creetur !

” exclaimed the elder

Mr. Weller, “without nobody to take his part ! It can’t be done,

Samivel, it can’t be done.”
“ O’ course it can’t,” asserted Sam

;
“ T know’d that afore I

came.”

“Vy, they’ll eat him up alive, Sammy,” exclaimed Mr. Weller.

Sam nodded his concurrence in the opinion.

“He goes in rayther raw, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller metaphor-

ically, “and he’ll come out done so ex-ceediu’ brown, that his

most formiliar friends won’t know him. Roast pigeon’s nothin’ to

it, Sammy.”
Again Sam Weller nodded.

“It oughtn’t to be, Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, gravely.

“ It mustn’t be,” said Sam.
“ Cert’nly not,” said Mr. Weller.

“Veil now,” said Sam, “you’ve been a prophecyin’ avay

wery fine, like a red -faced Nixon, as the sixpenny books gives

picters on.”

“Who woB he, Sammy 1” inquired Mr. Weller.

“ Never mind who he was,” retorted Sam
;

“ he warn’t a

coachman, that’s enough for you.”

“ I know’d a ostler o’ that name,” said Mr. Weller, musing.

“It warn’t him,’ saiu Sam. “This here gen’lm’n ivas a

prophet.”

“Wot’s a prophet?” inquired Mr. Weller, looking sternly on

his son.

“ Vy, a man as tells what’s a goin’ to happen,” replied Sam.

“I wish I’d know’d him, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller. “P’raps

he might h.a’ throw’d a amall light on that ’ere liver complaint sb
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we wos a speakin* on jiist now. flows’cver, if iie’s dead, and ain’t

a‘ft tjie bisruiss to nobody, there’s an end on it. Go on, Saniniy,”

•said Mr. Weller, with a sigh.

“Veil,” said Sam, “you’re been a prophecyin’ avay about

wot’ll liappen to the gov’nor if he’s left alone. Don’t you see any
vay o’ takiu’ care on him 1

”

“No, I don’t, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, with a reflective

visage.

“No vay at all?” inquired Sam.
“No vay,” said Mr. Weller, “unless”—and a gleam of in-

telligence lighted up his countenance as he sunk his voice to a

whisper, and applied his mouth to the ear of his offspring— “ un-

less it is getting him out in a turn-up betl.>tead, unbeknown to

the turnkeys, Sammy, or dressin’ him up like an old ’ooman vith

a green wail.”

Sam Weller received both of these suggestions with unexpected

contempt, and again propounded his qut'stion.

“ No,” said the old gentleman
;
“if he von’t let you stop theie

I see no \ay at all. It’s no thoroughfare, Sammy—no thorough-

fare.”

“ Well, then. I’ll tell you wot it is,” said Sam, “ I’ll trouble

you for the loan of live-and-tvcnly pound.”

“Wot good ’ull that do?” inquired Mr. Weller.

“Never mind,” replied Sam. “P’raps you may ask for it five

miriits artervards
;
p’raps I may say I von’t pay, and cut up rough.

You vou’t think o’ arrestin’ your owm son for the money, and

sendin’ him off to tlie Fleet, will you, you unnat’ral wagabone ?
”

At this reply of Sam’s, the father and son exchanged a complete

code of sly telegraphic nods and gestures, after which, the elder

Mr. Weller sat himself dowui on a stone step, and laughed till he

was purple.

“Wot a old image it is !” exclaimed Sam, indiirnant at this

loss of time. “ What are you a settin’ down there for, coii-wertin’

your flice into a street-door knocker, ven there’s so much to be

done. Vcrc’s the money ?
”

“In the boot, Sammy, in the boot,” replied Mr. Weller, com-

posing his features. “ Hohl my hat, Sammy.”
Having divested himself of this incumbrance, Mr. Weller gave

his body a sudden wrench to one side, and, by a dexterous twist,

contrived to get his right hand into a most capacious pocket, from

whence, after a great deal of panting ami exertion, he extricated a

pocket-book of the large octavo size, fastened by a huge leather

strap. From thence he drew forth a couple of whip-lashcs, three

or four buckles, a little sample- bag of com, and finally a small
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roll of veiy dirty bank-notes, from which he selected the required

amount, which he handed over to Sam. ^

“And now, Sammy,” said the old gentleman, when tiie whip-

lashes, and the buckles, and the sample, had been all put back,

and the book once more deposited at the bottom of the same
pocket, “ Now, Sammy, I know a gcnTm’n here, as '11 do the rest o’

the bisness for us, in no time—a limb o' the law, Sammy, as has

got brains like the frogs, dispersed all o^er his body, and reachiu’

to the wery tips of his fingers
;
a friend of the Lord Chancellor-

ship's, Sammy, who’d only have to tell him whai he wanted, and

he’d lock you up for life, if that wos all.”

“I say,” said Sam, “none o' that.”

“None o' wot?” inquired Mr. Weller.
“ Vy, none o’ them unconstitootional ways o’ doin’ it,” retorted

Sam. “The have-his-carcase, next to the perpetual motion, is vun

o’ the blcssedest things as wos ever made. I’ve read that 'ere in

the newspapers wery of’on.”

“ Well, wot’s that got to do vith it?” inquired Mr. Weller.

“Just this here,” said Sam, “ that I’ll jDatronise the inwention,

and go in, that vay. No vi.sperin’8 to the Chancelloi-ship—I don’t

like the notion. It mayn’t be altogether safe, vith reference to

the gettin' out agin.”

Deferring to his sou’s feeling upon this point, Mr. Weller at

once sought the erudite Solomon Pell, and acquainted him with

his desire to issue a writ instantly for the sum of twenty-five

pounds, and costs of process, to be executed without delay upon

the body of one Samuel Weller; the charges thereby incurred to

be paid in ailvauee to Solomon PelL

The attorney was in high glee, for the cmbarra.ssed coach-horser

was ordered to be discharged forthwith, lie highly approved of

Sam's attachment to his master
;

declared that it strongly re-

minded him of his own feelings of devotion to his fricn^?, the

Chancellor; and at once led ^’le elder Mr. Weller down to the

Temple, to swear the affidavit of debt, which the boy, with the

assistance of the blue bag, had drawn up on the spot.

Meanwhile Sam, having been formally introduced to the white-

washed gentleman and< his friends, as the offspring of Mr. Weller,

of the Belle Sauvage, was treated with marked distinction, and

invited to regale himself with them in honour of the occasion—an

invitation which he was by no means backward in accepting.

The mirth of gentlemen of this class is of a grave and quiet

character usually
;
but the present instance was one of peculiar

festivity, and they relaxed in proportion. After some rather

tumultuous toasting of the Chief Commissioner and Mr. Solomon
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Pell, who had that day displayed such transcendent abilities, a

mottM-faced gentleman in a blue shawl proposed that somebody

should sing a song. The obvious suggestion was, that the mottled-

faced gentleman, being anxious for a song, should sing it himself

;

but this the mottled -faced gentleman sturdily, and somewhat
ofiensively, declined to do

; upon which, as is not unusual in such

cases, a rather angry colloquy ensued

“Gentlemen,” said the coach-horser, “rather than distmb the

harmony of this delightful occasion, perlia})s ]\Ir. Samuel Weller

will oblige the company.”
“ Raly, gentlemen,” said Sam, “ I’m not wety much in the

habit o’ singin’ vithout the instrument
;
but anythin’ for a quiet

life, as the man said ven he took the sitivation at the light-house.”

With this prelude, Mr. Samuel Weller burst at once into the

following wild and beautiful legend, wdiich, under the impression

that it is not generally known, we take the liberty of quoting.

We would beg to call particular attention to the monosyllable at

the end of the second and fourth lines, which not only enables the

Bingcr to take breath at those points, but greatly assists the metre.

l&omatice*

I.

Bold Turpin viincc, on Hounslow Heath,
His bold mare Bess bestrode—ei

;

Ven there ho seeM the Bishop's coach
A-coniin’ along the road—er.

So he gallops close to the oise’s logs,

And he cl.'i]»s his head vitliin ;

And the Bishop says, “Sure as eggs is eggs,

This here’s the bold Turpin !

”

(Chorus.) And th^ Bisfwp saysy “ Sure ns egfjs is eggs.

This here's the hold 'Turjnn ! "

II.

Says Turpin, “You shall eat your words,

With a sarse of leaden bid—let
;

”

So he puts a pistol to liis mouth,
And be tires it down his gul—lot.

The coachman, he not likin’ the job,

Set off at a full gal-lop,

But Dick put a couple of balls in bis nob,

And perwailed on him to stop.

(Chorus sarcastically.) But Dick yut a couple of halls in his nobi

And per wailed on him to stop

“ I maintain that that ’ere song’s personal to the cloth,” said
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the mottled-faced f:oiitlemaii, intcmiptirig it at this pc iat. I

demand tlic name o’ tliat coachman.’* ^

“Nobody know’d,” replied Sam. “Ife liadn’t got bus card in

his pocket.”

“J object to the introduction o* politics,” said the mottled-

faced gentleman. “I submit that, in the present cortipan}’’, tliat

’ere song’s political; and, wot’s much the same, that it ain’t true.

I say that that coachman did not run c-vav; but that he died

game—game as ])hcasantB
;
and I won’t hear nothin’ said to the

contrairey.”

As the mottled faced gentleman sj)oke with great cnei’gy and de-

termination, aTid as the opinions of the com})any seemed (iivided on

the subject, it threatene<l to give rise to fresh altercation, when
iMr. Weller and IVlr. Pell most opportunely arrived.

“ All right, Sammy,” said Mr. AVeller.

“The othcer will be here at four o’clock,” said Mr. Pell. “I
suppose you wu)n’t run away meanwhile—eli 'I Ila

' ha !

”

“P’raps my cruel pa ’uJl relent afore tliat,” replied Sam, with a

broad grin.

“Not I,” said the elder Mr. Weller.

“Do,” said Sam.
“ Not on no acc-oimt,” replied the inexorable creditor.

“ ril give bills for tlie amount at sixpence a numlh,” said Sam.

“I won’t take ’em,” said IMr. Weller.

“Ha, ha, lia I very good, very good,” said Mr. Sedomon Peli,

who was making out liis little bill of costs; “a very amusing in-

cident indeed, Picnjamiii, copy that,” and Mr. Pell smiled again,

as lie eadlod Mr. Weller’s attention to the amount.

“Thank you, thank you,” said the profes.sional gentleman,

taking u]) another of the greasy notes as INfr. Weller took it from

the pocket-book. “ Three ten and one ten is live. I\rucb obliged

to you, Mr. Weller. Your son is a most deserving young^mau,

very mucli so indeed, Sir. It’i a very pleasant trait in a young

man’s character—very much so,” vaddod Mr. Pell, siniling sm<;othly

round, as he buttoned up the money.
“ Wot a game it is !

” said the older Mr. Weller, with a chuckle.

‘ A reg’lar prodigy son i
”

“ Prodigal—prodigal son, Sir,” suggested Mr. Pell, mildly.

“ Never mind, Sir,” said Mr. Weller, with dignity. “ I know
wmt’s o’clock. Sir. Yen T don’t. I’ll ask you, Sir.”

By the time the ollicer arrived. Sam had made himself so ex-

tremely popular, that the congregated gentlemen determined to

see him to prison in a body. So off they set
;
the plaintiff and

defendant walking arm-in-arm, the officer in front, and eight



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 683

etout coachmen bringing up the rear. At Sc:joauts' Inn Coffee-

house the whole party halted to refresh
;
and, the legal arrange-

ments being completed, the procession moved on again.

Some little commotion was occasioned in Fleet Street by the

pleasantry of the eight gentlemen in the flank, who persevered in

walking four abreast
;
and it was also found necessary to leave the

mottled-fliced gentleman behind, to fight a ticket-porter, it being

arranged that his friends should call for him as they came back.

Nothing but these little incidents occurred on the way. When
they reached the gate of the Fleet, the cavalcade, taking the time

from the plaintiff, gave three tremendous cheers for the (Icfendant

;

and, after having shaken hands all round, left him.

Sam having been formally delivered into the warden’s custody,

to the intense astonishment of Roker, and to the evident emotion

of even the phlegmatic Neddy, passed at once into the prison,

walked straiglit to his master’s room, and knocked at the door.

“ Come in,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Sam appeared, pulled off his hat, and smiled.

“ Ah, Sam, my good lad,” said JMr. Pickwick, evidently de-

lighted to see his humble friend again; “I had no intention of

hurting your feelings yesterday, my faithful fellow, by what 1 said.

Put down your hat, Sam, and let me explain my meaning a little

more at length.”

“ Won’t jH’esently do, Sir?” inquired Sam.
“ Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick

;
“ but wliy not now ?

’’

“ I’d raythor not now, Sir,” rejoined Sam.
“ Why ) ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“’Cause,” said Sam, hesitating.

“Because of what ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick, alarmed at his

follower’s manner. “Speak out, Sam.”
“ ’Cause,” rejoined Sam; “

’cause I’ve got a litPe bisness a> 1

want^^o do.”

“ VVHiat business ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick, surpiisod at Sam’s

confused manner.

“Nothin’ })artickler, Sir,” replied Sam.
“ Oh, if it’s nothing particailar,” said Mr. Pickwick, with a

smile, “you can speak with me first.”

“I think I’d better see alter it at once,” said Sam, still

hesitating.

Mr. Pickwick looked amazed, but said nothing.

“ The fact is ” said Sam, stopping short.

“Well!” said Mr. Pickwick. “Speak out, Sam.”
“ Why, the fact is,” said Sam, with a desperate effort, “ P’raps

I’d better see arter my bed afore 1 do anythin’ else.”



584 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ Your bed

!

” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, in astonislimr^nt.

“ Yes, my bed, Sir,” replied Sam. “ I’m a prisoner. I waa
arrested this here wery arternoon for debt.”

*

“You arrested for debt!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, sinking

into a chair.

“Yes, for debt, Sir,” replied Sam; “and the man as put me
in ’ull never let me out, till you go yourself.”

“ Bless my heart and soul !
” ejaculated Mr. PickAvick. “ What

do you mean ?
”

“Wot I say. Sir,” rejoined Sam. “If it’s foiW year to come,

I shall be a pris’ner, and I’m very glad on it
;
and if it had b('en

Newgate, it vould ha’ been just the same. Now the murder’s out,

and, damme, there’s an end on it.”

With these words, which he repeated with great em])ha.si.s and
violence, Sam Weller dashed his hat upon the ground, in a mevst

unusual state of excitement; and then, folding his amis, looked

finiil}^ and hxodly in his master’s face.

CHAPTER XLiri.

TllKvVTS OF DIVKRS LITTLE MATTERS WHICH OCCURRED IN THE
FLEET, AND OF MR. WINKLE’s MYSTERIOUS REHAVIOUR

;

AND SHOWS HOW THE POOR CHANCERY PRISONER OBTAINED

HIS RELEASE AT LAST.

Mr. Pickwick felt a great deal too much touched by the

warmth of Sam’s attaeliment, to be able to exhibit any manifesta-

tion of anger or displeasure at the piecipitate course he had
adopted, in voluntarily consigning himself to a debtors’ prison for

an indefinite period. The 'Tily point on which he persevered in

dernanding any explanation, was, the name of Sam's detaining

creditor, but this Mr. AVeller as perseveri ngly withheld.

“It ain’t o’ no use, Sir,” said Sam, again and again, “lie’s

a ma licious, bad-disposed, vorldly- minded, spiteful, windictive

crectur, with a hard heart as there, ain’t no Boft’iiiu, as the wirtuous

clergyman remarked of the old gen’lm’n with the dropsy, ven he

saifl, that upon the whole he thought he’d rayther leave hia

property to his vife than build a chapel vith it
”

“ Blit consider, Sam,” Mr. Pickwick remonstrated, “ tlie sum ia

so small that it can very easily l^e paid, and having made up my
mind that you shall stop with me, you should recollect how much
mure useful you would be, if you could go outside the walls.”
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“ Wery much obliged to you, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller gravely
;

*^but4\l rayther not.”

“ Rather not do what, Sam 1
”

“ Vy, Sir, I'd rayther not let myself down to ask a favor o’ this

here unremorseful enemy.”

“But it is no favour asking him to take the money, Sam,”

reasoned Mr. Pickwick.

“Beg your pardon, Sir,” rejoined Sam
;
“but it ’ud be a wery

great favor to pay it, and he don’t deserve none
;

that’s vere it

18
,
Sir.”

Here Mr. Pickwick, nibbing his nose with an air of some

vexation, Mr. Weller thought it prudent to change the theme of

the discourse.

“I takes my determination on principle, Sir,” remarked Sam,
“ and you takes yours on the same ground

;
vich jiiits me in mind o’

the man as killed his-self on principle, vich o’ course you’ve heerd

on, Sir.” Mr. Weller paused when he arrived at this point, and

cast a comical look at his master out of the corners of his eyes.

“There is no of course in the case, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick,

gradually breaking into a smile, in spite of the uneasiness which

Sam’s obstinacy had given him. “ The fame of the gentleman in

question never reached my cars.”

“No, Sir!” exclaimed Mr. Weller. “You astonish me. Sir;

he wos a clerk in a gov’ment office, Sii.”

“Was hel” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes, he wos. Sir,” rejoined Mr. Weller
;
“and a wery pleasant

gen’lm’n too—one o’ the percise and tidy sort, as puts their feet in

little India-rubber fire-buckets ven its vet veather, and never has

no other bosom friends but hare-skins
;
he saved up his money on

principle, vore a clean shirt ev’ry day on principle, never spoke to

none of his relations on principle, ’fear they shou’d want to borrow

mone/ of him
;
and wos altogether, in fact, an uncommon agree-

able character. He had his hair cut on principle vunce a fort-

night, and contracted for his clothes on the economic principle

—three suits a year, and send back the old vuns. Being a wery
reg’lar gen’lm’n he din’d ev’ry day at the same place, vere it wos
one and ninepence to cut off the joint

;
anc> a wery good one and

ninepence worth he used to cut, as the landlord often said, vith the

tears a tricklin’ down his face, let alone the vay he used to poke

the fire in the vinter time, vich wos a dead loss o’ four-pence

ha’penny a day, to say nothin’ at all o’ the aggrawation o’ seein’

him do it. So uncommon grand vith it too !
‘ Post arter the next

gen’lm’n,’ he sings out ev’ry day van he comes in. * See arter the

Times, Thomas
;

let me look at the Mornin’ Herald, ven it’s out

V 2
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o’ hand
;
don’t forgot to bespeak the Chronicle

;
and just bring

the ’Tizer vill you :
’ and then he’d set vith his eyes fixed an the

clock, and rush out just a quarter of a minit afore the time to

vaylay the boy as wos a cornin’ in vith the evenin’ paper, vich he’d

read vith sich intense interest and persewerance, as vorked the

other customers up to the wery confines o’ desperation and insanity,

’specially one i-rascible old gen’lm’n as the vaiter wos alvays

obliged to keep a sharp eye on at sicii tiyucs, ’fear he should l)e

tempted to commit some rash act vith the carving knife. Veil,

Sir, here he’d stop, occupyin’ the best place for three hours, and
never billin’ nothin’ arter his dinner but sleep, and then he’d go

avay to a coifechouse a few streets off, and have a small pot o’

collee and four crumpets, arter vich he’d valk home to Kensington

and go to be(L One night he wos took very ill
;
sends for the

doctor
;

doctor comes in a green fly, vith a kind o’ Robinson

Crusoe set o’ steps as he could let down ven he got out, and pull

uj) arter him ven he got in, to perwent the necessity o’ the coach-

man’s gettin’ down, and thereby undeceivin’ the public by lettin

’em see that it wos only a livery coat he’d got on, and not the

trousers to match. ‘Wot’s the matter?’ says the doctor. ‘Wery
ill,’ says the patient. ‘Wot have you been a eatin’ of?’ says the

doctor. ‘Roast weal,’ says the patient. ‘Wot’s the last thing

you dewoured ?
’ says the doctor. ‘ Crumpets,’ says the patient.

‘ That’s it,’ says the doctor. ‘ I’ll send you a box of pills directly,

and don’t you never take no more o’ them,’ he says. ‘ No more o’

wot?’ says the patient— ‘Pills!’ ‘No; crumpets,’ says the

doctor. ‘ Wy ?
’ says the patient, starting up in bed

;
‘ I’ve cat four

crumpets ev’ry night for fifteen year on principle.’ ‘Veil, then,

you’d better leave ’em off on principle,’ says the doctor. ‘ Crumpets

is wholesome. Sir,’ says the patient. ‘Crumpets is not wholesome.

Sir,’ says the doctor, wery fiercely. ‘ But they’re so cheap,’ says

the patient, cornin’ down a little, ‘and so wery fillin’ at the^ price.’

‘ They’d be dear to you at an^ price
;
dear if you wos paid to eat

’em,’ says the doctor. ‘Four crumpets a night,’ he says, ‘vill do

your business in six months !
’ The patient looks him full in the

face, and turns it over in his mind for a long time, and ait last he

says, ‘ Are you sure o’ ^that ’ere, Sir ?
’

‘ I’ll stake ray professional

reputation on it,’ says the doctor. ‘ How many crumpets at a

sittin’ do you think ’ud kill me off at once ?
’ says the patient. ‘ I

don’t know,’ says the doctor. ‘Do you think half a crown’s vurth

’ud do it ?
’ says the patient. ‘ I think it might,’ says the doctor.

* Three shillin’s vurth ’ud be sure to do it, I s’pose ? ’ says the

patient. ‘Certainly,’ says the doctor. ‘Wery good,’ says the

patient; ‘good night.’ Next mornin’ he gets up, has a fire lit,
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orders in three shillins’ vurth o’ crumpets, toasts ’em all, eats ’em

all, ariil blows his brains out.”

‘^WJiat did he do that for?” empiired Mr. Pickwick abruptly;

for he was considerably startled by this tragical termination of the

narrative.

“ Wot did he do it for, Sir 1 ” reiterated Sam. “ Wy, in supjx^rt

of his great principle that emmpets wos wholesome, and to show
that he vouldn’t be put out of his vay for nobody !

”

With such like shiftings and changings of the discourse, did Mr.

Weller meet his master’s questioning upon the night of his taking

up his residence in the Fleet: finding all gentle remonstrance

useless, j\Ir. Pickwick at length yielded a reluctant consent to his

taking lodgings by the week, of a bald-headed cobbler, who rented

a small slip room in one of the upper galleries. To this humble
apartment LIr. Weller moved a mattniss and bedding, which he

hired of Mr. Koker; and by the time he lay down upon it at

night was as much at home as if he had been bred in the prison,

and his w’hole family had vegetated therein for three generations.

“Do you alvays smoke arter you goes to bed, old cock?”

enquired Mr. AVeller of his landlord, when they had both retired

for the night.

“Yes, 1 docs, young bantam,” replied the cobbler.

“ Vill you allow me to cn-quire vy you make up your bed under

that 'ere deal table ?
” said Sain.

“ ’Cause 1 was alva3%s used to a four-poster afore I came here,

and I find the legs of tlic tabic answer just as well,” replied the

cobbler.

“ You’re a character, Sir,” said Sam.
“ I haven’t got anything of the kind belonging to me,” rejoined

the cobbler, shaking his head; “and if you want to meet with a

good one, I’m afraid you’ll find some difficulty in suiting yourself

at thi.t register office.”

The above short dialogue took place as Mr. Weller lay extended

on his inattrass at one end of the room, and the cobbler on his at the

other
;
the apartment being illumined by the light of a rush candle

and the cobbler’s pipe, which w’as glowing below the table like a

red-hot coal. The conversation, brief as >t was, predisposed Mr.

Weller strongly in his landlord’s favour, and raising himself on

his elbow he took a more lengthened survey of his appearance than

he had yet had either time or inclination to make.

He was a sallow man—all cobblers are
;

and had a strong

bristly beard—all cobblers have : his face was a queer, good-

tempered, crooked featured piece ot workmanship, ornamented with

a couple of eyes that must have worn a very joyous expression at
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one time, for they sparkled yet. The man was sixty by years, and

Heaven knows how old by imprisonment, so that his havi¥)g any

look approaching to mirth or contentment was singular enough. He
was a little man, and being half doubled up as he lay in bed,

looked about as long as he ought to have been without his legs.

He had got a great red pipe in his mouth, and was smoking and

staring at the rushlight in a state of enviable placidity.

“Have you been here long?” enquired Sam, breaking the

silence which had lasted for some time.

“Twelve year,” replied the cobbler, biting the end of his pipe

as he spoke.

“ Contempt ? ” enquired Sam.

The cobbler nodded.

“Veil, then,” said Sam, with some sternness, “wot do you

persevere in bein’ obstinit for, vastin’ your precious life avay

in this here magnified pound ? Vy don’t you give in, and tell the

Chancellorship that you’re wery sorry for makin’ his court con-

temptible, and you won’t do so no more ?
”

The cobbler put his pipe in the corner of his mouth while he

smiled, and then brought it back to its old place again, but said

nothing.
“ Vy don’t you ? ” said Sam, urging his question strenuously,

“Ah,” said the cobbler, “you don’t quite understand these

matters. What do you suppose ruined me, now ?
”

“ Vy,” said Sam, trimming the rushlight, “ I s’j)ose the beginnin’

wos, that you got into debt, eh ?
”

“ Never owed a farden,” said the cobbler; “try again.”
“ Veil, perhaps,” said Sam, “you bought houses, vich is delicate

English for goin’ mad ; or took to buildin’, vich is a medical terra

for bein’ incurable.”

The cobbler shook his head, and said
—“ Try again.”

“You didn’t go to law, I hope?” said Sam, suspiciousl}!

“ Never in my life,” replic ’ the cobbler. “The fact is, 1 was

ruined by having money left me.”
“ Come, come,” said Sam, “ that von’t do. I vish some rich

enemy ’ud try to vork my destruction in that ’ere vay. I’d let

him.” I

“ Oh, I dare say you don’t believe it,” said the cobbler, quietly

smoking his pipe. “ I wouldn’t if I was you
;
but it’s true for

all that.”

“ How wms it ?
” enquired Sam, half induced to believe the fact

already by the look the cobbler gave him.

“Just this,” replied the cobbler; “an old gentleman that I

worked for, down in the country, and a humble relation of whose I



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 689

married—she's dead, God bless her, and thank Him for it—was
seized ,with a fit and went oflf.”

“ Where ? " inquired Sara, who was growing sleepy after the

numerous events of the day.

“ How should I know where he went ? ” said the cobbler,

speaking through his nose in an intense enjoyment of his pipe.

“ He went off dead.”
“ Oh, that indeed,” said Sam. “ Veil ?

”

Well,” said the cobbler, “he left five thousand pound behind

him.”
“ And wery gen-teel in him so to do,” said Sam.

“One of which,” continued the cobbler, “he loft to me, 'cause

rd married his relation, you see.”

“ Wery good,” murmured Sam.
“ And being surrounded by a great number of nieces and nevys,

as was always quarrelling and fighting among themselves for tlie

property, he makes me his executor, and leaves the rest to me in

trust, to divide it among 'em as the will prowided.”
“ Wot do you mean by leavin' it on trust 1 inquired Sam,

waking up a little. “ If it ain’t ready money, vere’s the use on

it?”

“It’s a law term, that’s all,” said the cobbler.

“ I don't think that,” said Sam, shaking his head. “ There’s

wery little trust at that shop. Hows'ever, go on.”

“Well,” said the cobbler, “when I was going to take out a

probate of the will, the nieces and nevys, who was desperately dis-

appointed at not getting all the money, enters a caveat against it.”

“ What’s that ?
” inquired Sam.

“ A legal instrument, which is as much as to say, it’s no go,”

replied the cobbler.

“I see,” said Sam, “a sort of brother-in-law o' the have-bis-

carcas'^. Veil.”

“ But,” continued the cobbler, “ finding that they couldn’t agree

iinoug themselves, and consequently couldn’t get up a case against

the will, they withdrew the caveat, and I paid all the legacies.

I’d hardly done it, when one nevy brings an action to set the will

aside. The case comes on some months afterwards, before a deaf

old gentleman, in a back room somewhere down by Paul’s Church-

yard
;
and after four counsels had taken a day a-piece to bother

him regularly, he takes a veek or two to consider and read the

evidence in six vollums, and then gives his judgment that how the

testator was not quite right in his head, and I must pay all the

money back again, and all the costs. I appealed
;
the case come

on before three or four very sleepy gentlemen, who had heard it aU
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before in the other court, where they’re lawyers without work
; the

only diflorence being, that there they’re called doctors, aiidtiin the

other place delegates, if you understand that; and they very

dutifully confirmed the decision of the old gentleman below. After

that we went into Chancery, where we are still, and where I shall

always be. My lawyei’s have had all my thousand poimd long

ago
;
and what between the estate, as they call it, and the costs,

I’m here for ten thousand, and shall here till I die, mending
shoes. Some gentlemen have talked of br.iiging it before parlia-

ment, and I dare say would have done it, only they hadn’t time

to come to me, and I hadn’t power to go to them
;
and they

got tired of my long letters, and dropped the business. And this

is God’s truth, without one word of suppression or exaggeration,

as fifty people, both in this place and out of it, very well

know.”

Tlie cobbler paused to ascertain what effect his story had pro-

duced upon Sain
;
but finding that he had dropped asleep, knocked

the ashes out of his pipe, sighed, put it down, drew the bedclothes

over Ilia head, and went to sleep too.

IVIr. Pickwick was sitting at breakfast alone next morning, Sam
being busily engaged in the cobbler’s room, polishing his master’s

shoes and brushing the black gaiters, when there (‘ame a knock at

the door, which, before Mr. Pickwick could cry “ Como in,” was

followed by the appearance of a head of hair and a cotton-velvet

cap, both of which articles of dress he had no difficulty in recog-

nising as the personal property of Mr. Smangle.

IIow arc you ?
” said that worthy, aecomi)anyiiig the inquiry

with a score or two of nods
;

“ I say, do you expect anybody this

morning 1 Three men—devilish gcnthmiaiily fellnw\s—have been

asking after you down stairs, and knocking at eveiy door on the

Hall flight; for which they’ve been most infernally blown up by

the collegians that had the urouble of opening ’em.” •

‘‘Dear me! How very fo^fish of them,” said Mr. Pickwick,

rising. “Yes, I have no doubt they are some friends whom T

rather expected to see yesterday.”

“ Friends of yours,” exclaimed Smangle, seizing Mr. Pickwick

by the hand. “ Say more. Curse me, they're friends of mine

from this minute, and friends of Mivins's too. Infernal pleasant

gentlemanly dog, Mivins, Lsii’t he 1 ” said Smangle, with great

feeling.

“I know so little of the gentleman,” said Mr. Pickwick,

hesitating, “ that I
”

“ I know you do,” interposed Smangle, clasping Mr. Pickwick

by the shoulder. “You shall know him better. You’ll b<?
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delighted with him. That man, Sir,” said Smangle, with a

solemji countenance, “ has comic powers that would do honour to

Drury Lane Theatre.”
“ Has he indeed 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah, by Jove he has!” rejdied Smangle. “Hear him come
the four cats in the wheelbarrow—four distinct cats, Sir, I pledge

you my honour. Now you know that’s infernal clever
;
dam’me,

you can’t help liking a man, when you see these sort of traits

about him. He’s only one fault—that little failing I mentioned

to you, you know.”

As Mr. Smangle shook his head in a confidential and sympathis-

ing manner at this juncture, Mr. Pickwick felt that he was
expected to say something, so he said “ Ah !

” and looked restlessly

at the door.

“Ah!” echoed Mr. Smangle, with a long-drawn sigh. “He’s
delightful company, that man is. Sir—I don’t know better com-
pany anywhere

;
but he has that one drawback. If the ghost of

his grandfather. Sir, was to rise before him this minute, he’d ask

him for the loan of his acceptance on an eighteenpenny stamp.”
“ Dear me !

” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes,” added Mr, Smangle
;
“and if he’d the power of raising

him again, he would, in two months and three days from this time,

to renew the bill !

”

“These are very remarkable traits,” said Mr. Pickwick
; “but

I’m afraid that while w’C are talking here, my friends may lie in a

state of great perplexity at not finding me.”
“ I’ll show ’em the way,” said Smangle, making for the door.

“ Good day, I won’t disturb you while they’re here, you know.
By-thc-bye

”

As Smangle pronounced the last tliree words, he stopped

suddenly, reclosed the door which he had opened, and, walking

softly.back to Mr. Pickwi(;k, stepped close up to him on tiptoe,

and said in a very soft wliisper

—

“ You couldn’t make it convenient to lend me half-a-crown till

the latter end of next week, could you ?
”

Mr. Pickwick could scarcely forbear smiliTig, but managing to

preserve his gravity, he drew forth the coin, and placed it in Mr.

Smangle’s palm
;

ui)on which that gentleman, with many nods and

winks, impVing profound mystery, disap[)eared in quest of the three

strangers, with whom he presently returned
;
and having coughed

thrice, and nodded as many times, as an assurance to Mr. Pickwick

that he should not forget to pa}^ h.e shook hands all round in an

engaging manner, and at length took himself off.

“ My dear friends,” said Mr. Pickv/ick, shaking hands alter
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nately with Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrasis, who were

the three visiters in question, “ I am delighted to see yo\i.”

The triumvirate were much affected. Mr. Tupman shook his

head deploringly
;
Mr. Snodgrass drew forth his handkerchief with

undisguised emotion
;
and Mr. Winkle retired to the window, and

sniffed aloud.

“ Mornin’, gen’l’m’n,” said Sam, entering at the moment with

the shoes and gaiters; “avayvith irelincholly, as the little boy

said ven his school missis died. Velcome to tlie college, gcn’l’ni’n.”

“This foolish fellow,” Sixid Mr. Picjkwick, tapping Sam on the

head as he knelt down to button up his master’s gaiters
—“This

foolish fellow has got himself arrested, in order to be near me.”
“ What 1

” exclaimed the three friends.

“ Yes, gen’rm’n,” said Sam, “ I’m a—stand steady. Sir, if you

please—I’m a pris’ner, gen’l’m’n
;
con -fined, as the lady said.”

“A prisoner!” exclaimed Mr. \Yinkle, with unaccountable

vehemence.

“Hallo, Sir!” responded Sam, looking up. “ Wot’s the

matter. Sir?”

“I had hoped, Sam, that nothing, nothing,” said Mr.

Winkle, precipitately.

There was something so very abrupt and unsettled in Mr.

Winkle’s manner, that Mr. Pickwick involuntarily looked at his

two friends for an explanation.

“We don’t know,” said Mr. Tupman, answering this mute
appeal aloud. “ lie has been much excited for two days j)ast, and

his wliole demeanour very unlike what it usually is. We feared

there must be something the matter, l)ut he resolutely denies it.”

“No, no,” said Mr. Winkle, colouring beneath Mr. Pickwick’s

gaze
;

“ there is really nothing. I assure you there is nothing,

my dear Sir. It will be necessary for me to leave town for a short

time on private business, and I had hoped to have prevailed] upon

you to allow Sam to accompanv me,”

Mr. Pickwick looked more astonished than before.

“ I think,” faultcred ]\Ir. Winkle, “ that Sam would have had

no objection to do so
;
but of course his being a prisoner heie,

renders it impossible. ^So I must go alone.”

As Mr. Winkle said these words, Mr. Pickwick felt, with some

astonishment, that Sam’s fingers were trembling at the gaiters, as if

he were rather surprised or startled. He looked up at Mr. Winkle,

too, when he had finished speaking, and though the glance they

exchanged was instantaneous, the}' seemed to understand each other.

“ Do you know anything of this, Sam ?
” said Mr Pickwick

sharply.
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“No, I don’t, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, 1>( ginning to button

with extraordinary assiduity.

“ Aj-e you sure, Sam ?
” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Vy, Sir,” responded Mr. Welhr; “I’m sure so far, that Pve
never heerd anythin’ on the subject afore this monient. If I

makes any guess about it,” added Sam, looking at Mr. Winkle,
“ I haven’t got any right to say wot it is, ’fear it should be a

wrong ’un.”

“ I have no right to make any further enquiry into the private

affairs of a friend, however intimate a one,” said Mr. Pickwick,

after a short silence
;

“ at present let me merely say, that I do

not understand this at all. There—we have had quite enough

of the subject.”

Thus expressing himself, Mr. Pickwick led the conversation to

different topics, and Mr. Winkle gradually appeared more at ease,

though still very far from being completely so. They had all so much
to converse about, that the morning very quickly passed away :

and when at three o’clock Mr. Weller produced upon the little

dining table, a roast leg of mutton and an enormous meat pic,

with sundry dishes of vegetables, and pots of porter, which stood

upon the chairs or the sofa-bedstead, or where they could every-

body felt disposed to do justice to the meal, notwithstanding that

the meat had been purchased and dressed, and the pie made and

baked at the prison cookery hard by.

To these succeeded a bottle or two of very good vine, for which

a messenger wjis dispatched by IMr. Pickwick to the Horn Coffee-

house, in Doctors’ Commons. The bottle or two indeed, might

be more piopcrly described as a bottle or six, for by the time

it was dnink and tea over, the bell began to ring for strangers to

withdraw.

But if Mr. Winkle’s behaviour had been unaccountable in the

mortyng, it became perfectly unearthly and solemn when, under

the influence of his feelings and his share of the bottle or six, he

jircpared to take leave of his friend. He lingered behind, until

Mr. Tupman and ^Ir. Snodgrass had disapjicared, and then fer-

vently clenched Mr. Pickwick’s hand wdth an expression of face, in

wdiich deep and mighty resolve was fcari’ully blended with the

very concentrated essence of gloom.

“Good night, my dear Sir,” said Mr. Winkle between his set

teeth.

“Bless you, my dear fellow,” replied the warm-hearted Mr
Pickwdek, as he returned the pressure of his young friend’s hand.

“ Now then,” cried Mr. Tupman from the gallery.

“ Yes, yes, directly,” replied Mr. Winkle. “Good night.’
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“ Good night,” said Mr. Pickwick.

There was another good night, and another, and half a dozen

more after that, and still Mr. Winkle had fast hold of his friend’s

hand, and was looking into his face with the same strange ex-

pression.

“ Is anything the matter ? ” said Mr. Pickwick at last, when
his arm was quite sore with shaking.

“Nothing,” said Mr. Winkle.

“Well then, good night,” said Mr. Pickwick, attempting to

disengage his hand.
“ My friend, my benefactor, my honoured companion,” murmured

Mr. Winkle, catching at his wrist. “ Do not judge me harshly

;

do not, when you hear that driven to extremity by hopeless

obstacles, I
”

“Now then,” said Mr. Tupman, re-appearing at the door.

“Arc you coming, or are we to be locked in ?
”

“Yes, yes, I am ready,” replied Mr. Winkle. And with a

violent effort he tore himself away.

As Mr. Pickwick was gazing down the passage after them in

silent astonishment, Sam Weller appeared at the stair-head, and

whispered for one moment in Mr. Winkle’s ear.

“ Oh certainly, depend upon me,” said that gentleman aloud.

“Thankee, Sir. You von’t forget. Sir?” said Sam.
“ Of course not,” replied Mr. Winkle.
“ Yish you luck. Sir,” said Sam, touching his hat. “I should

very much liked to ha’ joined you. Sir
;
but the gov’ncr o’ course

is iiairamount.”

“It is very much to your credit that you remain here,” said

Mr. AYinklc. With these words they disappeared down the

stairs.

“ Very extraordinary,” said Mr. PickAvick, going back into his

room, and seating himself at the table in a musing attj^^ude.

“ What can that young man be going to do !

”

He had sat ruminating aboiii the matter for some time, when the

voice of Koker, the turnkey, demanded whether he might come in.

“ 13y all means,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Pve brought you a softer pillow, Sir,” said Koker, “instead

of the temporary one you had last night.”

“ Thank you,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Will you take a glass of

wine ?
”

“You’re wery good. Sir,” replied Mr. Koker, accepting the

proffered glass. “Yours, Sir.”

“Thank you,” said Mr. l^ickwick.

“I’m sorry to say that your landlord’s wery bad to-night,
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Sir,” said Roker, setting down the glass, and ir;. pccting thsS lining

of his hat preparatory to putting it on again.

“What! The Chancery prisoner!” exclaimed l\Ti. Pi-kwick.

“He won’t be a Chancery prhoner wcry long, Sir,” iv'plied

Roker, turning his hat round so as to get the maker’s name right

aide upwards as he looked into it.

“You make my blood run cold,” said Mr. T'ickwiek. “ What
do you mean 1

”

“ He’s been consumptive for a long time past,” said _Mi linker,

“and he’s taken wery bad in the breath to-night. The doctor

said six months ago that nothing 'but change of air (‘oiild save

him.”

“Great Heaven !” exclaimed Mr. Pickwiek
;
“has this man

been slowly murdered by the law for six months !

’’

“ I don’t know about that. Sir,” replied Roker, weighing the

hat by the brims in both hands. “I supiiosc he’d liavc hc'cii took

the same wherever he was. He went into the infirmary this morn-

ing
;

the doctor says his strength is to be kept up as much as

[lossiblc, and the warden’s sent him wine and broth and that,

from his own house. Its not the warden’s fault you know, Sir.”

“ Of course not,” replied Mr. Pickwick hastily.

“I’m afraid however,” said Roker shaking his Lead, “that

it’s all up with him
;

I offered Neddy two sixpeiin’nrths to

one upon it just now, but he wouldn’t take it, and (jii'te right.

Thankee, Sir. Good night. Sir.”

“Stay,” said ]\Ir. Jdckwick earnestly. “AVheii! tliis

infirmary 'I
”

“Just over wdiere you slept. Sir,” reidied Roker. “111 show

you if you like to come.” Mr. Pickwick snatched up his hat

without speaking, and fullowTd at once.

The turnkey led tlie way in silenec, and gently laiMug the latch

of th^ room-door, motioned ]\rr. Pickwick to enter. It was a large,

bare, desolate room, with a number of stump bedstciuls made of

iron, on one of which lay stretched the shadow of a man : wan,

pale, and ghastly. His breathing was hard and thick, and he

moaned painfully as it came and went. At the bedside sat a short

old man in a cobbler’s apron, who by the aid of a pair of horn

spectacles, was reading from the biblc aloud. It was the furtuiiato

legatee.

The sick man laid his hand upon his attendant’s riim, and

motioned him to stop. He closed the book, and laiil it on the

bed.

“Open the window,” said the siek man.

He did bo. The noise of carriages and carts, the rattle of
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wheels, the cries of men and boys
;

all the busy sounds of a mighty
multitude instinct with life and occupation, blended into on^ deep

murmur, floated into the room. Above the hoarse loud hum arose

from time to time a boisterous laugh
;
or a scrap of some jingling

song, shouted forth by one of the giddy crowd, would strike upon
the ear for an instant, and then be lost amidst the roar of voices

and the tramp of footsteps—the breaking of the billows of the

restless sea of life that rolled heavdy on, without. These are

melancholy sounds to a quiet listener at any time
;
but how

melancholy to the watcher by the bed, of death :

“ There is no air here,” said the sick man faintly. ‘‘ The place

pollutes it
;

it was fresh round about, when I walked there, years

ago
;
but it grows hot and heavy in passing these w’alls. 1 cannot

breathe it.”

‘‘ We have breathed it together, a long time,” said the old man.
“Come, come.”

There was a short silence, during which the two spectators

approached the bed. The sick man drew a hand of his old fellow

prisoner towards him, and pressing it affectionately between botli

his own, retained it in his grasp.

“I hope,” he gafiped after a while—so fiiiiitly that they bent

their ears close over the bed to catch the half-formed sounds his

cold blue lips gave vent to—“ I hope my merciful Judge will bear

in mind my heavy punishment on earth. Twenty years, my friend,

twenty years in this hideous grave. My heart broke when my
child died, and I could not even kiss him in his little coffin. My
loneliness since then, in all this noise and riot, has been very

dreadful. May God forgive me ! He has seen my solitary,

lingering death.”

He folded his hands, and murmuring something more they

could not hear, fell into a sleep—only a sleep at first, for they

saw him smile. «.

They whispered together for a little time, and the turnkey
stooping over the pillow, drew hastily back. “ He has got hia

discharge, by G— !
” said the man.

He had. But he had grown so like death in life, that they

knew not when he died.
.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

DESCRIPTIVE OF AN AFFECTING INTERVIEW BETWEEN MR
SAMUEL WELLER AND A FAMILY PARTY. MU. PICKWICK

MAKES A TOUR OF THE DIMINUTIVE WORLD HE INHABITS,

AND RESOLVES TO MIX WITH IT IN FUTURE AS LITTLE AS

POSSIBLE.

A FEW mornings after bis incarceration, J\Ir. Samuel Weller,

having arranged his master’s room with all possible care, and seen

him comfortably seated over his books and jmpers, witiidrew to

employ himself for an hour or two to come, as he best could. It

was a fine morning, and it occurred to Sam that a pint of porter

in the open air would lighten his next quarter of an hour or so, as

well as any little amusement in which he could indulge.

Having arrived at this conclusion, he betook himself to the tap,

and having purchased the beer, and obtained moreover, the day-

but-one-before-yesterday’s paper, he repaired to the skittle ground,

and seating himself on a bench, proceeded to enjoy himself in a

very sedate and methodical manner.

First of all, he took a refreshing draught of the beer, and then

he looked up at a window, and bestowed a Platonic wink on a

young lady who was peeling potatoes thereat. Then he oj)oneil

the paper, and folded it so as to get the police reports outwards

;

and this being a vexatious and diHicult thing to do when there is

any wind stirring, he took another draught of the beer when he

had accomplished it. Then he road tw^o lines of the paper, and

stopped short to look at a couple of men who were tinishing a

game at rackets, which, being concluded, he cried out “ wery

good<^’ in an approving manner, and looked round upon the

spectators, to ascertain whether their sentiments coincided with

his own. This involved the necessity of looking up at the

windows also
;
and as the young lady was stdl there, it was an

act of common politeness to wink again, and to drink to her good

health in dumb show, in another draught lof the beer, which Sam
did

;
and having frowned hideously upon a small boy wdio had

noted this latter proceeding with open eyes, he threw one leg over

the other, and, holding the newspaper in both hands, began to

read in real earnest.

He had hardly composed himself into the needful state of

abstraction, when he thought he heard his own name proclaimed

in some distant passage. Nor was he mistaken, for it quickly
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passed from mouth to mouth, aud in a few seconds the air teemed
with aliouts of “ Weller.” i

“ Here !
” roared Sam, in a stentorian voice. “ Vrot’s the

matt<u- ? Who wants him 1 Has an express come to say that

his country-house is afire ?
”

“ Somebody wants you in the hall,” said a man who was
standing by.

“Just mind that ’ere paper and the pot, old feller, will you?”
said Sam. “ Pin a comiu\ Blessed, if they wos a callin’ me to

the bar, tliey couldn’t make more noise about it."

Accompanying these words with a gentle rap on the head of

the young gentleman before noticed, who, unconscious of his close

vicinity to the person in request, was screaming “ Weller ” with

all his might, Sam hastened across the ground, and ran up the

steps into the hall. Here, the first object that met his eyes was
his beloved father sitting on a bottom stair, with his hat in his

hand, shouting out “Weller” in his very loudest tone, at half-

minute intervals.

“Wot are you a roarin’ at?” said Sam impetuously, when the

old gentleman had discharged himself of another shout; “makin’
yourself so precious hot that you looks like a aggrawated glass-

blower. Wot’s the matter?”
“ Aha !

” replied the old gentleman, “ I begun to be afeerd

that you’d gone for a walk round the Regency Park, Sammy.”
“Come,” said Sam, “none o’ them taunts agin the wictim o’

avarice, and come off that ’ere step. Wot are you a settin’ down
there for ? I don’t live there.”

“ I’ve got sitch a game for you, Sammy,” said the elder Mr.

Weller, rising.

“Sto]) a minit,” said Sam, “you^re all vite behind.”

“That’s right, Sammy, rub it off,” said Mr. Weller, as his son

dusted him. “It might look personal here, if vun valkcd About

vith any vitevash on vim’s clc ' hes, eh, Sammy ?
”

As Mr. Weller exhibited in this place unequivocal symptoms
of an approaching fit of chuckling, Sam interposed to stop it.

“Keep quiet, do,” said Sam, “there never vos such a old

picter-card born. Vot are you bustin’ vith, now?”
“ Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, wiping his forehead, “I’m afeerd that

vun o’ these days I shall laugh myself into a appleplexy, my boy.”

“Veil, then, wot do you do it for?” said Sam. “Now, then,

wot have you got to say ?
”

“ Who do you think ’s come here vith me, Samivel ?
” said Mr.

Weller, drawing back a pace or two, pursing up his mouth, and

extending his eye-brows.
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“ Pell 1 ” said Sam.

IViir. Weller shook his head, and his red cheeks expanded with

the laughter that was endeavouring to find a vent.

“Mottled-faced man, pVaps?” suggested Sam.

Again Mr. Weller shook his head.
“ Who then ? ” asked Sam. -

“Your mother-in-law,” said Mr. Weller; and it was lucky he

did say it, or his cheeks must inevitably have cracked frum their

most unnatural distension.

“ Your mother-in-law, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, “ and the

red-nosed man, my boy; and the red-nosed man. flo

!

ho!

ho !

”

With this, Mr. Weller launched into convulsions of laugh tor,

while Sam regarded him with a broad grin gradually ovospreading

his whole countenance.
“ They’ve come to have a little serous talk vith you, Samivel,”

said Mr. Weller, wiping his eyes. “Don’t let out nothin’ about

the unnat’ral creditor, Sammy.”
“ Wot, don’t they know who it is 1 ” enquired Sam. '

“Not a bit on it,” replied his father.

“ Vere are they ?
” said Sam, reciprocating all the old gentle-

man’s grins.

“ In the snuggery,” rejoined Mr. Weller. “ Catch the red-

nosed man a goin’ any vere but vere the liquors is
;
not he,

Samivel—not he. Ve’d a wery pleasant ride along the road from

the Markis this mornin’, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, when he felt

himself equal to the task of speaking in an articulate manner.
“ I drove the old piebald in that ’ere little shay -cart as belonged

to your mother-in-law’s first wenter, into vich a harm-cheer vos

lifted for the Shepherd ;
and I’m blest,” said Mr. Weller, with a

look of deep scorn—“I’m blest if they didn’t bring a portable

High > o’ steps out into the road a front o’ our door, for him to get

up by.”
“ You don’t mean that 1

” said Sam.
“I do mean that, Sammy,” replied his father, “ and I vish

you could ha’ seen how tight he held on by the sides ven he did

get up, as if he wos afeerd o’ being presipitayted down full six

foot, and dashed into a million hatoms. He tumbled in at last,

however, and avay ve vent
;
and I rayther think—I say I rayther

think, Samivel—that he found his-self a little jolted ven ve turned

the corners.”

“ Wot, I s’pose you happened to drive up agin a post or two I
”

said Sam.
“ I’m afeerd,” replied Mr. Weller, in a rapture of winks—“ I’m
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afeerd I took vim or two on ’em, Sammy
;
he wob a tlyin' out o*

the harm-cheer all the vay.” «

Here the old gentleman shook his head from side to side, and
was seized with a hoarse internal rumbling, accompanied with a

violent swelling of the countenance, and a sudden increase in the

breadth of all his features—symptoms which alarmed his son not

a little.

“ Don’t be frightened, Sammy—don’t be frightened,” said the

old gentleman, when, by dint of much stinggling, and various

convulsive stamps upon the ground he had rec^^vered his voice.

“ It’s only a kind o’ quiet laugh as I’m a tryin’ to come,

Sammy.”
“Veil, if that’s wot it is,” said Sam, “you’d better not try to

come it agin. You’ll find it rayther a dangerous invention.”
“ Don’t you like it, Sammy 1 ” enquired the old gentleman.
“ Not at all,” replied Sam.
“ Veil,” said Mr. Weller, with the tears still running down his

cheeks, “ it ’ud ha’ been a wery great accommodation to me if I

could ha’ done it, and ’ud ha’ saved a good many vords atween

your mother-in-law and me, sometimes
;

but I’m afeerd you’re

right, Sammy : it’s too much in the appleplexy line—a deal too

much, Sarnivel.”

This conversation brought them to the door of the snuggery,

into which Sam—pausing for an instant to look over his shoulder,

and cast a sly leer at his respected progenitor, who was still

giggling behind—at once led the way.
“ Mother-in-law,” said Sam, politely saluting the lady, " wery

much obliged to you for this here wisit. Shepherd, how air you 1 ”

“Oh, Samuel!” said Mrs. Weller. “This is dreadful.”

“Not a bit on it, mum,” replied Sam. “Is it, Shepherd?”

Mr. Stiggins raised his hands, and turned up his eyes, till the

whites—or rather the yellows—were alone visible, but ma^e no

reply in words.

“Is this here gen’lm’n troubled vith any painful complaint?”

said Sam, looking to his mother-in-law for explanation

“ The good man is grieved to see you here, Samuel,” replied

Mrs. Weller.

“Oh, that’s it, is it?” said Sam. “I wos afeerd, from his

manner, that he might ha’ forgotten to take pepper vith that ’ere

last cowcumber he eat. Set down. Sir
;
ve make no extra charge

for the settin’ down, as the king remarked veu he blow’d up his

ministers.”

“Young man,” said Mr. Stiggins, ostentatiously, “I fear you

are not softened by imprisonment.”
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“Beg your pardon, Sir,” replied Sam, “wot wos you graciously

please to hobserve 1
”

“ f apprehend, young man, that your nature is no softer for

this chastening,” said Mr. Stiggins, in a loud voice.

“Sir,” replied Sam, “you’re weiy kind to say so. I hope my
natur is not a soft vun. Sir. Wery much obliged to you for your

good opinion, Sir.”

At this point of the conversation, a sound, indecorously

approaching to a laugh, was heard to proceed from the chair in

which the elder Mr. Weller was seated, upon whicli Mrs. Weller,

on a hasty consideration of all the circumstances of tlje case,

considered it her bouiiden duty to become gradually hysteri(‘al.

“Weller,” said Mrs. W. (the old gentleman was seated in a

corner)
;
“Weller ! come forth.”

“ Wery much obleeged to you, my dear,” replied Mr. Weller

;

“but I’m quite comfortable vere I am.”

Upon this, Mrs. Weller burst into tears.

“ Wot’s gone wrong, inumU’ said Sam.
“ Oh, Samuel !

” replied Mrs. Weller
;
“ your father makes me

wretched. AVill nothing do him good 1
”

“Do you hear this here?” said Sam. “ Lady vants to know
vetlicT nothin’ ’ull do you good.”

“Wery much indebted to Mrs. Weller for her po-lite enquiries,

Sammy,” replied the old gentleman. “ I think a pi^jc vould

beneiit me a good deal. Could I be accommodated, Sammy ?
”

Here Mrs. Weller let fall some more tears, and Mr. Stiggins

groaned.

“ Hallo ! Here’s this unfort’natc gpn’lm’n took ill agin,” said

Sam, looking round. “ Vere do you feel it now. Sir ?
”

“In the same place, young man,” rejoined Mr. Stiggins; “in

the same place.”

“ycre may that be, Sir?” enquired Sajii, wdh great outward

simplicity.

“ In the buzzim, young man,” replied Mr. Stiggins, placing his

umbrella on his waistcoat.

At this affecting reply, Mrs. Weller being wdiolly unable to

suppress her feelings, sobbed aloud, and stated her conviction that

the red-nosed man w’as a saint; whereupon IMr. Weller, senior,

ventured to suggest, in an undertone, that he must be the repre-

sentative of the united parishes of Saint Simon Without and

Saint Walker Within.
“ I’m afeerd, mum,” said Sam, “ that this here gen’lm’n, vith

the tvist in his countenance, feels rayther thirsty, vith the melan*

choly spectacle afore him. Is ic the case, mum?”
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The worthy lady looked at Mr. Stiggins for a reply, and that

gentleman, with many rollings of the eye, clenched his tliroat with

his right band, and mimicked the act of swallowing, to intimate

that he was athirst.

am afraid, Samuel, that his feelings have made him so,

indeed,” said Mrs. Weller, mournfully.
“ Wot’s your usual tap, Sir?” replied Sam.
“ Oh, my dear young friend !

” replied Mr. Stiggins, “ all taps

is vanities.”

“ Too true
;
too true, indeed,” said Mrs. Weller, murmuring a

groan and shaking her head assentingly.

“ Veil,” said Sam, I des-say they may be. Sir
;
but vich is

your partickler wanii/. Vich wanity do you like the flavour on

best, Sir?”

Oh, my dear young friend,” replied Mr. Stiggins, “ I despise

them all. If,” said Mr. Stiggins, “ if there is any one of them
less odious than another, it is the liquor called rum—warm, my
dear young friend, with three lumps of sugar to the tumbler.”

“ Wery sorry to say. Sir,” said Sam, “ that they don’t allow

that partickler wanity to be sold in this here establishment.”
“ Oh, the hardness of heart of these inveterate men !

” cjacu-

lated Mr. Stiggins. “Oh, the accursed cruelty of these inhuman
persecutors !

”

With these words, Mr. Stiggins again east up his eyes, and

rapped his breast with his umbrella
;
and it is but justice to the

reverend gentleman to say, that his indignation appeared very real

and unfeigned indeed.

After Mrs. Weller and the red-nosed gentleman had commented
on this inhuman usage in a very forcible manner, and vented a

variety of pious and holy execrations against its authors, the latter

recommended a bottle of port wine, warmed with a little water,

spice, and sugar, iis being grateful to the stomach, and savouring

less of vanity than many other compounds. It was accordingly

ordered to be prepared, and pending its preparation the red-nosed

man and ]\lrs. Weller looked at the elder W. and groaned.

“ Veil, Sammy,” said that gentleman, “ I hope you’ll find your

spirits rose by this here lively wisit. Wery cheerful and improvin’

conwersation, ain’t it, Sammy ?
”

“You’re a reprobate,” replied Sam; “and I desire you von’t

address no more o’ them ungraceful remarks to me.”

So far from being edified by this very proper reply, the elder

Mr. Weller at once relapsed into a broad grin : and this inexorable

conduct causing the lady and Mr. Stiggins to close their eyes and

rock themselves to and fro on their chairs, in a troubled manner,
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he furthermore indulged in several ants of pantoodme iiulirative ot

a desire to pummel and wring the nose of the aforesaid Stiixgins,

the perfonnanec of which appeared to afford him groat mental

rcJief. The old gentleman very narrowly escaped detection in one

instance; for Mr. Stiggins happening to give a stait on tlie arrival

of the negus, brouglit his head in smart contact with tiic clenched

fist with which Mr. Weller had been describing imaginary tirew«)rks

in the air, within two inches of his ear for some miimti's previous.

“Wot are you a reachin’ out your hand for the tumbler in that

’ere sawage vay for?” said Sam, with great promptitude. “ Don’t

you see you’ve hit the geii’lm’u?”

“I didn’t go to do it, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, in some degree

abashed by the very unexpected occurrence of the incident.

“ Try an invard application, Sir,” said Sam, as the red-nosed

gentleman rubbed his head with a nieful vi.sage. “ Wot do you

think o’ that for a go o’ wanity varm, Sir ?
”

Mr. Stiggins made no verbal answer, but his manner wa.s ex-

pressive. lie tasted the contents of the glass wliich Sam had

placed in his hand, {mt his umbrella on the floor, and tasted it

again, passing his hand placidly across his stomach twice or thrice
;

he then drank the whole at a breath, and smacking bis lips, held

out the tumbler for more.

Nor was Mrs. Weller hehind-hand in doing justice to the com-

position. The good lady began by protesting that she couldn’t

toucl) a drop—then took a small drop—then a hu ge drop—and

then a great many drops
;
and her feelings being of the nature of

those substances which are powerfully affected by the application

of strong waters, she dropped a tear with every dro[) of negus, and

so got on melting the feelings down, until at length she had arrived

at a very pathetic and decent pitch of misery.

The elder Mr. Weller observed these signs and tokens with

many ftianifestatioiis of disgust, and when, after a second jug of

the same, Mr. Stiggins began to sigh in a dismal manner, he

jilainly evinced his disapproliation of the whole jiroceedings by

sundry incoherent ramblings of speech, among whicli frequent

angry repetitions of the word “ gammon ” wiwe alone distiiiguisJi-

able to the ear.

“ I’ll tell you wot it is, Samivel, my boy,” whispei’ed tlie old

gentleman into hia son’s ear, after a long and steadfast contem-

plation of his lady and Mr. Stiggins ;
“I think there must be

somethin’ wrong in your mother-in-law’s inside, as veil as in that

o’ the red-nosed man.”

“Wot do you mean ?
” said Sam.

“ I mean this here, Sammy,” replied the old gentleman, “ that
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wot they drink don’t seem no nourishment to ’em
;

it all turns to

varm vater at vunce, and comes a’ pourin’ out o’ their eyes. «, ’Pend

upon it, Sammy, it’s a constitootional infirmity.”

Mr. Weller delivered this scientific opinion with many con-

firmatory frowns and nods, which Mrs. Weller remarking, and
concluding that they bore some disparaging reference either to

herself or to Mr. Stiggins, or to both, was on the point of be-

coming infinitely worse, when Mr. Stiggins, getting on his legs

as well as he could, proceeded to deliver an edifying discourse for

the benefit of the company, but more espcciallv of Mr. Samuel,

whom he adjured, in moving terms, to be upon his guard in that

sink of iniquity into which he was cast
;

to abstain from all

hyjiocrisy and pride of heart; and to take in all things exact

pattern and copy by him (Stiggins), in which case he might

calculate on arriving sooner or later at the comfortable conclusion,

that, like him, he was a most estimable and blameless character,

and that all his acquaintance and friends were hopelessly abandoned

and profligate wretches
;
which consideration, he said, could not

but afford him the liveliest satisfaction.

He furthermore conjured him to avoid, above all things, the

vice of intoxication, which he likened unto the filthy habits of

swine, and to those poisonous and baleful drugs which being

chewed in the mouth are said to filch away the memory. At
this point of his discourse the reverend and red-nosed gentleman

became singularly incoherent, and staggering to and fro in the

excitement of his eloquence, was fain to catch at the back of a

chair to preserve his perpendicular.

Mr. Stiggins did not desire his hearers to be upon their guard

against those false prophets and wretched mockers of religion, who,

without sense to expound its first doctrines, or hearts to feel its

first principles, are more dangerous members of society than the

common criminal
;

imposing as they necessarily do up«n the

weakest and worst informed natures, casting scorn and contempt

on what should be held most sacred, and bringing into partial

disrepute large bodies of virtuous and well-conducted persons of

many excellent sects and persuasions
;
but as he leant over the

back of the chair for. a considerable time, and closing one eye,

winked a good deal with the other, it is presumed that he thought

it all, but kept it to himself.

During the delivery of this oration, Mrs. Weller sobbed and

wept at the end of the paragraphs, while Sam, sitting cross-legged

on a chair and resting his arms on the top -rail, regarded the

speaker with great suavity and blandness of demeanour, occar

sionally bestowing a look of recognition on the old gentleman,
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who was delighted at the beginning, and went to sleep about

half-wav.
^

“Hrayvo! wery pretty!” said Sam, when the red-jiosed man
having finished, pulled his worn gloves on, thereby thrusting his

fingers through the broken tops till the knuckles were disclosed

to view—“Wery pretty.”

“I hope it may do you good, Samuel,” said Mrs. Weller

solemnly.
“ I think it vill, mum,” replied Sam.
“I wish I could hope that it would do your father good,” said

Mrs. Weller.

“ Thankee, my dear,” said Mr. Weller, senior. “ How do you
find youiself arter it, my love ?”

“ Scoffer !” exclaimed Mrs. Weller.
“ Heiiighted man!” said the reverend Mr. Stiggiiis.

“ If I don't get no better light than that 'ere moonshine o’

your’n, my vorthy creetur,” said the elder Mr. Weller, “ it’s wery
likely as I shall continey to be a night coach till I’m took off the

road altogether. Now, Mrs. We, if the piebald stands at livery

much longer, he’ll stand at nothin’ as we go back, and p’raps that

’ere harm cheer ull be tipped over into some hedge or another,

vith the shepherd in it.”

At this supposition the reverend Mr. Stiggins, in evident con-

steruation, gathered up his hat and umbrella, and proposed an

immediate departure, to which IMrs. Weller assented. Sam walked
with them to the lodge-gate, and took a dutiful leave.

“ A-do, Samivel,” said the old gentleman.
“ Wot’s a-do 1” enquired Sam.
“ Veil, good bye, then,” said the old gentleman.

“Oh, that’s wot you’re a’ aimin’ at, is iti” said Sam. “Good
bye, old double-vicket.”

“ Sammy,” whispered Mr. Weller, looking cautiously iwiind
;

“my duty to your gov’ner, and tell him if he thinks better o’ this

here Vjis’ncss, to com-moonicaie vith me. Me and a cab’net-maker

has dewised a plan for gettin’ him out. A pianiicr, Samivel—

a

planner 1” said Mr. Weller, striking his son on the chest with the

back of his hand, and falling back a step or two.

“Wot do you mean ?” said Sam.

“A pianner forty, Sarmvel,” rejoined Mr. Weller, in a still more

mysterious manner, “ as he can have on hire
;
vun as von’t play,

Sammy.”
“ And wot ’ml be the good o’ that ?” said Sam.

“Let him send to my friend, the cab’net-maker, to fetch it

back, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller. “Are you avake, now?”
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“No,” rejoined Sam.
“ -Uhere ain’t no vurks in it,” whispered his father. “It ’nil

hold him easy, vith his hat and shoes on
;
and breathe through the

legs, vich his holler. Have a passage ready taken for ’Mcrnker.

The ’Merrikin’ gov’ment vill never give him uj), ven vunce they

finds as he’s got money to spend, Sammy. Let the gov’ner stop

there till IMrs. Bardell’s dead, or Mr. Dodson and Fogg’s hung,

vich last eweiit I think is the most likely to happen first, Sammy

;

and then let him come back and write a book about the ’Merrikins

as’ll pay all his expenses and more, if he blows ’em up enougli.”

Mr. Weller delivered this hurried abstract of his plot v/ith

great vehemence of whisper, and then, as if fearful of weakening

the effect of the tremendous communication by any further dialogue,

gave the coachman’s salute, and vanished.

Sam had scarcely recovered his usual composiire of countenance,

which had been greatly disturbed by the secret communication of

his respected relative, when Mr. I’ickwick accosted liirn.

“ Sam,” said that gentleman.
“ Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ I am going for a walk round the prison, and I wish you to

attend me. I see a prisoner we know coming this way, Sam,”

said Mr. Pickwick, smiling.

“Vich, Sir?” inquired Mr. Weller; “the gon’l’m’n vitli the

head o’ hair, or the interestin’ captive in the stockiii's P’

“Neither,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick. “He is an older friend of

yours, Sam.”

“O’ mine, Sirl” exclaimed Mr. AVeller.

“You recollect the gentleman very well, I dare say, Sam,”

replied Mr. F’ickwiek, “ or else you arc more unmindful of your

old acquamtauees than I think you are. Hush ! not a word, Sam
—not a syllable. Here he is.”

AS Mr. Pickwick spoke. Jingle walked up. He looked less

miserable than before, being clad in a half-worn suit of clothes,

which, with Mr. Pickwick’s assistance, had been released from the

pawnbroker’s. He wore clean linen too, and had had his hair cut.

He was very pale and thin, however
;
and as he crept slowly up,

leaning on a stick, it was easy to see that he had suffered severely

from illness and want, and was still very weak. He took off his

hat as Mr. Pickwick saluted him, and seemed much humbled and

abashed at sight of Sam Weller.

Following close at his heels, came Mr. Job Trotter, in the

catalogue of whose vices, want of faith and attachment to his

companion could, at all events, find no place. He was still ragged

and squalid, but his face was not quite so hollow as on his first
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meeting with Mr. Pickwick a few days before. As he took off his

hat to our benevolent old friend, he murmured some brokm ex-

pressions of gratitude, and muttered something about having been

saved from starving.

“ Well, well,” said Mr. Pickwick, impatiently interrupting him,

“you can follow with Sam. I want to speak to you, Mr. Jingle.

Can you walk without his iiiiii

“ Certainly, Sir—all ready—not too fast—legs shaky—head

queer—round and round—earthquaky sort tif feeling—very.”
“ Here, give me your arm,” said Mr. Pickwick

“No, no,” replied Jingle; “won’t indeed—rather not.”

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Pickwick; “lean upon me, I desire. Sir.”

Seeing that he was confused and agitated, and uncertain what
to do, Mr. Pickwick cut the matter short by drawing the invalided

stroller’s arm through his, and leading him away without saying

another word about it.

During the whole of this time, the countenance of Mr. Samuel
Weller had exhibited an expression of the most overwhelming and
absorbing astonishment that the imagination can pourtray. After

looking from Job to Jingle, and from Jingle to Job in profound

silence, he softly ejaculated the words, “Veil, I am damn’d!”
which he repeated at least a score of times, after which exertion

he appeared wholly bereft of speech, and again cast his eyes, first

upon the one and then upon the other, in mute perplexity and

bewilderment.
“ Now, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking back.
“ I’m a cornin’. Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, mechanically following

his master
;
and still he lifted not his eyes from Mr. Job Trotter,

who walked at his side in silence.

Job ke])t his eyes fixed on the ground for some time, and Sam
with his, glued to Job’s countenance, ran up against the people

who were walking about, and fell over little children, and stuffibled

against steps and railings, without appearing at all sensible of it,

until Job, looking stealthily up, said

—

“How do you do, Mr. Weller?”

“It w him!” exclaimed Sam; and having established Job’s

identity beyond all doubt, he smote his leg, and vented his feelings

in a long shrill whistle.

“Things has altered witn me, Sir,” said Job.

“ I should think they had,” exclaimed Mr. Weller, surveying

his companion’s rags with undisguised wonder. “ This is rayther

a change for the worse, Mr. Trotter, as the gen’l’m’n said ven he

got two doubtful shillin’s and sixpenn’orth o’ pocket-pieces for a

good half-crown.”
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“It is indeed,” replied Job, shaking his head. “There is no

deception now, Mr. Weller. Tears,” said Job, with a look of

momentary slyness— “tears arc not the only proofs of distress,

nor the best ones.”

“ No, they ain’t,” replied Sam, expressively.

“They may be put on, Mr. Weller,” said Job.

“ I know they may,” said Sam
;
“ some people, indeed, has ’em

always ready laid on, and can pull out the plug venever they likes.”

“ Yes,” replied Job
;
“but these sort of things are not.so easily

counterfeited, Mr. Weller, and it is a more painful process to get

them up.” As he spoke, he pointed to his sallow sunken cheeks,

and, drawing up his coat sleeve, disclosed an arm which looked as

if the bone could be broken at a touch, so sharp and brittle did it

appear beneath its thin covering of flesh.

“Wot have you been a doin' to yourself?” said Sam, re-

coiling.

“ Nothing,” replied Job.
“ Nothin’ !

” echoed Sam.
“I have been doin’ nothing for many weeks past,” said Job;

“and eating and drinking almost as little.”

Sam took one comprehensive glance at Mr. Trotter’s thin face

and wretched apparel, and then seizing him by the arm, com-

menced dragging him away with great violence.

“ Where are you going, Mr. Weller ?
” said Job, vainly strug-

gling in the powerful grasp of his old enemy.

“Come on,” said Sam; “come on." He deigned no further

explanation till they reached the tap, and then called for a pot of

porter, which was speedily produced.

“Now,” said Sara, “drink that up ev’ry drop on it; and then

turn the pot upside down, to let me see as you’ve took the

med’eine.”

“ ^ut rny dear Mr. Weller,” remonstrated Job
“ Down vith it,” said Sara, peremptorily.

Thus admonished, Mr. Trotter raised the pot to his lips, and,

by gentle and almost imperceptible degrees, tilted it into the air.

He paused once, and only once, to draw a long breath, but with-

out raising his face from the vessel, which, in a few moments
thereafter he held out at arm’s length, bottom upwards. Nothing

feU upon the ground but a few particles of froth, which b1ow1>

detached themselves from the rim and trickled lazily down.

“Veil done,” said Sam. “ How do you find yourself artcr it ?
”

“ Better, Sir. I think I am better,” responded Job.

“O’ course you air,” said Sam, argumentatively. “It’s like

puttin’ gas in a biilloon : 1 can see vith the naked eye that you
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gets stouter under the operation. Wot do you say to another o

the same di-mensions.”

“ I would rather not, I am much obliged to you, b'ir,” "replied

Job—“much rather not.”

“Veil, then, wot do you say to some wittles?” inquired Sam.
“ Thanks to your worthy governor, Sir,” said Mr. Trotter, “ we

have half a leg of mutton, baked, at a quarter before three, with

the potatoes under it, to save boiling.”

“ Wot ! Has he been a purwidin* for you ?
” asked Sam,

emphatically.

“He has. Sir,” replied Job. “More than that, Mr. Weller;

my master being very ill, he got us a room—we were in a kennel

before—and paid for it. Sir ; and come to look at us at night

when nobody should know. Mr. Weller,” said Job, with real tears

in his eyes for once, “ I could serve that gentleman till I fell down
dead at his feet.”

“I say,” said Sam, “I’ll trouble you, my friend—none o’ that.”

Job Trotter looked amazed.

“None 0* that, I say, young feller,” repeated Sam, firmly.

“No vun serves him but me. And now ve’re upon it, I’ll let you

into another secret besides that,” said Sam, as he paid for the

beer. “ I never heerd, mind you, nor read of in story-books, nor

sec in picters, any angel in tights and gaiters—not even in spec-

tacles, as I remember, though that may ha’ been done for anythin’

I know to the contrairey
;
but mark my vords, Job Trotter, he’s

a reg’lar thorough-bred angel for all that
;
and let me see the man

as wenturs to tell me he knows a better vun.^ With this defiance,

Mr. Weller buttoned up his change in a side pocket
;
and, with

many confirmatory nods and gestures by the way, proceeded in

search of the subject of discourse.

They found Mr. Pickwick in company with Jingle, talking

very earnestly, and not bestowing a look on the gi’ouj^^ who
were congregated on the racket-ground

;
they were very motley

groups too, and well worth the looking at, if it were only in idle

curiosity.

“ Well,” said Mr. Pickwick, as Sam and his companion drew

nigh, “ you will see ho^ your health becomes, and think about it

meanwhile. Make the statement out for me when you feel your-

self equal to the task, and I will discuss the subject with you

when I have considered it. Now go to your room. You are

tired, and not strong enough to be out long.”

Mr. Alfred Jingle, without one spark of his old animation

—

with nothing even of the dismal gaiety which he had assumed

when Mr. Pickwick first stumbled on him in his misery, bowed
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low without speaking, and motioning to Job not to follow him just

yet, cr^pt slowly away.
“ Curious scene this, is it not, Sam ?

” said Mr. Pickwick, look-

ing good-humouredly round.

“Wery much so, Sir,” replied Sam. “ Vonders viU never

cease,” added Sam, speaking to himself. “I’m wery much mis-

taken if that ^cre Jingle worn^t a doin* somethin’ in the vater-cart

vay !

”

The area formed by the wall in that part of the Fleet in which

Mr. Pickwick stood, was just wide enough to make a good racket

court, one side being formed, of course, by the wall itself, and the

other by that portion of the prison which looked (or rather would

have looked, but for the wall) towards St. Paul’s Cathedral.

Sauntering or sitting about, in every possible attitude of listless

idleness, were a great number of debtors, the major part of whom
were waiting in prison until their day of “ going up ” before the

Insolvent Court should arrive, while others had been remanded for

various terms, which they were idling away as they best could.

Some were shabby, some were smart, many dirty, a few clean

;

but there they all lounged, and loitered, and slunk about, with as

little spirit or purpose as the beasts in a menagerie.

Lolling from the windows which commanded a view of this

promenade, were a number of persons
;
some in noisy conversation

with their acquaintance below, others playing at ball with some
adventurous throwers outside

;
and others looking on at the

racket -players, or watching the boys as th(’y cried the game.

Dirty slipshod women passed and re-passed on their way to the

cooking-house in one comer of the yard
;
children screamed, and

fought, and played together, in another ; the tumbling of the

skittles, and the shouts of the players, mingled perpetually with

these and a hundred other sounds
;
and all was noise and tumult

—save# in a little miserable shed a few yards off, where there lay,

all quiet and ghastly, the body of the Chancery prisoner who had

died the night before, awaiting the mockery of an inquest. The
body ! It is the lawyer’s term for the restless whirling mass of

cares and anxieties, affections, hopes, and griefs, that make up the

living man. The law had his body, and there it lay, clotlied in

grave clothes, an awful witness to its tender mercy.

“Would you like to see a whistling-shop, Sir?” enquired Job

Trotter.

“ What do you mean ?
” was Mr. Pickwick’s counter enquiry.

“ A vistlin’ shop, Sir,” interposed Mr. Weller.

“What is that, Sam?—A bird-fancier’s?” enquired Mr
Pickwick.
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“Bless your heart, no, Sir,” replied Job; “a whistling-shop,

Sir, is where they sell spirits.” Mr. Job Trotter briefly explained

here, that all persons, being prohibited under heavy penalties from

conveying spirits into debtors^ prisons, and such commodities being

highly prized by the ladies and gentlemen confined therein, it had

occurred to some speculative turnkey to connive, for certain lucra-

tive considerations, at two or three prisoners retailing the favourite

article of gin, for their own profit and advantage.
“ This plan you see. Sir, has been gradually introduced into all

the prisons for debt,” said Mr. Trotter.

“And it has this wcry great advantage,” said Sam, “that the

turnkeys takes wery good care to seize hold o’ ev’ry body but them
as pays ’em, that attempts the willainny, and ven it gets in the

papers they’re applauded for their wigilance
;
so it cuts two vays

—frightens other people from the trade, and elewatcs their own
characters.”

“Exactly so, Mr. Weller,” observed Job.

“ Well, but are these rooms never searched to ascertain whether

any spirits are concealed in them ?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Cert’nly they are. Sir,” replied Sam

;
“ but the turnkeys

knows before-hand, and gives the vord to the vistlers, and you

may vistle for it ven you go to look.”

By this time. Job had tapped at a door, wdiich was opened by

a gentleman with an uncombed head, who bolted it after them
when they had walked in, and grinned

;
upon which Job grinned,

and Sarn also : whereupon Mr. Pickwick, thinking it might be

expected of him, kept on smiling till the end of the interview.

The gentleman with the uncombed head appeared quite satisfied

with this mute announcement of their business
;
and producing a

flat stone bottle, whicli might hold about a couple of (piarts from

beneath his bedstead, he filled out three glasses of gin, which Job

Trotter and Sam disposed of in a most woikmanlike manner
“Any more?” said the whistling gentleman.
“ Xo more,” replied Job Trotter.

Mr. Pickwick ])aid
;
the door wiia unbolted, and out they came

;

the uncombed gentleman bestowing a friendly nod upon Mr. Poker,

who happened to be passing at the moment.

From this spot Mr. Pickwick wandered along all the galleries,

up and down all the staircases, and once again round the whole

area of the yard. The great body of the prison population ap-

peared to be Mivins and Smangle, and the parson, and the butcher,

and the leg, over and over, and over again. There was the same

squalor, the same turmoil and noise, the same general character-

istics in every comer
;

in the best and the worst alike. The whole
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place seemed restless and troubled; and the People were crowding

and flirting to and fro, like the shadows in an uneasy dream.
“ I have seen enough,” said Mr. Pickwick, as he threw himself

into a chair in his little apartment. “My head aelics with these

scenes, and ray heart too. Henceforth I will be a prisoner in my
own room.”

And Mr. Pickwick stedfastly adhered to this determination.

For three long months he remained shut up all day, only stealing

out at night to breathe the air when the greater part of his fellow

prisoners were in bed or carousing iu their rooms. His health was
evidently beginning to suffer from the closeness of the confinement,

but neither the often-repeated entreaties of Perker and his friends,

nor the still mi)re frequently repeated warnings and admonitions of

Mr. Samuel Weller, could induce him to alter one jot of his in-

flexible resolution.

CHAPTER XLV.

RECORDS A TOUCHING ACT OF DELICATE FEELING, NOT UNMIXED

WITH PLEASANTRY, ACHIEVED AND PERFORMED BY MESSRS

DODSON AND FOGG.

It was within a week of the close of the month of July, that a

hackney cabriolet, number unrecorded, was seen to proceed at a

rapid pace up Goswell-street
;
three people were squeezed into it

besides the driver, who sat, of course, in his owm particular little

dickey at the side
;
over the apron were hung two shawls, Vielong-

ing to all appearance to two small vixenish-looking ladies under the

apron, between whom, compressed into a very small compass, there

was stewed away a gentleman of heavy and subdued demeanour,

who, whenever he ventured to make an observation, was snapped

uj) short, by one of the vixenish ladies before-mentioned. Lastly,

the two vixenish ladies and the heavy gentleman were giving the

driver contradictory directions, all tending to the one point, that

he should stop at Mrs. Bardcll’s door, which the heavy gentleman

in direct opposition to, and defiance of, the vixenish ladies, con-

tended was a green door and not a yellow one.

“ Stop at the house with the green door, driver,” said the heavy

gentleman.
“ Oh ! You perwerse creetur !

” exclaimed one of the vixenish

ladies. “Drive to the ouse with the yellow door, cabmin.”

Upon this the cabman, who in a sudden effort to pull up at thf
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house with the green door, had pulled the horse up so high that

he nearly pulled him backwards into the cabriolet, let tlie arimal’a

fore legs down to tlie ground again, and paused.
“ Now vere am I to pull up]” inquired the driver. ‘‘ Settle it

among yourselves. All I ask is, vere.”

Here the contest was renewed with increased violence, and the

horse being troubled with a fly on his nose, the cabman humanely
employed his leisure in lashing him about the head, on the counter-

irritation principle.

“ Most wotes carries the day,” said one of ibe vixenish ladies at

length. “The ouse with the yellow door, cabmin.”

But after the cabriolet had dashed up in splendid style to the

house with the yellow door, “making,” as one of the vixenish

ladies triumphantly said, “ acterrally more noise than if one had
come in one’s own carriage ”—and after the driver had dismounted

to assist the ladies in getting out, the small round head of Master

Thomas Bardell was thrust out of the one jiair window of a house

with a red door a few numbers off.

“Aggrawatiu’ thing,” said the vixenish lady last mentioned,

darting a withering glance at the heavy gentleman.
“ My dear, it’s not my fault,” said the gentleman.
“ Don’t talk to me, you creetur, don’t,” retortt'd the LuJy.

“ The house with the red door, cabmin. Oh ! If ever a woman
was troubled with a ruflinly creetur, that takes a pride and pleasure

in disgracing his wife on every possible occasion afore sti angers, I

am that woman !

”

“ You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Raddle,” said the other

little woman, who was no other than Mrs. Clu})i)in.s.

“What have I been a doing of]” asked Mr. Raddle.
“ Don’t talk to me, don’t, you brute, for fear 1 should be per-

woked to forgit my sect and strike you,” said Mrs. Raddle.

While tills dialogue vas going on, the driver w'as most igliomini-

ously leading the horse by +he bridle up to the house with the red

door, which Master Bardell had already opened. Here was a

mean and low way of arriving at a friend’s house !—no dashing up

with all the fire and fury of the animal, no jumping down of the

driver and loud knocking at the door, no opening the apron

with a crash at the very last moment for fear of the ladies sitting

in a draught, and then the man handing the shawls out afterwards

as if he were a private coachman. The whole edge of the thing

had been taken off—it was flatter than walking.
“ Well Tommy,” said Mrs. Cluppins, “ How’s 3'our poor dear

mother 1
”

“ Oh, she’s wery well,” replied Master Bardell “ She's in the
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front parlor,—all ready. I*m ready too, I am.” Here Master

BardeU put his hands in his pockets, and jumped oflf and on the

bottom step of the door.

“ Is anybody else a goin\ Tommy ? ” said Mrs. Cluppins, arrang-

ing her pelerine.

“ Mrs. Sanders is going, she is,” replied Tommy. “ I’m a goin’

too, I am.”
“ Drat the boy,” said little Mrs. Cluppins. “ lie thinks of

nobody but himself. Here Tommy, dear.”

“Well,” said Master Bardell.

“ Who else is a goin’, lovcy 1 ” said Mrs. Cluppins in an insinu-

ating manner.
“ Oh ! Mrs. Rogers is a goin*,” replied Master BardeU, opening

his eyes very wide as he delivered the intelligence.

“ What ! The lady as has taken the lodgings !
” ejaculated

Mrs. Cluppins.

Master Bardell put his hands further down into his pockets,

and nodded exactly thirty-five times, to imply that it wiis the

lady lodger, and no other.

“ Bless us !
” said Mrs. Cluppins. “ It’s quite a party.”

“Ah, if you knew what was in the cupboard, you’d say so,”

replied Master Bai’dell.

“ What is there. Tommy ? ” said Mrs. Cluppins, coaxingly.

“You’ll tell Tommy, I know.”

“No, I won’t,” replied Master Bardell, shaking his head, and

applying himself to the bottom step again.

“ Drat the child !
” muttered Mrs. Cluppins. “ What a pro-

wokin’ little wretch it is ! Come, Tommy, tell your dear ('^luppy.”

“Mother said I wasn’t to,” rejoined Master Bardell, “I’m a

goin’ to have some, I am.” Cheered by this prospect, the

precocious boy applied himself to his iufiintile tread-mill with

increaJed vigour.

The above examination of a child of tender years took place

wliilc Mr. and Mrs. Raddle and the cab-driver were having an

altercation concerning the fare, w'hich terminating at this point in

favour of the cabman, Mrs. Raddle came uj) tottering.

“ Lank, Mary Ann ! what’s the matter 1^” said ]\Irs. Cluppins.

“ It’s put me all over in such a tremble, Betsy,” replied Mrs.

Raddle. “ Raddle ain’t like a man
;
he leaves everythink to me.”

This was scarcely fair upon the unfortunate Mr. Raddle, who
had been thrust aside by his good lady in the commencement of

the disjmte, and peremptorily commanded to hold his tongue. He
liad no opportunity of defending himself, however, for Mrs. Raddle

gave unequivocal signs of fainting ;
which being perceived from
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the parlour window, Mrs. Bardell, Mrs. Sanders, the lodger, and

the lodger’s servant, darted precipitately out, and conveyed her

into the house, all talking at the same time, and givin,' utterance

to various expressions of pity and condolence, as if she were one

of the most suffering mortals on earth. Being conveyed into the

front parlour, she was there deposited on a sofa : and the lady

from the first floor running up to the first floor, returned with a

bottle of sal volatile, which, holding Mrs. Raddle tight round the

neck, she applied in all womanly kindnese and pity to her nose,

until that lady with many plunges and struggles was fain to

declare herself decidedly better.

“ Ah, poor thing !
” said Mrs. Rogers, “ I know what her

feelin’s is, too well.”

“Ah, poor thing! so do I,” said Mrs. Sanders : and then all

the ladies moaned in unison, and said ihty knew what it was, and

they pitied her from their hearts, they did
;
even the lo(lger's

little servant, who was thirteen years old, and three feet high,

murmured her sympathy.
“ But what’s been the matter ? ” said Mrs. BardelL

“Ah, what has decomposed you, ma’am 'I
” inquired Mrs. Rogers.

“ I have been a good deal flurried,” replied Mrs. Raddle, in a

reproachful iinmner. Thereupon the ladies cast indignant looks at

Mr. Raddle.

“Why, the fact is,” said that unhappy gentleman, stepping

forward, “ when we alighted at this door, a dispute arose with the

driver of the cabrioily ” A loud scream from his wife at the

mention of this word, rendered all further explanation inaudible.

“You’d better leave us to bring her round, Raddle,” said

Mrs. Cluppins. “ She’ll never get better as long as you’re here.”

All the ladies concurred in this opinion
;
so Mr. Twiddle waa

pushed out of the room, and requested to give himself an airing in

the back yard, which he did for about a quarter of an houi^ when
Mrs. Bardell announced to him, with a solemn fiice, that he might

come in now, but that he must be very careful how he behaved

towards his wife. Slie knew he didn’t mean to be unkind
;
but

Mary Ann was very far from strong, and, if he didn’t take care, he

might lose her when h6 least expected it, which would be a very

dreadful reflection for him afterwards, and so on. All this, Mr.

Raddle heard with great submission, and presently returned to tiie

parlour in a most lamb-like manner.
“ Why, Mrs. Rogers, ma’am,” said Mrs. Bardell, “you’ve never

been introduced, I declare. Mr. Raddle, ma’am
;
Mrs. Cluppins,

ma’am
;
Mrs. Raddle, ma’am.”
“ Which is Mrs. Cluppins’s sister,” suggested Mrs. Sandora
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** Oh, indeed !
” said Mrs. Rogers, graciously ;—for she was the

lodgej, and her servant was in waiting, so she was more gracious

than intimate in right of her position. “ Oh, indeed 1

”

Mrs. Raddle smiled sweetly, Mr. Raddle bowed, and Mrs.

Cluppins said “she was sure she was very happy to have a

opportunity of being known to a lady which she had heerd so much
in faviour of, as Mrs. Rogers”—a compliment which the last-

named lady acknowledged with graceful condescension.

“ Well, Mr. Raddle,” said Mrs. Bardell
;
“ I’m sure you ought

to feel very much honoured at you and Tommy being the only

gentlemen to escort so many ladies all the way to the Spaniard, at

Hampstead. Don’t you think he ought, Mrs. Rogers, ma’am ]
”

“ Oh, certainly, ma’am,” replied Mrs. Rogers
;
after whom all

the other ladies responded “Oh, certainly.”

“ Of course I feel it, ma’am,” said Mr. Raddle, rubbing his

hands, and evincing a slight tendency to brighten up a little.

“ Indeed, to tell you the truth, I said, as we were coming along

in the cabrioily
”

At the recapitulation of the word which awakened so many
painful recollections, Mrs. Raddle applied her handkerchief to her

ej^es again, and uttered a half-suppressed scream ; so that Mrs.

Bardell frowned upon Mr. Raddle, to intimate that he had better

not say anything more
;
and desired Mrs. Rogers’s servant, with

an air, to “ put the wine on.”

This was the signal for displaying the hidden treasures of the

closet, which were sundry plates of oranges and biscuits, and a

bottle of old ci-usted port—that at one and nine—with another of

the celebrated East India sherry at fourteen-pence, which were all

produced in honour of the lodger, and afforded unlimited satisfac-

tion to everybody. After great consternation had been excited in

the mind of Mrs. Cluppins, by an attempt on the part of Tommy
to recount how he had been cross-examined regardmg the cupboard

then in action, (which was fortunately nipped in the bud by his

imbibing half a glass of the old crusted “ the wrong way,” and

thereby endangering his life for some seconds,) the party walked

forth in quest of a Hampstead stage. This was soon found, and

in a couple of hours they all arrived safely in the Spaniard Tea-

gardens, where the luckless Mr. Raddle’s very first act nearly

occasioned his good lady a relapse, it being neither more nor less

than to order tea for seven
;
whereas (as the ladies one and all

remarked), what could have been easier than for Tommy to have

drank out of anybody’s cup, or everybody’s, if that was all, when

the waiter wasn’t looking, which would have saved one head of tea

and the tea just as good ! 9
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However, there was no help for it, and the tea-tray came with

leven cups and saucers, and bread and butter on the same scale.

Mrs. Bardell was unanimously voted into the chaii, ancf* Mrs.

Rogers being stationed on her right hand and Mrs. Raddle on her

left, the meal proceeded with great merriment and success.

“ How sweet the country is, to-be-sure I
” sighed Mrs. Rogers

;

“ 1 almost wish I lived in it always.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t like that, Ma’am,” replied Mrs. Bardell,

rather hastily
;

for it was not at all advisable, with reference to

the lodgings, to encourage such notions
,

“ you wouldn’t like it.

Ma’am.”
“ Oh ! I should think you was a deal too lively and sought-

after, to be content with the country, Ma’am,” said little Mrs.

Cluppins.

“Perhaps I am. Ma’am. Perhaps I am,” sighed the first-floor

lodger.

“ For lone people as have got nobody to care for them, or take

care of them, or as have been hurt in their mind, or that kind of

thing,” observed Mr. Racldle, plucking up a little cheerfulness, and

looking round, “ the country is all very well. The country for a

wounded spirit they say.”

Now, of all things in the world that the unfortunate man could

have said, any would have been preferable to this. Of course Mrs.

Bardell burst into tears, and requested to be led fiom the table

instantly, upon which the affectionate child began to cry too, most

dismally.

“ Would any body believe. Ma’am,” exclaimed Mrs. Raddle,

turning fiercely to the first-floor lodger, “ that a woman could be

married to such a unmanly creetur, which can tamper with a

woman’s feelings as he does, every hour in the day, Ma’am ?
”

“ My dear,” remonstrated Mr. Raddle, “ I didn’t mean anything,

my dear.”
^

“You didn’t mean. Sir !
” repeated Mrs. Raddle, with great scorn

and contempt. “ Go away I can’t bear the sight on you, you

brute.”

“ You must not flurry yourself, Mary Ann,” interposed Mi«.

Cluppins. “You reayy must consider yourself, my dear, which

you never do. Now go away, Raddle there’s a good soul, or you’ll

only aggravate her.”

“ You had better take your tea by yourself, Sir, indeed,” said

Mrs. Rogers, again applying the smelling-bottle.

Mrs. Sanders, who, according to custom, was very busy at tho

bread and butter, expressed the same opinion, and Mr. Raddle

quietly retired.
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After this there was a great hoisting up of Master Bardell, who
raa Jj^ther a large size for hugging, ijito his mother’s arms, in

which operation he got his boots in the tea-board, and occa.sioned

some confusion among the cups and saucers. But that description

of fainting fits, which is contagious among ladies, seldom lasts

long, so when he had been well kissed and a little cried over, Mrs,

Bardell recovered, set him down again, wondered how slie could

have been so foolish, and poured out some more tea.

It was at this moment that the sound of approaching wheels

was heard, and that the ladies, looking up, saw a hackney-coach

stop at the garden-gate.

“More company,” said Mrs. Sanders.

“ It’s a gentleman,” said Mrs. Raddle.
“ Well, if it ain’t Mr. Jackson, the young man from Dodson

and Fogg’s!” cried Mrs. Bardell. “Why, gracious! Surely Mr
Pickwick can’t have paid the damages.”

“ Or hoffcred marriage 1
” said Mrs. Cluppins.

“ Dear me, how slow the gentleman is,” exclaimed Mrs. Rogers :

“ Why doesn’t he make haste !

”

As the lady spoke these words, Mr. Jackson turned from the

coach where he had been addressing some observations to a shabby

man in black leggings, who had just emerged from the vehicle

with a thick ash stick in his hand, and made his way to the place

where the ladies were seated
;
winding his hair round the brim of

his hat as he came along.

“ Is anything the matter ? Has anything taken place, Mr.

Jackson 1 ” said Mrs. Bardell eagerly.

“Nothing whatever, Ma’am,” replied Mr. Jackson. “How de

do, ladies'! I have to ask pardon, ladies, for intruding— -but the

law, ladies—the law.” With this apology Mr. Jackson smiled,

made a comprehensive bow, and gave his hair another wind. Mrs.

Rogei« whispered Mrs. Raddle that he was really an elegant

young man.

“I called in Goswell-street,” rc.sumcd Jackson, “and hearing

that you wxre here, from the slavey, took a coach and Ciime on.

Our people want you down in the city directly, Mrs. Bardell”

“ Lor !
” ejaculated that lady, starting at the sudden nature of

the communication.
“ Yes,” said Jackson, biting his lip. “ It’s very important and

pressing business, which can’t be postponed on any account.

Indeed, Dodson expressly said so to me, and so did Fogg I’ve

kept the coach on purpose for you to go back in.”

“ How very strange !
” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell.

The ladies agreed that it was very strange, bur were unanimously
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of opinion that it must be very important, or Dodson and Fogg
would never have sent; and further, that the business being i^rgent,

she ought to repair to Dodson and Fogg’s without any delay.

There was a certain degree of pride and importance about being

wanted by one’s lawyers in such a monstrous hurry, that was by
no means displeasing to Mrs. Bardell, especially as it might be

reasonably supposed to enhance her consequence in the eyes of the

first-floor lodger. She simpered a little, affected extreme vexation

and hesitation, and at last arrived at tL*'' conclusion that she sup-

posed she must go.

“ But won’t you refresh yourself after your walk, Mr. Jackson 1
”

said Mrs. Bardell, persuasively.

“Why, really there ain’t much time to lose,” replied Jackson

;

“ and I’ve got a friend here,” he continued, looking towards the

man with the ash stick.

“Oh, ask your friend to come here. Sir,” said Mrs. Bardell.

“ Pray ask your friend here, Sir.”

“ Why, thankee, I’d rather not,” said Mr. Jackson, with some
embarrassment of manner. “ He’s not iniicli used to ladies’

society, and it makes him bashful. If you’ll order the waiter to

deliver him anything short, he won’t drink it off at once, won’t

he?—only try him.” Mr, Jackson’s fingers wandered playfully

round his nose at this portion of his discourse, to warn his hearers

that he was speaking ironically.

The waiter was at once despatched to the bashful gentleman,

and the bashful gentleman took something
;
Mr. Jackson also took

something, and the ladies took something for hospitality’s sake

Mr. Jackson then said that he was afraid it was time to go

;

upon which ]\Irs. Sanders, Mrs. Cluppins, and Tommy (who it was
arranged should accompany IMrs. Bardell : leaving the others to

Mr. lladdle’s protection) got into the coach.

“Isaac,” said Jackson, as Mrs. Bardell prepared to gvt in:

looking up at the man with the ash stick, who ivas seated on the

box, smoking a cigar.

“Well.”
“ 2'Ais is Mrs. Bardell.”

“ Oh, I know’d that^ long ago,” said the man.

Mrs. Bardell got in, Mr. Jackson got in after her, and away

they drove. Mrs. Bardell '’ould not help ruminating on what Mr.

Jackson’s friend had said. Shrewd creatures, those lawyers

:

Lord bless us, how they find people out

!

“ Sad thing about these costs of our people’s, ain’t it 1
” said

Jackson, when Mrs. Cluppins and Mrs. Sanders had fallen asleep *

“your bill of costa I mean.”
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“I’m very sorry they can’t get them,” replied Mrs. Bardell.
•* Bu^ if you law gentlemen do these thingo on speculation, why
you must get a loss now and then, you know.”

“You gave them a cognovit for the amount of your costs after

the trial. I’m told,” said Jackson.

“Yes. Just as a matter of form,” replied Mrs. Bardell.
“ Certainly,” replied Jackson drily. “ Quite a matter of form.

Quite.”

On they drove, and Mrs. Bardell fell asleep. She was awakened
after some time by the stopping of the coach.

“ Bless us !
” said the lady, “ are we at Freeman’s Court 1

”

“ We’re not going quite so for,” replied Jackson. “ Have the

goodness to step out.”

Mrs. Bardell, not yet thoroughly awake, complied. It was a

curious place :— a large wall with a gate in the middle, and a gas-

light burning inside.

“ Now, ladies,” cried the man with the ash stick, looking into

the coach, and shaking Mrs. Sanders to wake her, “ Come.”

Rousing her friend, Mrs. Sanders alighted. Mrs. Bardell, leaning

on Jackson’s arm, and leading Tommy by the hand, had already

entered the porch. They followed.

The room they turned into, was even more odd-looking than

the porch. Such a number of men standing about ! And they

stared so !

“What place is this?” inquired Mrs. Bardell, pausing.

“ Only one of our public ollices,” replied Jackson, hurrying her

through a door, and looking round to see that the other women
were following. “ Look sharp, Isaac.”

“ Safe and sound,” rejdied the man with the ash stick. The

door swung heavily after them, and they descended a suiall flight

of steps.

“JHere we are, at last. All right and tight, Mrs. Bardell !

”

said Jackson, looking cxultingly round.

“ What do you mean ?
” said Mrs. Bardell, with a palpitating

heart.

“Just this,” replied Jackson, drawing her a little on one side

;

“don’t be frightened, Mrs. Bardell. TJiere never was a more

delicate man than Dodson, ma’am, or a more humane one than

Fogg. It was their duty in the way of business to take you in

execution for them costs; but they were anxious to spare your

feelings as much aa they could. What a comfort it must be to

you to think how it ’s been done ! This is the Fleet, ma’am

Wish you good night, Mrs. Bardell. Good night, Tommy.”
As Jackson hurried away in company with the man with the



622 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE PICKWICK CLUB.

ash stick, another man, with a key in his hand, wno had been

looking on, led the bewildered female to a second short flight oi

steps, leading to a doorway. Mrs. Hardell screamed violently;

Tommy roared
;
Mrs. Cluppins shnink within herself

;
and Mrs.

Sanders made off, without moi*e ado. For there stood the injured

Mr. Pickwick, taking his nightly allowance of air; and beside

him leant Samuel Weller, who, seeing Mrs. Eardell, took his hat

off with mock reverence, while his master turned indignantly on

his heel.

“ Don’t bother the woman,” said the turiikey to Weller
;

“ she’s

just come in.”

“ A pris’ner !
” said Sam, quickly replacing his hat. “ Who’s

the plain tives 1 Wliat for ? Speak up, old feller.”

“ Dodson and Fogg,” replied the man
;

** execution on cognovit

for costs.”

“ Ilerc Job, Job,” shouted Sam, dashing into the passage,

“run to Mr. Perkor’s, Job
;
I want him directly. I see some

good in this. Here’s a game. Hooray! Vere’s the gov’norr’

But there was no reply to these inquiries, for Job had started

furiously oflf, the instant he received his commission, and Mrs.

Bardell had fainted in real downright earnest.

CHAPTER XLVI.

IS CHIEFLY DEVOTED TO MATTERS OF BUSINESS, AND THK
TEMPORAL ADVANTAGE OF DODSON AND FO(.G.—MR. WINKLE
RE-AFl’EAllS UNDER EXTRAORDINARY CIRCUMSTANCES; AND
MR. Pickwick’s isenev^olence proves stronger than ms
OBSTINACY. «

Job Trotter, abating not^^ing of his speed, ran up Uollxmi,

sometimes in the middle of the road, sometimes on the pavement,

and sometimes in the gutter, as the chances of getting along varied

with the press of men^ women, children, and coaches, in each

division of the thoruuglifare, and regardless of all obstacles, Btop])ed

not for an instant until he reached the gate of Gray’s Inn. Not-

withstanding all the expedition he had used, however, the gate

had been closed a good half hour when he reached it, and by the

time he had discovered Mr. PerkePs laundress, who lived with a

married daughter, who had bestowed her hand upon a non-resident

waiter, and occupied the one-pair of some number, in some street
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closely adjoining to some brewery, somewhere behind Gray’s Inn

Lane, it was within fifteen minutes of the time of closii^ the

prison for the night. Mr. Lowten had still to be ferreted out

from the back parlour of the Magpie and Stump
;
and Job had

scarcely accomplished this object, and communicated Sam Weller’s

message, than the clock struck ten.

“There,” said Lowten, “it’s too late now. You can’t get in

to-night
;
you’ve got the key of the street, niy friend.”

“Never mind me,” replied Job, “I can sleep 'anywhere. But
won’t it be better to see Mr. Perker to-night, so that we may be

there, the first thing in the morning 1
”

“ Why,” responded Lowten, after a little consideration, “ if it

was in any body else’s case, Perker wouldn’t be best i)leascd at

my going up to his house, but as it’s Mr. Pickwick’s, I think I

may venture to take a cab and charge it to the ollice.” Deciding

upon this line of conduct, Mr. Lowten took up his hat, and beg-

ging the assembled company to appoint a deputy chairman during

his temporary absence, led the w’ay to the nearest coach stand,

and summoning the cab of most promising appearance, direclccl

the driver to repair to Montague Place, Russell Square.

Mr. Perker had had a dinner party that day, as was testified

by the appeal ance of lights in the drawing-room windows, the

sound of an improved grand piano, and an improveable ca])inet

voice issuing therefrom
; and a rather overpowering smell of meat

which pervaded the steps and entry. In fact a couple of very

good country agencies happening to come up to town at the same

time, an agreeable little i)arty had been got together to meet them,

comprising Mr. Snicks the Life Office Secretary, Mr. Prosee the

eminent counsel, three solicitors, one commissioner of bankrupts,

a special pleader from the Temple, a small-eyed peremf)tory young

gentleman, his l>upil, who had written a lively book about tlic

law of demises, with a vast quantity of marginal notes and tefer-

ences ; and several other eminent and distinguished personages.

From this society little Mr. Perker detached himself on his clerk

being announced in a whisper; and repairing to the dining-room,

there found Mr. Lowten and Job Trotter, looking very dim and

shadowy by the light oS a kitchen candle, which the gentleman

who condescended to appear in plush shorts and cottons for a

quarterly stipend, had, with a becoming contempt for the clerk

and all things appertaining to “the office,” placed upon the

table.

“Now, Lowten,” said little Mr. Perker, shutting the door,

“what’s the matter 1 No important letter come in a parcel, if

there?”
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“Nd, Sir,” replied Lowten. “This is a messenger from ISIr

Pickwick, Sir”
“ frrom Pickwick, eh ? ” said the little man, turning quickly to

Job. “Well; what is it
T*

“Dodson and Fogg have taken Mrs. Bardcll in execution for

her costs. Sir,” said Job.

“ No !
” exclaimed Perker, putting his hands in his pockets,

and reclining against the sideboard.

“Yes,” said Job. “ It seems they got a cognovit out of her

for the amount of *em, directly after the trial.”

“ By Jove !
” said Perker, taking both hands out of his pockets

and striking the knuckles of his right against the palm of his

left, emphatically, “ those are the cleverest scamps I ever had

anything to do with !

”

“ The sharpest practitioners I ever knew, Sir,” observed

Lowten.

“Sharp!” echoed Porker. “There’s no knowing where to

have them.”
“ Very true, Sir, there is not,” replied Lowten

;
and then both

master and man pondered for a few seconds wnth animated

countenances, as if they were reflecting upon one of the most

beautiful and ingenious discoveries that the intellect of man had

ever made. When they had in some measure recovcre(l from their

trance of admiration. Job Trotter discharged himself of the rest

of his commission. Perker nodded his head thoughtfully, and

pulled out his watch.
“ At ten precisely I will be there,” said the little man. “ Sam

is quite right. Tell him so. Will you take a glass of wme,

Low'ten 1
”

“No, thank you, Sir.”

“You mean yes, 1 think,” said the little man, turning to the

sideboard for a decanter and glasses.

As Lowten did mean yes, he said no more on the subject, but

enquired of Job, in an audible wdiisper, whether the portrait of

Perker, which hung opposite the fire-place, wasii’t a wamderful

likeness, to which Job of course replied that it w'a.s. The wine

being by this time poured out, Low^ten d^ank to Mrs. Perker and

the children, and Job to Perker. The gentleman in the plush

shorts and cottons considering it no part of his duty to show fhe

people from the office out, consistently declined to answer the bell,

and they showed themselves out. The attorney betook himself

to his drawing-room, the clerk to the Magj)ie and Stump, and Job

to Covent Garden Market to spend the night in a vegetable basket.

Punctually at the appointed hour next morning the good-
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humoured little attorney tapped at Mr. Pickwick’s do(T, which

was opened with great alacrity by Sam Weller.
^

“Mr. Perker, Sir,” said Sam, announcing the visitor to Mr
Pickwick, who was sitting at the window in a thoughtful attitude.

“ Wery glad you’ve looked in accidentally. Sir. I raj^ther think

the gov’ner vants to have a vord and a half vith you, Sir.”

Perker bestowed a look of intelligence upon Sam, intimating

that he understood he was not to say he had been sent for : and

beckoning him to approach, whispered briefly in his ear.

“ Vy, you don’t mean that ’ere. Sir ? ” said Sam, starting back in

excessive surprise.

Perker nodded and smiled.

Mr. Samuel Weller looked at the little lawyer, then at Mr.

Pickwick, then at the ceiling, then at Perker again
;

grinned,

laughed outright, and finally, catching up his hat from the carpet,

without further explanation disappeared.

“ What does this mean 1 ” enquired Mr. Pickwick, looking at

Perker with astonishment. “What has put Sain into this most

extraordinary state 1
”

“ Oh, nothing, nothing,” replied Perker. “ Come my dear Sir,

draw up your chair to the table. I have a good deal to say to you.”
“ \\diat papers are those!” enquired Mr. Pickwick, as the little

man deposited on the table a small bundle of documents tierl with

rod tape.

“ The papers in Bardell and Pickwick,” replied Perker, undoing

the knot with his teeth.

Mr. Pickwick grated the legs of his chair against the ground ;

and throwing himself into it, folded his hands and looked sternly

- -if Mr. Pickwi(;k ever could look sternly—at his legal friend.

“You don’t like to hear the name of the case!” said the little

man, still busying himself wdth the knot.

“No, I do not indeed,” replied Mr. Pi(;kwick. •

“ Sorry for that,” resumed Perker, “ because it will form the

subject of our conversation.”

“ I would rather that the subject was never mentioned between

us, Perker,” interposed Mr. Pickwick hastily.

“ Pooh pooh, iny deaf Sir,” said the little man, untying the

bundle, and glancing eagerly at Mr. Pickwick out of the corners

of his eyes. “ It must be mentioned. I have come here on

purjiose. Now, are you ready to hear what I have to say, my
dear Sir! No hurry; if you are not, I can wait. 1 have got

this morning’s paper here. Your time shall be mine. There.”

Hereujion the little man threw one leg over the other, and made
a show of beginning to read, with great composure and application
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“'Well, well,” said Mr. Pickwick with a si^^h, but softening

into a smile at the same time. “Say what yon have to say; it's

the old story I suppose 1
”

“With a dilference, my dear Sir; with a difference,” rejoined

Perker, deliberately folding up the paper and j)uttiug it into his

pocket again. “ Mrs. Bardell, the plaintiff in the action, is within

these walls, Sir.”

“ I know it,” was Mr. Pickwick^s reply.

“ Veiy good,” retorted Perker. “ And you know how she

riomes here, I suppose
;

I mean on what grounds, and at whose

suit 1
”

“ Yes
;
at least I have heard Sam’s account of the matter,”

said Mr. Pickwick, with affected carelessness.

“ Sam’s accoimt of the matter,” replied Perker, “ is, I will

venture to say, a perfectly correct one. Well now, my dear Sir,

the first question I have to ask, is, whether this woman is to

rciriaiu here?”
“ To remain here !

” echoed Mr. Pickwick.

“To remain here, my dear Sir,” rejoined Perker, leaning back

in his chair and looking steadily at bis client.

“ITow can you ask inel” said that gentleman. “It rests

with Dodson and Fogg
;
you know that very well.

”

“I know nothing of the kind,” retorted Perker firmly. “It

does not rest with Dodson and Fogg
;
you know the men, my dear

Sir, as w^ell as I do. It rests solely, wholly, and entirely wdth

you.”

“With me!” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, rising neivoiisly from

his chair, and reseating himself directly afterwards.

The little man gave a double knock on the lid of his snuff-box,

opened it, took a great pinch, shut it up again, and repeated the

words—“ With you.”
“ 7» say, my dear Sir,” pursued the little man, who seenied to

gather confidence from the snuff
;
“ I say that her sj)eedy libera-

tion or perpetual imprisonment rests with you, and with you

Mone. Hear me out, my dear Sir, if you please, and do not be so

very energetic, for it will only put you into a perspiration and do

no good whatever. I say,” continued Parker, checking off' each

position on a different finger, as he laid it down
;
“I say that

nobody but you can rescue her from this den of wretchedness

;

and that you can only do that, by paying the costs of this suit

—

both of plaintiff and defendant—into the hands of these Freeman
Court sharks. Now pray be quiet, my dear Sir.”

Mr. Pickwick, whose face Inad been undergoing most surprising

changes during this speech, and who w^as evidently on the verge of
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a strong burst of indignation, calmed his wrath as well as he

could
;
and Perker, strengthening his argumentative power^ with

another pinch of snuff, proceeded.

“I have seen tlie woman this morning. By paying the costs,

you can obtain a full release and discharge from the damages
,

and further—this I know is a far greater object of consideration

with you, my dear Sir—a voluntary statement under her hand, in

the form of a letter to me, that this bu.^inesB was, from the veiy

first, fomented and encouraged and brought about, by these men,

Dodson and Fogg
;
that she deeply regrets ever having been the

instrument of annoyance or injury to you
;
and that she entreats

me to intercede with you, and implore your pardon.”

“If I pay her costs for her,” said Mr. Pickwick, indignantly;

“a valuable document, indeed !”

'‘No ‘i/’ in the ciise, my dear Sir,” said Perker, triumphantly.
“ There is the very letter I speak of. Brought to my office by

another woman at nine o’clock tliis morning, before I had set foot

in this place, or held any communication with Mrs. Bardell, upon

my honour.” And selecting the letter from the bundle, the little

lawyer laid it at l\Ir. Pickwick’s elbow, and took snuff for two
consecutive minutes without winking.

“ Is this all you have to say to me 1” enquired Mr. Pickwick,

mildly.

“Not quite,” replied Perker. “ I cannot undertake to say at

this moment, whether the wording of the cognovit, the nature of

the ostensible consideration, and the proof we can get together

about the whole conduct of the suit, will be sufficient to justify an

indictment for conspiracy. I fear not, my dear Sir
;
they are too

clever for that, I doubt. I do mean to say, however, that the

whole facts, taken together, will be sufficient to justify you in the

minds of all reasonable men. And now, my dear Sir, I put it to

you. This one hundred and fi^ty pounds, or whatever it may be

—

take it in round numbers—is l Ahing to you. A jury has decided

against you
;

well, their verdict is wrong, but still they decided as

they thought right, and it ts against you. You have now an

opportunity, on easy terms, of placing yourself in a much higher

position than you even could by remaining here
;
which would

only be imputed by people vdio didn’t know you to sheer, dogged,

wrong-headed, brutal obstinacy : nothing else, my dear Sir, believe

me. Gan you hesitate to avail yourself of it, when it restores you

to your friends, your old pursuits, your health and amusements

;

when it liberates your faithful and attached servant, whom you

otherwise doom to imprisonment for the whole of your life ? and

above all, when it enables you to take the very magnanimous
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revenge—which I know, my dear Sir, is one after your own heart

—of ^releasing this woman from a scene of misery and debauchery,

to which no man should ever be consigned if I had my will, but

the infliction of which, on any female, is frightful and barbarous.

Now I ask you, my dear Sir, not only as your legal ariviser, but

as your very true friend, will you let slip the occasion of attaining

all these objects and doing all this good, for the paltry considera-

tion of a few pounds finding their way into the pockets of a coujrle

of rascals, to whom it makes no manner of difference, except that

the more they gain the more they’ll seek, and so the sooner be led

into some piece of knavery that must end in a crash ? I have

put these considerations to you, my dear Sir, very feebly and

imperfectly, but I ask you to think of them—turn them over in

your mind as long iis you please : i wait here most patiently for

your answer.”

Before Mr. Pickwick could reply, before Mr. Perkcr had taken

one twentieth part of the snuff which so unusually long an address

imperatively required to be followed up, there was a low murmur-
ing of voices outside, and then a hesitating knock at the door,

“ Dear, dear,” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, wlio had been evidently

roused by his friend’s appeal
;

“ what an annoyance that door is !

Who is thatP’
“ Me, Sir,” loplied Sam Weller, putting in his head.

“I can’t speak to you just now', Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
**

I am engaged at this moment, Sam.”
“ Beg your pardon, Sir,” rejoined Mr. M'cllcr. “ But here’s a

lady here. Sir, as says slie’s somethin’ wery particldcT to disclose.”

“I can’t see any lady,” replied Mr. Pickwick, whose mind was

filled with visions of Mrs. Bardelk
“ 1 vouldn’t make too sure o’ that, Sir,” urged Mr. Weller,

shaking his head. “If you know’d who w'as near, Sir, I raytlier

think* you’d change your note
;
as the hawk remarked to himself

vith a cheerful laugh, ven he heerd the robin redbreast a singiii’

round the corner.”

“Who is it?” enquired Mr. Pickwdek.

“Vill you see her, Sir?” asked Mr. Weller, holding the door

in his hand, as if he had got some cunious live animal on the

other side.

“I suppose I must,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking at Pcrkcr.

“Veil then, all in to begin,” cried Sam. “Sound the gong,

draw up the curtain, and enter the two con spirators.”

As Sam Weller spoke, he threw the door open, and there

rushed tumultuously into the rcom, Mr. Nathaniel Winkle, leading

after him by the hand the identical voung lady who, at Dingley
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Dell, had worn the boots with the fur round the tops
;
and whoj

now a very pleasing compound of blushes and confusion, and, lilac

silk, and a smart hat, and a rich lace veil, looked prettier than

ever.

“ Miss Arabella Allen!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, rising from

his chair.

“ No,” replied Mr. Winkle, dropping on his knees. “ Mrs.

Winkle. Pardon, my dear friend, parduij
”

Mr. Pickwick could scarcely believe the evidence of his own
senses, and perhaps would not have done so, but for the corrobora-

tive testimony afforded by the smiling countenance of Perker, and

the bodily presence, in the background, of Sam and the pretty

housemaid, who appeared to contemplate the proceedings with the

liveliest satisbiction.

“ Oh, Mr. Pickwick,” said Arabella in a low voice, as if alarmed

at the silence, “can you forgive my imprudence 1”

Mr. Pickwick returned no verbal response to this appeal, but

he took off his spectacles in great haste, and seizing both the

young lady’s hands in his, kissed her a great number of times

—

perhaps a greater number than was absolutely necessary— and

theu, still retaining one of her hands, told Mr. Winkle he waa

an audacious young dog, and bade him get up, which Mr. Winkle,

who had been for some seconds scratching his nose with the brim

of his hat in a penitent manner, did; whereupon Mr. Pickwick

slapped him on the back several times, and then shook hands

heartily with Perker, who, not to be behindhand in the com-

pliments of the occasion, saluted both the bride and the pretty

housemaid with right good will, and having wrung Mr. Winkle’s

hand most cordially, wound up his demonstrations of joy by

taking snuff enough to set any half dozen men with ordinarily

constructed noses, a sneezing for life.

“ Why, my dear girl,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ how has alk this

come about ? Come, sit down, r id let me hear it all. How well

she looks, doesn’t she Perker?” added Mr. Pickwick, surveying

Arabella’s face with a look of ajs much pride and exultation, as if

she had been his own daughter.
“ Delightful, my dear.Sir,” replied the little man. “ If I were

not a married man myself, I should be disposed to envy you, you

dog, I should.” Thus expressing himself, the little lawyer gave

Mr. Winkle a poke in the chest, which that gentleman reciprocated

;

after which they both laughed very loudly, but not so loudly as

Mr. Samuel Weller, who had just relieved his feelings by kissing

the pretty housemaid under cover of the cupboard door.

“ I can never be grateful enough to you, Sam, I am sure,*
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said Arabella, with the sweetest smile imaginable. “ 1 shall not

forget your exertions in the garden at Clifton.”
,

“Don’t say nothin* wotcvcr about it, Ma’am,*’ replied Sam,
“ I only assisted natur. Ma’am

;
as the doctor said to the boy’s

mother, arter he’d bled him to death.”
“ Mary, my dear, sit down,” said Mr. Pickwick, cutting short

these compliments. “Now then—how long have you been

married, ehl”

Arabella looked baslifiilly at her lord and master, who replied,

“ Only three days.”

“ Only three days, eh 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Why, what

have you been doing these three months 1”

“ Ah, to be sm-e,” interposed Perker
;
“ come, account for this

idleness. You see Pickwick’s only astonishment is, that it wasn’t

all over months ago.”

“ Why the fact is,” replied Mr. Winkle, looking at his blushing

young wife, “ that I could not persuade Bella to run away for a

long time
;
and when I had persuaded her, it was a long time

more before we could find an opportunity. Mary had to give a

month’s warning, too, before she could leave her place next door,

and we couldn’t possibly have done it without her assistance.”

“ Upon my word,” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, who by tliis time

had resumed his spectacles, and was looking from Arabella to

Winkle, and from Winkle to Arabella, with as much delight

depicted in his countenance as warm-heartedness and kindly

feeling can communicate to the human face—“ upon my word !

you seem to have been very systematic in your proceedings. And
is your brother acquainted with all this, my dear?”

“ Oh, no, no,” replied Arabella^ changing colour. “ Dear Mr.

Pickwick, he must only know it from you—from your lips alone.

He is so violent, so prejudiced, and has been so—so anxious in

behalf of his friend, Mr. Sawyer,” added Arabella, looking fltown,

“that I fear the consequences dr'>adfully.”

“Ah, to be sure,” said Perker, gravely. “You must take

this matter in hand for them, my dear Sir. These young men will

respect you when they would listen to nobody else. You must

prevent mischief, my dear Sir, Hot blood—hot blood.” And the

little man took a warning pinch, and shook his head doubtfully.

“You forget, my love,” said Mr. Pickwick, gently, “you forget

that I am a prisoner.”
‘ “No, indeed I do not, my dear Sir,” replied Arabella. “ I

never have forgotten it
;
never ceased to think how great your suffer-

ings must have been in this shocking place, but I hoped that what

no consideration for yourself would induce you to do, a regard to
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our happiness might If my brother hears of this first from you, 1

feel pertain we shall be reconciled. He is my only relation in the

world, Mr. Pickwick, and unless you plead for me, I fear I have lost

even him. I have done wrong—vei-y, very wrong, I know.” Here

poor Arabella hid her face in her handkerchief, and wept bitterly.

Mr. Pickwick’s nature was a good deal worked upon by these

same tears, but when Mrs. Winkle, drying her eyes, took to coax-

ing and entreating in the sweetest tones of a very sweet voice, he

became particidarly restless, and evidently undecided Imw to act,

as was evinced by sundry nervous rubbings of his spectacle-glasses,

nose, tights, head, and gaiters.

Taking advantage of these symptoms of indecision, Mr. Perker

(to whom it appeared the young couple had driven straight that

morning) urged with legal point and shrewdness that Mr. Winkle,

senior, was still unacquainted with the important rise in lift^’s

flight of steps which his son had taken; that the future expecta-

tions of the said son depended entirely upon the said Winkle senior

continuing to regard him w'ith undimini&hed feelings of aflectiou

and attachment, which it was very unlikely he would do if tliis

great event were long kept a secret from him; that Mr. Pickwick

repairing to Bristol to seek Mr. Allen, might with equal reason

repair to Birmingham to seek Mr. Winkle, senior; lastly, that l\Ir.

Winkle, senior, had good right and title to consider Mr. Pickwick

as in some degree tlic guardian and adviser of his son, and that it

consequently behoved that gentleman, and was indeed due to his

personal character, to acquaint the aforesaid Winkle, senior,

personally, and by word of mouth, with the wdiole circumstances

of the case, and with the share he had taken in the transaction.

Mr. Tupmaii and Mr. Snodgrass ai rived most o[)portunely in

this stage of the pleadings, and as it was necessary to ex]»lain to

them all that had occurred, together with the various reasems pro

and ion, the wliole of the arguments were gone over again, after

which everybody urged every argumemt in his own way and at Ids

own length. And at last Mr. Pickwick, fliirly argued and remon-

strated out of all his resolutions, and being in imminent danger of

being argued and remonstrated out of his wits, caught Arabella in

his arms, and declaring that she was a very amiable creature, and

that he didn’t know how it was, but he had always been very fond

of her from the first, said he could never find it in his heart to

stand in the way of young people’s happiness, and they might do

with him as they pleased.

Mr. Weller’s first act, on hearing this concession, was to

dispatch Job Trotter to the illastrious Mr. Pell, with an authority

to deliver to the bearer the fonoal discharge which his prudent
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parent had had the foresight to leave in the hands of that learned

gentleman, in case it should be at any time required cyi an

emergency
;

his next proceeding was to invest his whole stock of

ready money in the purchase of five-and-twenty gallons of mild

porter, which he himself dispensed on the racket ground to every-

body who would partake of it; this done, he hurra’d in divers

parts of the building until he had lost his voice, and then quietly

relapsed into his usual collected and philosophical condition.

At three o’clock that afternoon, Mr. Pickwick took a last look

at his little room, and made his way as well as he could, through

the throng of debtors who pressed eagerly forward to shake him
by the hand, until he reached the lodge steps. He turned here to

look about him, and his eye lightened as he did so. In all the

crowd of wan enuiciatcd faces, he saw not one which was not the

happier for his sym])athy and charity.

“ Porker,” said Mr. Pickwick, beckoning one young man towards

him, “ this is Mr. Jingle, whom I s})oke to you about.”

“Very good, my dear Sir,” replied Perker, looking hard at

Jingle. “You will see me again, young man, to-morrow. I hope

you may live to remember deeply what I shall have to com-

municate, Sir.”

Jingle bowed respectfully, trembled very much as he took Mr.
Pick^dek’s proffered hand, and withdrew.

“Job you know, I think V* said Mr. Pickwick, presenting that

gentleman.
“ I know the rascal,” replied Perker, good-humouredly. “ See

after your friend, and be in the way to-morrow at one. Do you
hear? Now, is there anything more?”

“ Nothing,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick. “ You have delivered the

little parcel I gave you for your old landlord, Sam ?
”

“1 have, Sir,” replied Sam. “He bust out a cryin’, Sir, and

said you wos wery gen’rous 'ind thoughtful, and he only wished

you could have him innockilated for a gallopin’ consumj)ti()n, for

his old friend as had lived here so long wos dead, and he’d noverea

to look for ajiother.
”

“Poor fellow, poor fellow!” said Mr. Pickwick. “God bless

you, my friends 1
”

.
•

As Mr. Pickwick uttered this adieu, the crowd raised a loud

shout, and many among them were jiressing forward to shake him

by the hand again, when he drew his arm through Perker’s, and

hurried from the prison, far more sad and melancholy, for the

moment, than when he had first entered it. Alas I how many sad

and unhappy beings had he left behind! and how many of them lie

caged there, still I
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A happy evening was that for at least one r^arty in the (ieorge

and yultiirc, and light and cheerful were two of the hcjiits tliat

emerged from its hopfutahle door next morning; tin* owners tlieieof

were Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller, the former c>f wlioni was

speedily deposited inside a coinfortable post coacl], with a little

dickey behind, in whi(^h tlie latter mounted with great agility

“ Sir,” called out Mr. Weller, to his niiister.

“ Well, Sam,” rejilied Mr. Pickwick, thrusting his head out of

the window.
“ f wish them horses had been three months and belter in the

Fleet, Sir.”

“Why, Sam?” inquired Mr. Ihekwick.
“ Vy, Sir,” exelaimcd J\ir Weller, rubhinL’ bis hajul.^, ‘‘ :i«rv

they vould go if they had been !

”

OIlylPTEK XLVTI.

RKLATE3 HOW MR, PICKWICK, WITH THE ASSISTANC:: OF SAMUKL

WKLLER, ESSAYED TO SOFTEN THK HEART OK .UR. HKN.i\MIN

ALLEN, AND TO MOLLIFY THE WRATH OF MU. ilOLERT

SAWYER.

1\Ir. Pen Allen and Mr. Bob Sa\Nyer sat togeth- r in the

little surgery behind the shop, discussing minced vo'al and future

prospects, when the disccnirse, not unnaturally, turned upon the

praeticAj acquired by Bob the aforesaid, and his jjresent chances of

deriving a competent independence from tlie honourable prol'cssion

to which he had devoted himself.
“—Which, I think,” observed IHr. Bob Sawyer, iiursuiiig ihe

thrcYl of the subject, “which I think, Ben, are Tether duhious.”

“What’s rather dubious?” enquired Mr. Ben Allen, at tlie

same time sliarponing liis intellects with a arauglii of l)eer.

“ What’s dubious ?
”

“ Why, the chances,” responded Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“I forgot,” said Mr. Ben Allen. “TJic beer has reminded me
that I forgot, Bob—yes

;
they are dubious.”

“ It’s wonderful how the jioor peoide patronise ino,” said Mr.

Bob Sawyer, reflectively. “ They knock me up at all houis of the

night, take medicine to an extent which I should have conceived

impossible, put on blisters and leeches with a perseveiance worthy

of a better cause, and make additions to their families in a

manner whiejj is quite awful. Six of those last-named bttle
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promissory notes, all due on the same day Ben, and all entrusted

to me."
“ It’s very gratifying, isn’t it 1 ” said Mr. Ben Allen, holding

his plate for some more minced veal.

“ Oh, very,” replied Bob
;
“only not quite so much so as the

confidence of patients, with a shilling or two to spare, would be.

This business was capitally described in the advertisement, Ben.

It is a practice, a very extensive practice—and that’s all.”

“ Bob,” said Mr. Ben Allen, laying diA\ n his knife and fork,

and fixing his eyes on the visage of his friend
—

' Bob, I’ll tell you

what it is.”

“ What is it ?
” enquired Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“You must make yourself, with as little delay as possible,

master of Arabella’s one thousand pounds.”
“ Three per cent, consolidated Bank annuities, now standing in

her name in the book or books of the Governor and Company of

the Bank of England,” added Bob Sawyer, in legal phraseology.
“ Exactly so,” said Ben. “ She has it when she comes of age,

or marries. She wants a year of coming of age, and if you plucked

up a spirit she needn’t want a month of being married.”
“ She’s a very charming and delightful creature,” quoth Mr.

Robert Sawyer, in reply ;
“ and has only one fault that I know

of, Ben. It happens unfortunately, that that single blemish is a

want of taste. She don’t like me.”
“ It’s my opinion that she don’t know what she does like,” said

Mr. Ben Allen, contemptuously.

“Perhaps not,” remarked Mr. Bob Sawyer. “But it’s my
opinion that she does know what she doesn’t like, and that’s of

even more importance.”
“ I wish,” said Mr. Ben Allen, setting his teeth together, and

speaking more like a savage warrior who fed upon raw wolfs flesh

which he carved with his fingers, than a peaceable young gentleman

who eat minced veal with a knife and fork—“I wish I knew whether

any rascal really has been tampeang with her, and attempting to

engage her afiections. I think I should assassinate him, Bob.”
“ I’d put a bullet in him if I found him out,” said Mr. Sawyer,

stopping in the course t'f a long draught of beer, and looking

malignantly out of the porter pot. “ If that didn’t do his business.

I’d extract it afterwards, and LiU him that way.”

Mr. Benjamin Allen gazed abstractedly on his friend for some

minutes in silence, and then said

—

“You have never proposed to her point-blank. Bob 1
”

“ No. Because I saw it would be of no iLse,” replied Mr
Robert Sawyer. •
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“You shall do it before you are twenty-four hours older,” re-

torted Ben, with desperate calmness. “ She shall have you, or

I’ll know the reason why—I’ll exert my authority.”

“ Well,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, “We shall see.”

“ We shall see, my friend,” replied Mr. Ben Allen, fiercely,

lie paused for a few seconds, and added in a voice broken by
emotion, “ You have loved her from a child, my frieml—you loved

her when we were boys at school together, and even tlicri she was
wayward, and slighted your young feelings. Do you recollect, with

all the eagerness of a child’s love, one day pressing u})on her

acceptance two small carraway-seed biscuits and one sweet apple,

neatly folded into a circular parcel with the leaf of a copy-book '?

”

“ J do,” replied Bob Sawyer.

“She slighted that, I think?” said Ben Allen.

“She did,” rejoined Bob. “ She said I had kej)t tlie parcel so

long in the pockets of my corduroys, that the apple was un-

pleasantly warm.”

“I remember,” said Mr. Allen, gloomily. “ rj)on which we
ate it ourselves, in alternate bites.”

Bob Sawyer intimated his recollection of the circumstance last

alluded to, by a melancholy frown; and the two fiiends remained

for some time absorbed, each in his own meditations.

While these observations were being exchanged between Mr.

Bob Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen, and while the boy in the

grey livery, marvelling at the unwonted prolongation of the dinner,

cast an anxious look from time to time towards the glass door, dis-

tracted by inward misgivings regarding the amount of minced veal

which would be ultimately reserved for his imiividual cravings,

there rolled soberly on through the streets of Bristol, a private tly,

painted of a sad green colour, drawn by a chubby sort of brown
horse, and driven by a surly looking man with his legs dressed lilce

the ^"^gs of a groom, and his body attired in the coat of a coach-

man. Such appearances are common to many vehicles belonging

to, and maintained by, old ladies of economical habits
;
and in this

vehicle there sat an old lady who was its mistress and proprietor.

“ Martin !
” said the old lady, calling to the surly man out of

the front window.

“Well?” said the surly man, touching his hat to the old lady
“ Mr. Sawyer’s,” said the old lady.

“ I was going there,” said the surly man.

The old lady nodded the satisfaction which this proof of the

Burly man’s foresight imparted to her feelings
;
and the surly man

giving a smart lash to the chubby horse, they all repaired to Mr
Bob Sawyer’s together.
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Martiu !
" said the old lady, when the tly stopped at the dooi

of Mr. Kobert Sawyer late Nockemorf.
“ WeU 1 '' said Martin.
“ Ask the lad to step out and mind the horse.”

“ I’m going to mind the horse myself,” said Martin, laying his

whip on the roof of the fly.

“I can’t permit it on any account,” said the old lady; “your
testimony will be very important, and I must take you into the

house with me. You must not stir from m> side during the whole

interview. Do you hear 1 ”

“ 1 hear,” replied Martin-
“ Well

;
what are you stopping for ?

”

“ Notliing,’’ replied Martin. So saying, the surly man leisurely

descended from the wheel upon which he had been poising himself

on the tops of the toes of his right foot, and having summoned the

boy in the grey livery, opened the coach-door, flung down the

steps, aiul thrusting in a hand enveloped in a dark wash-leather

glove, pulled out the old lady with as mmdi unconcern in his

manner as if she were a bandbox.

“ Dear me,” exclaimed the old lady, “I am so flurried now I

have got liere Martin, that Fm all in a tremble.”

Mr. Martin coughed behind the dark wash-leather glove, but

expressed no further sympathy
;

so the old lady, composing her-

self, trotted up iVIr. Bob Sawyer’s steps, and Mr. Martin followed.

Immediately upon the old lady’s entering the shop, Mr. Benjamin

Allen and Mr. Bob Sawyer, who had been putting the spirits and

water out of sight, and upsetting nauseous drugs to take ofl' the

smell of the tobacco -smoke, issued hastily forth in a transport of

pleasure and affection,

“ My dear aunt,” exclaimed Mr. Ben Allen, “ how kind of you

to look in upon us, Mr, Sawyer, aunt; my friend Mr. Bob
Savycr that I have spoken to you about, regarding— you know,

aunt.” And here Mr. Ben Allen, who was not at the moment
extraordinarily sober, added the ^vo^d “Arabella,” in what was
meant to be a whisper, but which was in fact an especially

audible and distinct tone of speech, which nobody could avoid

hearing, if anybody were* so disposed.

“ My dear Benjamin,” said the old lady, struggling witli a great

shortness of breath, and trembMng from head to foot
—“ don’t be

alarmed, my dear, but I think I had better speak to Mr. Sawyer

alone for a moment—only for one moment.”

“Bob,” said Mr. Ben Allen, “will you take my aunt into the

surgery ^
’

“Certainly,” responded Bob, in a most professional voice.
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" Step this way, my dear Ma'am. Don’t frightened, Ma’am.
We shall be able to set you to rights in a very short time, I Iiave

no doubt. Ma’am. Here, my dear Ma’am. Now then.” With
this Mr. Hob Sawyer having handed the old lady to a ehair, shut

the door, drew another chair close to her, and waited to hear

detailed the symptoms of some disorder from which he saw in

perspective a long train of profits and advantages.

The first thing the old lady did, was to shake her head a great

many times, and begin to cry.

Nervous,” said Bob Sawyer complacently. “ Cam])hnr-jiilep

and water three times a day, and composing dranglit at night.”

“I don’t Vnow how to begin, Mr. Sawyer,” said the old lady.

** It is so very painful and distressing.”

‘‘You need not begin, l^Ia’aiii,” rejoined Mr. Bob Saw'yer. “ I

can anticipate all you would say. The head is in fault.”

“ I shoidd be very sorry to think it was the heart,” said the

old lady, with a slight groan.

“Not the slightest danger of that, Ma’am,” replied Bob
Sawyer. “The stomach is the prirnaiy cause.”

“Mr. Sawyer !” exclaimed the old lady, starting.

“Not the least doubt of it. Ma’am,” rejoined Bob, looking

wonilrous wise. “ Medicine, in time, my dear Ma’am, would have

prevented it all.”

“Mr. Sawyer,” said the old lady, more flurried than before,

“ this conduct is either great impertinence to one in my situation,

Sir, or it arises from your not understanding the object of my
visit. If it had been in the power of medicine or any foresight I

could have used to prevent what has occurred, I should certainly

have done so. I had better see my nejihew at once,” said the old

lady, twirling her reticule indignantly, and rising as she spoke.

“Stop a moment, Ma’am,” said Bob Sawyer; “1 am alVaid I

have pot understood you. What is the matter, Ma’am 't
”

“My niece, Mr. Sawyer,” said the old lady—“your friend’s sister.’

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Bob, all impatience; for tJie old lady,

although much agitated, spoke with the most tantalising delibera-

tion, as old ladies often do. “Yes, Ma’am.”
“ Left my home, Mr. Sawyer, three days ago, on a pretended

visit to my sister, another aunt of hers, who keeps the large board

ing school just beyond the third mile-stone, where there is a very

large laburnum tree and an oak gate,” said the old lady, stopping

in this place to dry her eyes.

“Oh, devil take the laburnum tree? Ma’am,” said Bob, quite

forgetting his professional dignity in his anxiety. “Get on a

little faster
:
put a little more steam on, Ma’am, pray.”
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“ This morning,” said the old lady, slowly, “ this moming,
ahe-

“She came back. Ma’am, I suppose,” said Bob, with great

animation. “ Did she come back 1 ”

“ No, she did not—she wrote,” replied the old lady.

“ What did she say ?
” enquired Bob, eagerly.

“She said, Mr. Sawyer,” replied the old lady—“and it is this

I want you to prepare Benjamin’s mind for, gently and by degrees
j

she said that she was—I have got the letter in my pocket, Mr.

Sawyer, but my glasses are in the carriage, and I should only waste

the time if I attempted to point out the passage to you, without

them
;
she said, in short, Mr. Sawyer, that she was married.”

“ What !
” said, or rather shouted, Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“ Married,” repeated the old lady.

Mr. Bob Sawyer stopped to hear no more
;
but darting from

the surgery into the outer shop, cried in a stentorian voice, “ Ben,

my boy, she’s bolted !

”

Mr. Ben Allen, who had been slumbering behind the counter

with his head half a foot or so below his knees, no sooner heard

this appalling communication, than he made a precipitate rush at

Mr. Martin, and twisting his hand in the neck-cloth of that taci-

turn servitor, expressed an obliging intention of choking him
where he stood, which intention, with a promptitude often the

effect of desperation, he at once commenced carrying into execution

with much vigour and surgical skill.

Mr. Martin, who was a man of few words and possessed but

little power of eloquence or persuasion, submitted to this operation

with a very calm and agreeable expression of countenance, for some
seconds

;
finding, however, that it threatened speedily to lead to a

result which would place it beyond his power to claim any wag('8,

board or otherwise, in all times to come, he muttered an inarticu-

late remonstrance, and felled Mr. Benjamin Allen to the gaound.

As that gentleman had got his hands entangled in his cravat, he had

no alternative but to follow bin to the floor. There they both

lay struggling, when the shop-door opened, and the party was in-

creased by the arrival of two most unexpected visitors, to wit, Mr.

Pickwick and Mr. Samupl Weller.

The impression at once produced upon Mr. Weller’s mind by

what he saw, was, that Mr. M'*rtin was hired by the establishment

of Sawyer late Nockemorf, to take strong medicine, or to go into

fits and be experimentalised upon, or to swallow poison now and

then with the view of testing the efficacy of some new antidotes, or

to do something or other to promote the great science of medicine,

and gratify the ardent spirit of enquiry burning in the bosoms
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its two young professors. So, without presuming to interfere, Sam
stood perfectly still, and looked on as if he were mightily interested

in thc! result of the then pending experiment. Not so, ]\Ir. Pick-

wick. lie at once threw himself upon the astonished combatants

with his accustomed energy, and loudly called upon the by
standers to interpose.

This roused IMr. Bob Saw3'er, who had been hitlicrto quite

paralysed by the frenzy of his companion
;
and with that gentle

man’s assistance, Mr. Pickwick raised Ben Allen to his lect. Mr.

Martin finding himself alone on the floor, got up and looked about

him.
“ Mr. Allen,” said Mr. Pickwick, “what is the matter, Sirl”
“ Never mind, Sir,” replied Mr. Allen, with haughty (lefiance.

“ What is it ? ” enquired Mr. Pickwick, hacking at Bob Sawyer.
“ la he unwell ?

”

Before Bob could reply, Mr. Ben Allen seized Mr. Pickwick by

the hand, and murmured, in sorrowful accents, “ My sister, my
dear Sir

;
my sister.”

“ Oh, is that all ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. “ We shall easily

arrange that matter, I hope. Your sister is safe and well, and I

am here, my dear Sir, to
”

“ Sorry to do anythin’ a»s may cause an interruption to such

wery pleasant proccedin’s, as the king said ven he dissolved the

parliament,” interp(3se(l l\Tr. Weller, who had been pcejung through

the glass door; “but there’s another experiment here. Sir. Here’s

a wenerable old lady a lyin’ on the carpet vaitin’ for dissection, or

galwinism, or some other rewivin’ and scientific inwention.”

“I forgot,” exclaimed Mr. Ben Allen. “It is my aunt.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick. “Poor lady! gently Sara,

gently.”
“ Strange sitivation for one o’ the family,” observed Sam

Welle^, hoisting the aunt into a chair. “Now, depitty Sawbfuies,

bring out the wollatilly.”

The latter observation was addressed to tlie boy in grey, who,

having handed over the fly to the c.are of the street-keeper, had

come back to see what all the noise was about. Between the boy

in grey, and Mr. Bob Sawyer, and Mr. Beniamin Allen (who having

frightened his aunt into a fainting fit, was affectionately solicitous

for her recovery) the old lady wuia at length restored to conscious-

ness
;
and then Mr. Ben Allen, turning with a puzzled countenance

to Mr. Pickwick, asked him what he was about to say when he

had been so alarmingly interrupted.

“We are all friends here, I presume ?
” said Mr. Pickwick,

clearing his voice, and looking towards the man of few words
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with the surly countenance, who drove the fly with the chubby
horse.

This reminded Mr. Bob Sawyer that the boy in grey was look-

ing on, with eyes wide open and greedy cars. The incipient

chemist having been lifted up by his coat collar and dropped out-

side the door, Bob Sawyer assured Mr. Pickwick that he might
speak without reserve.

“Your sister, my dear Sir,*’ said Mr. Pickwick, turning to

Benjamin Allen, “ is in London
;
well and happy.”

“Her happiness is no object to me, Sii,’ said Mr. Benjamin
Allen, with a flourish of the hand.

“ Her husband is an object to me^ Sir,” said Bob Sawyer. “ He
shall be an object to me, Sir, at twelve paces, and a very pretty

object I’ll make of him. Sir—a mean-spirited scoundrel !
” This,

as it stood, was a very pretty denunciation, and magnanimous
withal

;
but Mr. Bob Sawyer rather weakened its effect, by winding

up with some general observations concerning the punching of

heads and knocking out of eyes, which were commonplace by
comparison.

“Stay, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick; “before you apply those

epithets to the gentleman in question, consider dispassionately the

extent of his fault, and above all remember that he is a friend of

mine.”
“ What !

” said Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ His name,” cried Ben Allen. “ His name.”
“ Mr. Natiianiel Winkle,” said Mr. Pickwick, firmly.

Mr. Benjamin Allen deliberately crushed his spectacles beneath

the heel of his boot, and having picked up the pieces and put

them into three separate pockets, folded his arms, bit his lips, and

looked in a threatening manner at the bland features of Mr.

Pickwick.

“Then it’s you, is it. Sir, who have encouraged and brought

about this match ? ” inquired Mr. Benjamin Allen, at length.

“And it’s this gentleman’s sc want, I 8up})ose,” interrupted the

old lady, “ who has been skulking about my house, and endeavour-

ing to entrap my servants to conspire against their mistress.

Martin !

”

“WelU” said the surly man, coming forward.
“ Is that the young man you saw in the lane, whom you told

me about this morning ?
”

Mr. Martin, who, as it has already appeared, was a man of few

words, looked at Sam Weller, nodded his head, and growled forth,

“ That’s the man.” Mr. Weller, who was never proud, gave a

smile of friendly recognition as his eyes encountered those of the
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surly groom, Jind admitted, in courteous terms, that he had

“kuowed him afore.”

“Afid tliis is the faithful creature,” exclaimed Mr. Ben Allen,

“ that I had nearly suffocated ! Mr. Pickwick, how dare you allow

your fellow to be employed in the abduction of my sister 1 I

demand that you explain this matter, Sir.”

“ Explain it, Sir !
” cried Bob Sawyer, fiercely.

“ It’s a conspiracy,” said Ben Allen.

“A regular plant,” added Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ A disgracefid imposition,” observed the old lady.

“Nothing but a do,” remarked Martin.

“Pray hear me,” urged Mr. Pickwick, as Mr. Ben Allen fell

into a chair that patients were bled in, and gave way to his })ocket-

handkerchief. “ 1 have rendered no assistance in this matter,

beyond that of being present at one interview between the young

people, which I could not prevent, and from which I conceived my
presence would remove any slight colouring of impropriety that it

might otherwise have had : this is the whole share 1 have taken

in the transaction, and I had no suspicion that an immediate

marriage was even contemplated. Though, mind,” added Mr.

Pickwick, hastily checking himself, “ mind, I do not say I should

have prevented it, if I had known that it was intended.”

“You hear that, all of you
;
you hear that 1 ” said Mr. Benjamin

Allen.

“ I hope they do,” mildly observed Mr. Pickwick, looking

round; “and,” added that gentleman, his colour mounting as he

spoke, “1 hope they hear this. Sir, also,—that from what has

l)een stated to me. Sir, I assert that you were by no means justified

in attempting to force your sister's inclinations as you did, and

that you should ratlier have endeavoured by your kindness and

forbearance to have supplied the place of other nearer relations

whom iJie has never known from a child. As regards my young

friend, I must beg to add, that in every point of worldly advantage,

he is at least on an equal footing with yourself, if not on a much
better one, and that unless I hear this question discussed with

becoming temper and moderation, I decline hearing any more said

upon the subject.” ,

“I vish to make a wery few remarks in addition to wot has

been put forard by the honorable gen'lm'n as has jist given over,”

said Mr. Weller, stepping forth, “vich is this here: a indiwidual

in company has called me a feller.”

“That has nothing whatever to do with the matter, Sam,”

interposed Mr. Pickwick. “ Pray hold your tongue.”
“ I ain't a goiu’ to say nothin' on that ere pint. Sir,” replied
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Sam, “ but merely this here. P’raps that gen’lm’n may think as

there vos a priory ’tachment, but there vom’t nothin’ o’ the sort,

for the young lady said in the wery beginnin’ o’ the keepin’ com-

pany that she couldn’t abide him. Nobody’s cut him out, and it

’ud ha’ been just the wery same for him if the young lady had

never seen Mr. Vinkle. That’s wot I vished to say, Sir, and I

hope I’ve now made that ’ere gen’lm’n’s mind easy.”

A short pause followed these consolatory remarks of Mr. Weller,

and then Mr. Ben Allen rising from his ^hair, protested that he

would never see Arabella’s face again, while Mr. Bob Sawyer,

despite Sam’s flattering assurance, vowed dreadful vengeance on

the happy bridegroom.

But, just when matters were at their height and threatening to

remain so, Mr. Pickwick found a powerful assistant in the old lady,

who, evidently much struck by the mode in which he had advocateri

her niece’s cause, ventured to approach Mr. Benjamin Allen with

a few comforting reflections, of which the chief were, that after all,

perhaps, it was well it was no worse
;
the least said the soonest

mended, and upon her word she did not know that it was so very

bad after all
;
that what was over couldn’t be begun, and what

couldn’t be cured must be endured, with various other assuijances

of the like novel and strengthening description. To all of which,

Mr. Benjamin Allen replied that he meant no disrespect to his

aunt or anybody there, but if it were all the same to them, and

they would allow him to have his own way, he would rather have

the pleasure of hating his sister till death and alter it.

At length when tins determination had been announced half a

hundred times, the old lady suddenly bridling up and looking very

majestic, wished to know what she had done that no respect was
to be paid to her years or station, and that she should be obliged

to beg and i)ray in that way of her own nephew, whom she re-

membered about five-and-twenty years before he was boiu, and

whom she had known personally when he hadn’t a tooth in his

head
;

to say nothing of her pr».oence on the first occasion of his

having his hair cut, and assistance at numerous other times and

ceremonies during his babyhoocl, of suflicient importance to found

a claim upon his affection, obedience, and sympathies, for ever.

While the good lady was bestowing this objurgation on Mr.

Ben Allen, Bob Sawyer and Mr. Pickwick had retired in close

conversation to the inner room, where the former gentleman w^as

observed to apply himself several times to the mouth of a black

bottle, under the influence of which, his features gradually assumed

a cheerful and even jovial expression. And at last he emerged

from the room, bottle in hand, and remarking that he was very
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Borry to say he had been making a fool of hinibclf, begged to pro-

pose Ihe health and happiness of Mr. and Mrs. Winkle, whose
felicity, so far from envying, he would be the first to congratulate

them upon. Hearing this, Mr. Ben Allen suddenly arose from his

chair, and seizing the black bottle drank the toast so heartily,

that, the liquor being strong, he became nearly as black in the face

as the bottle itself. Finally the black bottle went round till it

was empty, and there was so much shaking of liands and inter-

changing of compliments, that even the metal-visaged Mr. Martin

condescended to smile.

“And now,” said Hob Sawyer, rubbing his hands, “we’ll have

a jolly night.”

“ I am sorry,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ that I must return to my
inn. I have not been accustomed to fatigue lately, and my journey

has tired me exceedingly.”

“You’ll take some tea, Mr. Pickwick T’ said the old lady, with

irresistible sweetness.

“Thank you, T would rather not,” replied that gentleman. The
truth is, that the old lady’s evidently increasing admiration was
Mr. Pickwick’s principal inducement for going. He tliouglit of

Mrs. Ikirdell : and every glance of the old Uuly’s eyes threw him
into a cold perspiration.

As Mr. IMekwick could by no means be prevailed U})on to stay,

it was arranged at once, on his own proposition, that Mr. Benjamin

Allen should accompany him on his journey to the elder Mr.

Winkle’s, and that the coach should be at the door at nine o’clock

next morning. He then took his leave, and, fullowod by SamueJ

Weller, repaired to tlie Bush. It is worthy of remark, tliac Mr.

IHartin’s face was horribly convulsed as he shook hands with Sain

at parting, and tJiat he gave vent to a smile and an oath siinul-

taneoiisly, from which tokens it has been inferred by those who
were libst acquainted with that gentleman’s peemliarities that he

expressed himself much pleased with Mr. Weller’s society, and

requested the honor of his further acquaintance
“ Shall I order a private room, Sir ? ” inquired Sam, wdien they

reached the Ihish.

“Why, no, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwick; “as I dined in the

coffee room, and shall go to bed soon, it is hardly worth while.

See who there is in the traveller’s room, Sam.”

Mr. Weller departed on his errand, and presently returned to

say that there was only a gentleman with one eye, and the land-

lord, who were drinking a bowl of bishop together.

“ I will join them,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ He’s a queer customer, the vun-eyed vun, Sir,” observed Mr
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Weller, as he led the way. “ He’s a gammonin’ that ’ere landlord,

he is, Sir, till he don’t rightly know vether he’s a standing on the

soles of his boots or the crown of his hat.”

The individual to whom this observation referred, was sitting

at the upper end of the room when Mr. Pickwick entered, and was
smoking a large Dutch pipe, with his eye intently fixed upon the

round face of the landlord, a jolly looking old personage, to whom
he had recently been relating some tale of wonder, as was testified

by sundiy disjointed exclamations of, "'Well, I wouldn’t have

believed it ! The strangest thing I ever heard ! Couldn’t have

supposed it possible !
” and other expressions of astonishment

which burst spontaneously from his lips as he returned the fixed

gaze of the one-eyed man.
“ Servant, Sir,” said the one-eyed man to Mr. Pickwick. “ Fine

night, Sir.”

“ Very much so indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick, as the waiter

placed a small decanter of brandy, and some hot water before

him.

While Mr. Pickwick was mixing his brandy and water, the one-

eyed man looked round at him earnestly, from time to time, and at

length said

—

“ I think I’ve seen you before.”

“ I don’t recollect you,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick.

“I dare say not,” said the one-eyed man. “You didn’t know
me, but I knew two friends of yours that w'ere stopping at the

Peacock at Eataiiswill, at the time of the Election.”

“ Oh, indeed !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes,” rejoined the one-eyed man. “I mentioned a little

circumstance to them about a friend of mine of the name of Tom
Smart. Perhaps you’ve heard them speak of it.”

“ Often,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, smiling. “ He was your uncle,

I think 1
” ‘‘

“ No, no—only a friend of my uncle’s,” replied the one-eyed

man.
“ He was a wonderful man, that uncle of yours, though,”

remarked the landlord, shaking his head.

“Well, I think he was
;
I think I may say he was,” answered

the one-eyed man. “ 1 could tell you a story about that same

uncle, gentlemen, that would i ither surprise you.”

“Could you?” said Mr. Pickwick. “Let us hear it by all

means.”

The one-eyed Bagman ladled out a glass of negus from the bowl,

and drank it, smoked a long whiflf out of the Dutch pipe, and then

calling to Sam Weller who was lingering near the door, that he
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needn't go away unleBs he wanted to, because the story was no

secretj* fixed his eye upon the landlord’s, and proceeded in the

words of the next chapter.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

CONT/LININQ THE STORY OF TUB BAOMAN’s UNCLE.

“My uncle, gentlemen,” said the bagman, “was one of the

merriest, pleasantest, cleverest fellows tliat ever lived. I wisli

you liad known him, gentlemen. On second thoughts, gentlemen,

I dorCi wish you had known him, for if you had, you would have

been all by this time in the ordinary course of nature, if not dead,

at all events so near it, as to have taken to stopping at home and

giving up company, which would have depiived me of the inesti-

mable pleasure of addressing you at this moment. Gentlemen, 1

wish your fathers and mothers had known my uncle. They would
have been amazingly fond of him, especially your respectable

mothers, I know they would. If any two of his numerous virtues

predominated over the many that adorned his character, I should

say they were his mixed punch and his after-supper song. Excuse

my dwelling upon these melancholy recollections of departed w’orth
;

you won’t see a man like my uncle evciy day in the week.
“ I have always considered it a great point in my uncle’s char-

acter, gentlemen, that he was the intimate friend and companion

of Tom Smart, of the great house of Bilson and Slum, Oatcaton

Street, City. My uncle collected for Tiggin and Welps, but for a

long time he went pretty near the same journey as Tom
;
and the

very first night they met, my uncle took a fanev for Tom, and

Tom "JDok a fancy for my uncle. They made a bet of a new hat

before they had known each other half an hour, who should brew

the best quart of punch and drink it the quickest. IMy uncle was
judged to have won the making, but Tom Smart beat him in the

drinking by about half a salt-spoon-full. They took another quart

a piece to drink each other’s health in, and were staunch friends

ever afterwards. There’s a destiny in these things gentlemen
;
we

can’t help it.

“ In personal appearance, my uncle was a trille shorter than the

middle size
;
he w^as a thought stouter too, than the ordinary run

of people, and perhaps his face might be a shade redder. He had

the jolliest face you ever saw, gentlemen : something like Punch,

with a handsomer nose and chin
,

his eyes were always twinkling
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and sparkling with good humour, and a smile—not one of youi

unmeaning wooden grins, but a real, merry, hearty, good-tempered

smile, was perpetually on his countenance. He was pitched out of

his gig once, and knocked head first against a mile-stone. There

he lay, stunned, and so cut about the face with some gravel which

had been heaped up alongside it, that, to use my uncle’s own
strong expression, if his mother could have revisited the earth,

she wouldn’t have known him. Indeed, when I come to think of

the matter, gentlemen, I feel pretty sure she wouldn’t, for she died

when my uncle was two years and seven months dd, and I think

it’s very likely that even without the gravel, his top-boots would

have puzzled the good lady not a little, to say nothing of his jolly

red face. However, there he lay, and I have heard my uncle say

many a time that the man said who picked him up that he was
smiling as merrily as if he had tumbled out for a treat, and that

after they had bled him, the first faint glimmerings of returning

animation were, his jumping up in bed, bursting out into a loud

laugh, kissing the young woman who held the basin, and demand-
ing a mutton chop and a pickled walnut instantly. He was ver>'

fond of pickled w’alnuts, gentlemen. He said he always found

that, taken without vinegar, they relished the beer.

“ My uncle’s great journey was in the fall of the leaf, at which

time he collected debts and took orders in the nortli
:
going from

London to Edinburgh, from Edinburgh to Glasgow, from Glasgow

back to Edinburgh, and thence to London by the smack. You
are to understand that this second visit to Edinburgh was for his

own pleasure. He used to go back for a week, just to look up
his old friends; and what with breakfasting with this one, and

lunching with that, and dining with a third, and suppitig with

another, a pretty tight week he used to make of it. I don’t know
whether any of you, gentlemen, ever partook of a real substantial

hospitable Scotch breakfast, and then went out to a slight lunch

of a bushel of oysters, a dozen or so of bottled ale, and a noggin

or two of whiskey to close up \^ith. If you ever did, you will

agree with me that it requires a pretty strong head to go out to

dinner and supper afterwards.

“ But, bless your hearts and eyebrows, all this sort of thing was

nothing to my uncle. He was so well seasoned that it was mere

child’s play, i have heard hin say that he could see the Dundee
people out any day, and walk home afterwards without staggering;

and yet the Duinlee people have as strong heads and as strong

punch, gentlemen, as you are likely to meet with, between the

poles. I have heard of a Glasgow man and a Dundee man drink-

ing against each other for fifteen hours at a sitting. They were
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both sufFncated as nearly as could be asrerKined at the same
moment, but with this trilling exception, gentlemen, they were not

a bit* the worse for it.

“ One night, within four-and-twenty hours of the time when he

had settled to take shipping for London, my uncle supped at the

house of a very old friend of his, a Baillie Mac something, and
four syllables after it, who lived in the old town of Edinburgh,

'rhere w'cre the badlie’s wife, and the baillie’s throe daughters, and
the baillio^s grown-up son, and three or four stout, bushy eye-

browed, canty old Scotch fellows that the baillie had got together

to do honour to my uncle, and help to make merry. It was a

glorious supper. There was kippered salmon, and Finnan had-

docks, and a lamb’s head, and a haggis
;
a celebrated Scotch dish,

gentlemen, which my uncle used to say always looked to him,

when it came to table, very much like a cupid’s stomach
;
and a

great many other things besides, that I forgot the names of, but

very good things notwithstanding. The lassies were pretty and
agreeable

;
tl)e baillie’s wife one of the best creatures that ever

lived
;
and my uncle in thoroughly good cue ; the consequence of

which was, that the young ladies tittered and giggled, and the old

lady laughed out loud, and the baillie and the other old fellows

roared till they were red in the face, the whole mortal time. I

don’t quite recollect how many tumblers of whiskey toddy each

man drank after supper, but this I know, that about one o'clock

in the morning, the baillie’s grown-up son became insensible while

attempting the first verse of ‘ Willie brewed a ])eck o’ maut
;

’ and

he having been, for half an hour before, the only other man visible

above the mahogany, it occurred to my uncle that it was almost

time 'to think about going, especially as drinking had set in at

seven o’clock in order that he might get home at a decent hour.

But thinking it might hot be quite polite to go just then, my uncle

voted^hiinself into the chair, mixed another glass, rose to propose

his own health, addressed himself in a neat and complimentary

speech, and drank the toast with great enthusiasm. Still nobody

woke; so my uncle took a little drop more— neat this time, to

prevent the toddy disagreeing with him, and laying violent hands

on his hat sallied forth into the street. •

“It was a wild gusty night when my uncle closed the baillie’s

door
;
and settling his hat firmly on his head to prevent the wind

from taking it, thrust his hands into his pockets, and looking

upwards, took a short survey of the state of the weather. The
clouds were drifting over the moon at their giddiest speed, at one

time wholly obscuring her, at another, suffering her to burst forth

in full splendour and shed her light on all the objects around

;

Y q



660 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

anon, driving over her again with increased velocity, and shrouding

everything in darkness. ‘Really, this won’t do,’ said my uncle,

addressing himself to the weather, as if he felt himself personally

offended. ‘ This is not at all the kind of thing for my voyage.

It will not do at any price,’ said my uncle, very impressively. And
having repeated this, several times, he recovered his balance with

some difficulty—for he was rather giddy with looking up into the

sky so long—and walked merrily on.

“ The baillie’s house was in the Canungate, and my uncle was
going to the other end of Leith Walk, rather b<dter than a mile’s

journey. On either side of him, there shot up agamst the dark

sky, tall, gaunt, straggling houses, with time-stained fronts, and

windows that seemed to have shared the lot of eyes in mortals,

and to have grown dim and sunken with age. Six, seven, eight

stories high were the houses
;
story piled above story, as children

build with cards—throwing their dark shadows over the roughly

paved road, and making the night darker. A few oil lamps were

scattered, at long distances, but they only served to mark the

dirty entrance to some narrow close, or to show where a common
stair communicated, by steep and intricate windings with the

various flats above. Glancing at all these things with the air of a

man who had seen them too often before, to think them worthy of

much notice now, my uncle walked up the middle of the street

with a thumb in each waistcoat pocket, indulging from time to

time in various snatches of song, chaunted forth with such good

will and spirit, that the quiet honest folk started from their first

sleep and lay trembling in bed till the sound died away in the

distance; when, satisfying themselves that it was only some
drunken ne’er-do-weel finding his way home, they covered them-

selves up warm and fell asleep again,

“ I am particular in describing how my uncle walked up the

middle of the street with his thumbs in his waistcoat packets,

gentlemen, because, as he often used to say (and with great reason

too) there is nothing at all extrao’ linary in this story, unless you
distinctly understand at the beginning, that he was not by any

means of a marvellous or romantic turn.

“ Gentlemen, my uneje walked on with his thumbs in his waist-

coat pockets, taking the middle of the street to himself, and singing

now a verse of a love song, and then a verse of a drinking one

;

and when he wjis tired of both, whistling melodiously, until he

reached the North Bridge, which at this point connects the old and

new towns of Edinburgh. Here he stopped for a minute to look

at the strange irregular clusters of lights piled one above the other,

flind twinkling afar off so high in the air that they looked like stars
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gleaming from the castle walls on the one side and the Calton Hill

on the other, as if they illuminated veritable casLies in the air, while

the old picturesque town slept heavily on in git om and darkness

below
;

its palace and chapel of Holyrood, guarded day and niglit,

as a friend of my uncle’s used to say, by old Arthur’s Scat, tower

ing, surly and dark like some gruff genius, over the ancient city he

has w^atched so long. I say, gentlemen, my uncle stopped here for

a minute to look about him
;
and then, paying a compliment to

the weather which had a little cleared up, though the moon was
sinking, walked on again as royally as beibre, keeping the middle

of the road with great dignity, and looking as if he should very

much like to meet with somebody who would dispute possession of

it with him. There was nobody at all disposed to contest tlie

point, as it happened
j
and so on he went, with his thumbs in his

waistcoat pockets, as peaceable as a lamb.
“ VV’^licn my uncle reached the end of Leith Walk, he had to

cross a pretty large piece of waste ground wdiich separated him
from a short street wdiich he had to turn down to go direct to his

lodging. Now iij this piece of waste ground there was at that

time an enclosure belonging to some wheelwright, who contracted

with the Post-office for the purchase of old worn-out mail coaches

;

and my uncle being very fond of coaches, old, young, or middle-

aged, all at once took it into his head to step out of his road fur

no other purpose than to peep between the palings at these mails,

about a dozen of which he remembered to have seen, crowded

together in a very forlorn and dismantled state, inside. My uncle

was a vciy enthusiastic, emphatic sort of person, gentlemen
;

so,

finding that he could not obtain a good peep between the palings,

he got over them, and setting himself quietly down on an old. axle-

tree, began to contemplate the mail coaches with a great deal of

gravity.

‘‘J’here might be a dozen of them, or there might be more

—

my uncle was never quite certain upon this point, and being a man
of very scrupulous veracity about numbers, didn’t like to say—but

there they stood, all huddled together in the most desolate condi-

tion imaginable. The doors had been torn from their hinges and

removed, the linings had been stripped rf)ff, only a shred hanging

here and there by a rusty nail
; the lamps were gone, the poles

had long since vanished, the iron -work was rusty, the paint

worn away
;

the wind whistled through the chinks in the bare

wood -work, and the rain, which had collected on the roofs, fell

drop by drop into the insides with a hollow and melancholy sound.

They were the decaying skeletons of departed mails, and in that

lonely place, at that time of night, they looked chill and dismaL
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“ My uncle rested his head upon his hands, and thought of the

busy bustling people who had rattled about, years before, in the

old coaches, and were now as silent and changed
;
he thought of

the numbers of people to whom one of those crazy, mouldering

vehicles had borne, night after night for many years and through

all weathers, the anxiously expected intelligence, the eagerly lookcd-

for remittance, the promised assurance of health and safety, the

sudden announcement of sickness and death. The merchant, the

lover, the wife, the widow, the mother, the schoolboy, the very

child who tottered to the door at the postmanV knock—how had

they all looked forward to the arrival of the old coach. And
where were they all now

!

“ Gentlemen, my uncle used to my that he thought all this at

the time, but I rather suspect he learnt it out of some book after-

wards, for he distinctly stated that he fell into a kind of doze as

he sat on the old axletree looking at the decayed mail coaches, and

that he was suddenly awakened by some deep church bell striking

two. Now, my uncle was never a fast thinker, and if he had

thought all these things, 1 am quite certain it '\yould have taken

him till full half-past two o’clock at the very least. I am, theie-

fore, decidedly of opinion, gentlemen, that my uncle fell into the

kind of doze without having thought about any thing at all.

“ Be this as it may, a church bell stnick two. j\ly uncle woke,

rubbed his eyes, and jumped up in astonishment.
“ In one instant, alter the clock struck two, the wdiole ol this

deserted aiid quiet spot had become a scene of the most extra-

ordinary life and animation. The mail coach doors were on their

hinges, the lining was replaced, the iron-work was as good as new,

the paint was restored, the lamps were alight
;
cushions and great

coats were on every coach box, porters were thrusting parcels into

every boot, guards were stowing away letter-bags, hostlers were

dashing pails of water against the renovated wheels
;
numb^'rs of

men were rushing about, fixing poles into every coach, passengers

arrived, portmanteaus were handed up, horses were put to, and in

short it was perfectly clear that every mail there was to be ofl

directly. Gentlemen, my uncle opened his eyes so wide at all this,

that, to the very last mojnent of his life, he used to wonder how it

fell out that he had ever been able to shut ’em again.

“‘Now then,’ said a voice, as my uncle felt a hand on hii

shoulder, ‘You’re booked for one Inside. You’d better get in.’

“ ‘/ booked !’ said my uncle, turning round.
“

‘ Yes, certainly.’

“ My uncle, gentlemen, could say nothing, he was so very much
astonished. The queerest thing of all. was. that altbouffb there
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was such a crowd of persons, and although fresh faces were pouring

in, every moment, there was no telling where they came fyom
;

they seemed to start up in some strange manner from the ground
or the air, and to disappear in the same way. When a porter had
put his luggage in the coach and received his fare, he turned round

and was gone
;
and before my uncle had well begun to wonder

what had become of him, half-a-dozen fresh ones started up, and
staggered along under the weight of parcels which seemed big

enough to crush them. The passengers vrore all dressed so oddly

too—large, broad-skirted laced coats with great ceffs and no collars;

and wigs, gentlemen,—great formal wigs with a tie behind. My
uncle could make nothing of it.

“‘Now, are you going to get inP said the person who had
addressed my uncle before. He was dressed as a mail guard, with

a wig on his head and most enormous cuffs to his coat, and had

got a lantern in one band and a huge blunderbuss in the other,

which he was going to stow away in his little arm-chest. ^ Are
you going to get in, Jack Martini said the guard, holding the

lantern to my uncle’s face.
**

‘ Hallo !’ said ray uncle, falling back a step or two. * That’s

familiar 1’

“
‘ It’s so on the way-bill,’ replied the guard.

“‘Isn’t there a ‘Mister’ before it?’ said my uncle— for he

felt, gentlemen, that for a guard he didn’t know to call him tfack

Martin, was a liberty which the Post-oflice wouldn’t have sanc-

tioned if they had known it.

“
‘ No

;
there is not,’ rejoined the guard coolly.

“ ‘ Is the fare jiaid V enquired my uncle.
“

‘ Of couise it IS,’ rejoined the guard.
“

‘ It is, is it V said my uncle. ‘ Then here goes—v/hich coach?’
“

‘ This,’ said the guard, pointing to an old-fashioned Edinburgh

and London Mail, which had got the stci)s down, and the door bpen.

‘Stop—here are the other piussengers. Let them get in first.’

“ As the guard spoke, there all once appeared, right in front

of my uncle, a young gentleman in a powdered wig and a sky blue

coat trimmed with silver, made very full and broad in the skirts,

which were lined with buckram. Tiggin and Welps were in the

printed calico and waistcoat piece line, gentlemen, so my uncle

knew all the mateiials at once. He wore knee brceclics and a

kind of leggings rolled up over his silk stockings, and shoes with

buckles
;
he had ruflles at his wrists, a three-cornered hat on his

head, and a long taper sword by his side! The flaps of his waist-

coat came half way down his thighs, and the ends of his cravat

reached to his waist. He stalked gravely to the coach -door,
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pulled off his hat, and held it out above his head at arm’s length,

cockiyg his little finger in the air at the sai.’.e time, as some

affected people do wlien they take a cup of tea : then drew his

feet together, and made a low grave bow, and then put out his

left hand. My uncle was just going to step forward, and shake

it heartily, wlicn he perceived that these attentions were directed

not towards him, but to a young lady, who just then appeared at

the foot of the steps, attired in an old-fashioned green velvet dress,

with a long waist and stomacher. She had no bonnet on her head,

gentlemen, wliich was mufilcd in a black silk hood, but slie looked

round for an instant as she prepared to get into the coach, and

such a beautiful face as she discovered my uncle had never seen

—

not even in a picture. She got into the coach, holding up her

dress with one hand, and as my uncle always said with a round

oath, when he told the story, he wouldn’t have believed it possible

that legs and feet could have been brought to such a state of per-

fection unless he had seen them with his own eyes.

“ But in this one glimpse of the beautiful face, my uncle saw
that tlie young lady had ciist an imploring look upon him, ami

that she ap[)cared terrified and distressed. He noti(‘ed too, that

the young fellow in the powdered wig, notwithstanding his show
of gallantry, which was all very fine and grand, clasped her tight

by the wrist when she got in, and followed himself immediately

afterwards. An uncommonly ill-looking fellow in a close brown
wig, and a plum-coloured suit, wearing a very large sw'ord and
boots up to Ids hips, belonged to the party

;
and when he sat

himself down next to the young lady, who shrunk into a corner

at his approach, my uncle was confirmed in his original impression

that something dark and mysterious was going forw'ard, or, as he

always said himself, that ‘there was a screw loose somewhere.’

It’s quite surprising how qidckly he made up his mind to help the

lady fit any peril, if she needed help.

“‘Death and lightning!’ exclaimed the young gentleman,

laying his hand upon his sword, as my uncle entered the coach.

“‘Blood and thunder!’ roared the other gentleman. With
this he whipped his sword out, and made a lunge at my uncle

without further ceremony. My uncle Ivid no weapon about him,

but with great dexterity he snatched the ill-looking gentleman’s

three-cornered hat from his head, and receiving the point of his

sword right through the crown, squeezed the sides together, and

held it tight.

“‘Pink him behind,’ cried the ill-looking gentleman to his

companion, as he struggled to regain his sword.
“

‘ He had better not,’ cried my uncle, displaying the heel of
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one of his shoes in a threatening manner. ‘ I’ll kick his brains out

if he has any, or fracture his skull if he hasn’t.’ Exerting his

strength at this moment, my uncle wrenched the ill-looking man’s

sword from his grasp, and flung it clean out of the coach-window,

upon which the younger gentleman vociferated ‘ Death and light-

ning!’ again, and laid his hand upon the hilt of his sword in a

very fierce manner, but didn’t draw it. Perhaps, gentlemen, as

my uncle used to say, with a smile, perhaps he was afraid of

alarming the lady.

‘ Now, gentlemen,’ said my uncle, taking bis seat deliberately,

* I don’t want to have any death with or without lightning in a

lady’s presenc.e, and we have had quite blood and thundering

enough for one joui*ney
;

so if you please, we’ll sit in our places

Me quiet insides—here, guard, pick up that gentleman’s carving

knife.’

“ As quickly as my uncle said the words, the guard appeared

at the coach-window with the gentleman’s sword in his hand. He
held up his lantern, and looked earnestly in ray uncle’s face as he

handed it in, when by its light my uncle saw, to bis great surprise,

that an immense crowd of mail-coach guards swarmed round the

window, every one of whom had his eyes earnestly fixed upon him
too. IIo had never seen such a sea of white faces and red bodies,

and earnest eyes, in all his born days.
“ ‘This is the strangest sort of thing I ever had any thing to

do with,’ thought my uncle—‘allow me to return you your hat,

Sir.’

“
‘ The ill-looking gentleman received his three-cornered hat in

silence—looked at the hole in the middle with an enquiring air,

and finally stuck it on the top of his wig, with a solemnity the

elFect of which was a trifle impaired by his sneezing violently at

the moment, and jerking it off again.

“‘All right I’ cried the guard with the lantern, mounting' into

his little seat behind. Away they went. My uncle peeped out

of the coach-window as they emerged from tlic yard, and observed

that the other mails, with coachmeu, guards, horses, and passengers

coiriijlete, were driving round and round in circles, at a slow trot

of about five miles an hour. My uncle burnt with indignation,

gentlemen. As a commercial man, he felt that the mail bags were

not to be trifled witli, and he resolved to memorialise the Post-

office on the subject, the very in.tant he reached London.

“At present, however, his thoughts were occupied with the

young lady who sat in the farthest comer of the coach, with her

face muflled closely in her hood : the gentleman with the sky

blue coat sitting opposite to her, and the other man in the plum-
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coloured suit, by lier side, and both watching her intently. If she

BO much as nistled the folds of her hood, ) > could hear the ill-

looking man clap his hand upon his sword, and tell by the other’s

breathing (it was so dark he couldn’t see his face) tliat he was
looking as big as if he were going to devour her at a mouthful.

This roused my uncle more and more, and he resolved, come what
come might, to see the end of it. He had a great admiration for

bright eyes, and sweet faces, and pretty legs ainl feet
;

in short he

was fond of the whole sex. It runs in our family, gentlemen—so

am I.

“ Many were the dovices which my uncle practise* 1 to attract

the lady’s attention, or at all events, to engage the mysterious

gentlemen in conversation. They were all in vain
;
the gentlemen

wouldn’t talk, and the lady didn’t dare. He thrust liis head

of the coach -window at intervals, and bawled out to know why
they didn’t go faster. But he calleil till he was hoarse—nobody

paid the least attention to him. He leant back in the coach, ami

thought of the beautiful face, and the feet and legs. This answered

better; it wiled away the time, and kept liim from wondeiing

where he was going to, and how it was he found himself in

such an odd situation. Not that this would have worried him
much any way—he was a mighty, free and easy, roving, devil-

may-care sort of person, was my uncle, gentlemen.

“All of a sudden the coach stopped. ‘Hallo!’ said my uncle.

‘What’s in the wind nowB
“

‘ Aliglit here,’ said the guard, letting down the steps.
“

• Here !’ cried my uncle.
“

‘ Here,’ rejoined the guard.
“

‘ ril do nothing of the sort,’ said my uncle.
“ ‘Very well—then stop where you are,’ sanl the giiard
“

‘ I will,’ said my uncle.

“#‘I)o,’ said the guard.

“The other passengers had regarded this colhxpiy with great

attention
;
and finding that my uncle was dctermin‘d not to alight,

the younger man squeezed past him, to hand the lady out. At

this moment the ill-looking man was inspecting the hole in the

crown of his tliree-cornered hat. As thci young lady brushed past,

she (Iropfied one of her gloves into my uncle’s hand, and softly

whispered with her lips, so close to his face that he felt her warm
breath on his nose, the single word ‘ Help !’ Gentlemen, my
imcle leaped out of the coach at once with such \doleiice that it

rocked on the springs again.
“ ‘Oh

!
you’ve thought better of it, have you?' said the guard,

when he saw my uncle standing cn the ground
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“ My uncle looked at the guard for a few seconds, in some doubt

whether it wouldn’t be better to wrench his blunderbuss from Jliim,

fire it in the face of the man with the big sword, knock the rest of

the company over the head with the stock, snatch up the young lady,

and go off in the smoke. On second thoughts, however, he aban-

doned this j)lan as being a shade too melo-dramatic in the execution,

and followed the two mysterious men, who, keeping the lady

between them, were now entering an old Li^nse in front of which

the coach had stopped. They turned into tiic passage, and my
uncle followed.

“Of all the niinous and desolate places my uncle had ever

beheld, this was the most so. It looked as if it had once been a

large house of entertainment, but the roof had fallen in, in many
places, and tlie stairs were steep, rugged, and broken. There was
a huge fire-place in the room into which they walked, and the

chimney was blackened with smoke, but no warm blaze lighted it

up now. The white feathery dust of burnt wood was still strewed

over the hearth, but the stove was cold, and all was dark and

gloomy.
“

‘ Well,* said my uncle as he looked about him, ‘ A mail travel-

ling at the rate of six miles and a half an hour, and stopping for an

indefinite time at such a hole as this, is rather an irregular sort of

proceeding I fancy. This shall be made known
;

I’ll write to the

papers.’

“ My uncle said this in a pretty loud voice, and in an open

unreserved sort of manner, with the view of engaging the two
strangers in conversation if he could. But neither of them took

any more notice of him than whispering to each other, and scowl-

ing at him as they did so. The lady was at the further end of

the room, and once she ventured to wave her hand, as if beseech-

ing my uncle’s a.ssistance.

“ At length the two strangers advanced a little, and the c(A‘.ver-

satioii began in earnest.
“

‘ You don’t know this is a private room
;

I suppose, fellow,’

said the gentleman in sky-blue.
“ ‘No I do not, fellow,’ rejoined my uncle. ‘Only if this is a

private room specially ordered for the occasion, I should think the

public morn must be a very comfortable one;’ with this, my uncle

sat himself down in a high-backed chair and took such an accurate

measure of the gentleman with his eyes, that Tiggin and Wclps

could have supplied him with printed calico for a suit, and not an

inch too much or too little, from that estimate alone.
“

‘ Quit this room,’ said both the men together, grasping theii

Bwords.
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“‘Eh?’ said ray uncle, not at all appearinr: to comprehend
their »meaning.

“
‘ Quit the room, or you are a dead man,’ said the ill-looking

fellow with the large Bword, drawing it at the same time and

flourishing it in the air.

“
‘ Down with him !

* said the gentleman in sky-blue, drawing

his sword also, and falling back two or three yards. ‘Down with

him !
’ The lady gave a loud scream.

“ Now, my uncle was always remarkable for great boldness and

great presence of mind. All the time that he had aj)f)eared so

indifferent to what was going on, he had been looking slyly about

for some missile or weapon of defence, and at the very instant when
the swords were drawn, he espied standing in the chimney corner,

an old basket-hilted rapier in a rusty scabbard. At one bound, my
uncle caught it in his hand, drew it, flourished it gallantly ai)ove

his head, called aloud to the lady to keep out of the way, hurled

the chair at the man in sky-blue, and the scabbard at the man in

plum-colour, and taking advantage of the confusion, fell upon them
both, peU-mell.

“ Gentlemen, there is an old story—none the worse for being

true—regarding a fine young Irish gentleman, who being asked if

he could play the fiddle, replied he had no doubt he could, but he

couldn’t exactly say for certain, because he had never tried. This

is not inapplicable to my uncle and his fencing. He had never

had a sword in Iiis hand before, except once when he played

Richard the Third at a private theatre, upon which occasion it was

arranged with Richmond that he w^os to be nin through fioni

behind without shewing fight at all
;
but here he was, cutting and

slashing with two experienced swordsmen, thrusting, and guarding,

and poking, and slicing, and acquitting himself in the most manful

and dexterous manner possible, although up to that time he had

neve/ been aware that he had the least notion of the science. It

only shows how true the old saying is, that a man never knows

what he can do, till he tries, gentlemen.

“ The noise of the combat was terrific, each of the three com-

batants swearing like troopers, and their swoids clashing with as

much noise as if all the knives and steels* in Newport market w’cre

rattling together at the same time. When it was at its very

height, the lady, to encourage my uncle most probably, withdrew

her hood entirely from her face, and disclosed a countenance of

such dazzling beauty, that he would have fought against fifty men
to win one smile from it and die. He had done wonders before,

but now he began to powder away like a raving mad giant.

“ At this very moment, the gentleman in sky-blue turning
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round, and seeing the young lady with her face uncovered, vented

an exclamation of rage and jealousy
;

and turning his weapon
against her beautiful bosom, pointed a thrust at her heart which
caused my uncle to utter a cry of apprehension that made the

building ring. The lady stepped lightly aside, and snatching the

young man’s sword from his hand before he had recovered his

balance, drove him to the wall, and running it through him and the

pannelling up to the very hilt, pinned him there hard and fast.

It was a splendid example. My uncle, r/»th a loud shout of

triumph aTid a strength that was irresistible, made his adversary

retreat in the same direction, and plunging the old rapier into the

very centre of a large red flower in the pattern of his waistcoat,

nailed him beside his friend ; there they both stood, gcntloinen,

jerking their arms and legs about in agony, like the toy-shop

figures that are moved by a piece of packthread. My uncle always

said afterwards, that this was one of the surest means he knew of,

for disposing of an enemy ;
but it was liable to one objection on

the ground of expense, inasmuch as it involved the loss of a sword

for every jnaii disjibled.
“ *The mail, the mail 1” cried the lady, running up to iny uncle

and throwing her beautiful arms round his neck
;

‘ we may yet

escape.’

‘ J/a?/ /' cried my uncle
;
‘why, ray dear, there’s nobody else

to kill, is tli^re ?
’ My uncle was rather disap])ointed, gentlemen,

for he thonglit a little quiet bit of love-making would be agreeable

after tlie shmgbtei ing, if it were only to change the subject.
“ ‘AVe have not an instant to lose here,’ said the young lady.

‘ He (pointing to the young gentleman in sky blue) is the only son

of the powt'rful Marquess of Filletoville.’
“ ‘Well then, my dear, I’m afraid he’ll never come to tlie title/

said my uncle, looking coolly at the young gentleman as lie stood

fixed up again.stthe wall, in tl e cockchafier fashion I have de.scf*ibed.

‘ You have cut off the entail, my love.’
“

‘ I have been torn from my uome and friends by these villains,’

said the young l.idy, her features glowing with indignation. ‘ That

wretch would have married me by violence in another hour.’
“

‘ Confound his impudence 1
’ said my uncle, bestowing a very

contemptuous look on the dying heir of Filletoville.
“

‘ As you may guess from what I have seen,’ said the young

lady, ‘ the party are prepared to murder me if you appeal to any one

for assistance. If their accomplices find us here, we are lost.

Two minutes hence may be too late. The mail !

’—and with these

words, overpowered by her feelings ami the exertion of sticking tlie

young Marquess of FiUetoville, she simk into my uncle’s arms.
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My uncle caught her up, and bore her to the house-door. There

stood the mail with four long-tailed flowing-maned black horses,

ready^ harnessed
;
but no coachman, no guard, no ostler even, at

the horses’ heads.

“ Gentlemen, I hope I do no injustice to my uncle’s memory,

when I express my opinion, that although he was a bachelor, he

had held some ladies in his arms before this time
;

I believe indeed,

that he had rather a habit of kissing barmaids, and I know, that in

one or two instances, he had been seen by credible witnesses, to

hug a landlady in a very perceptible manner. I mention the cir-

cumstance, to show wliat a very uncommon sort of person this

beautiful young lady must have been to have affected my uncle

in the way she did
;
he used to say, that as her long dark hair

trailed over his arm, and her beautiful dark eyes fixed themselves

upon his face when she recovered, he felt so strange and nervous,

that his legs trembled beneath him. But who can look in a sweet

soft pair of dark eyes, without feeling queer 1 I can’t, gentlemen.

I am afraid to look at some eyes I know, and that’s tlie truth t»f it,

“‘You will never leave me,’ murmured the young lady.
“ ‘Never,’ said my uncle. And he meant it too.

“
‘ My dear preserver !

’ exclaimed the young lady. ‘ My dear,

kind brave preserver !

’

“
‘ Don’t,’ said my uncle, interrupting her.

“
‘ Why 1 ’ empiired the young lady.

“
‘ Because your mouth looks so beautiful when you speak,’

rejoined my uncle, ‘that I’m afraid I shall be rude enough to

kiss it.’

“ The young lady put up her hand as if to caution my uncle

not to do so, and said—no, she didn’t say anything—slie smiled.

When you are looking at a pair of the most delicious lips in

the world, and see them gently break into a rogihsh smile—if

you pje very near them, and nobody else by—you cannot better

testify yoiu* admiration of their beautiful form and colour than by

kissing them at once. My uncle did so, and I honoui him for it.

“
‘ Hark !

’ cried the young lady, starting. ‘ The noise of

wheels and horses.’

“
‘ So it is,’ said my uncle, listening. , He had a good ear for

wheels and the trampling of hoofs, but there ajipeij.red to be so

many horses and carriages rattling towards them at a distance, that

it was impossible to form a guess at their number. The sound

was like that of fifty breaks, with six blood cattle in each.
“

‘ We are pursued !
’ cried the young lady, clasping her hands.

‘ We are pursued. I have no hope but in you.’

“ There was such an expression of terror in her beautiful face,
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that iny uncle made up his mind at once. He lifted her into the

coach, told her not to be frightened, pressed his lijjs to hers once

more, and then advising her to draw up the window to keef) the

cold air out, mounted to the box.
‘‘

‘ Stay, lovc,^ cried the young lady.

What’s the matter?' said my uncle, from the coach-box.
“

* I want to speak to you,* said the young lady
;

* only a word
—only one word, dearest.'

“
‘ Must 1 get down ?

' enquired my u.’.cle. The lady made no

answer, but slie smiled again. Such a smile, gentlemen !—it beat

the other one all to nothing. My uncle descended from his perch

in a twinkling.
“ * What is it, my dear?' said my uncle, looking in at the coach

window. The lady happened to bend forward at the same time,

and my uncle thought she looked more beautiful than she had done

yet. He was very close to her just then, gentlemen, so he really

ought to know.
“

* What is it, my dear?* said my uncle.
“

* Will you never love any one but me—never marry any one

beside ? * said the young lady.

“ My uncle swore a great oath that he never would marry any

body else, and the young lady drew in her head, and pulled up the

window. He jumped upon the box, squared his elbows, adjusted

the ribands, seized the whip which lay on the roof, gave one flick

to the otf loader, and away went the four long-tailed, flowing-

maned black horses, at fifteen good English miles an hour, with

the old mail coach behind them—whew I how tliey tore along

!

“ But the noise behind grew louder. The flxster went the old

mail, the faster came the pursuers—men, horses, dogs, were leagued

in the pursuit. The noise was frightful, but above all rose the

voice of the young lady, urging my uncle on, and shrieking ‘ faster 1

faster 1

*

“ They whirled past the dark trees as feathers would be swept

before a hurricane. Houses, gat s, churches, haystacks, objects of

every kind they shot by, with a velocity and noise like roaring

waters suddenly let loose. But still the noise of pursuit grew
louder, and still ray uncle,,could hear the young lady wildly scream-

ing, ‘ faster ! faster !

*

“ My uncle plied whip and ^ein, and the horses flew onward till

they were white with foam
;
and yet the noise behind increased,

and yet the young lady cried ‘ faster I faster !
* My uncle gave a

loud stamp upon the boot in the energy of the moment, and

—

found that it was grey morning, and he was sitting in the wheel-

wright's yard on the box of an old Edinburgh mail, shivering with
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the cold and wet, and stamping his feet to warm them ! He got

down, and looked eagerly inside for the beautiful young lady

—

alas f there was neither door nor seat to the coa' li—it was a mere

shell.

“ Of course my uncle knew very well that there was some
mystery in the matter, and that everything had j»assed exactly as

he used to relate it. He remained staunch to the great oath he

had sworn to the beautiful young lady : refusing several eligible

landladies on her account, and died a bachelor at last. He always

said what a curious thing it was that he should have found out, by

such a mere accident as his clambering over the palings, tliat the

ghosts of mail-coaches and horses, guards, coachmen, and ])nssen-

gers, were in the habit of making journeys regularly every night

;

he used to add that he believed he was the only living person who
had ever been taken as a passenger on one of these excursioiis

;
and

I think he was right, gentlemen—at least I never heard of any

other.”

“ I wonder what these ghosts of mail coaches carry in their

bags,” said the landlord, who had listened to the whole story with

profound attention.

“ The dead letters of course,” said the Bagman.
“ Oh, ah—to be sure,” rejoined the landlord. “ I never thought

of that.”

CHAPTER XLIX.

HOW MR. PICKWICK SPKD UPON HIS MISSION, AND HOW IIK WAS

REINFORCED IN THE OUTSET BY A MOST UNEXPECTED

AUXILIARY.
»

The horses were put to, punctually at a tpiarter before nine

next morning, and Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller Laving each

taken his seat, the one inside and the other out, the postilion was

duly directed to repair in the first instance to Mr. Bob Sawyer’s

house, for the purpose of taking up Mr. benjamin Allen.

It was with feelings of no small astonishment, when the carriage

drew up before the door with the red lamp, and the very legible

inscription of “ Sawyer, late Nockemorf,” that Mr. Pickwick saw,

on popping his head out of the coach-window, the boy in the grey

livery very busily employed in putting up the shutters : the which

being an unusual and rather un-business-like proceeding at that

hour of the morning, at once suggested to his mind two inferences
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—the one, that some good friend and patient of Mr. Bob Sawyer’s

was dead
;

the otlicr, that Mr. Bob Sawyer himself was bankrupt.
‘‘ What is the matter said Mr. Pickwick to the boy.

^

“ Nothing’s the matter, Sir,” replied the boy, expanding his

mouth to the whole breadth of his countenance.

“All light, all right,” cried Bob Sawyer, suddenly appearing at

the door, with a small leathern knapsack, limp and dirty, in ore

hand, and a rough coat and shawl thrown over the other arm.

“I’m going, old fellow.”

“You !” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes,” uplied Bob Sawyer, “and a regular expedition w^’ll

make of it. Here, Sam—look out.” Thus briefly bcs})caking

Mr. Weller’s attention, Mr. Bob Saw'yer jerked the leathern knap-

sack into the dickey, where it was immediately stowed away under

the seat, by Sain, who regarded the proceeding with great admira-

tion. This done, iVlr. Bob Sawyer, with the assistance of the boy.

forcibly worked him.self into the rough coat, which was a few sizes

too small for him, and then advancing to the coach window, thrust

in his head, and hiughcd boisterously.

“What a start it is—isn’t it ?” said Bob, wiping the tears out

of his eyes, wit h one of the cuffs of the rough coat.

“My dear Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, with some embarrassment,
“ I had no idea of your accompanying us.”

“No, that’s just the very thing,” replied Bob, seizing Mr.

Pickwick by the lappel of his coat. “ That’s the joke.”

“Oh, that’s the joke, is it?” said Mr. Pi(;kwick.

“Of cour.se,” replied Bob. “It’s the whole point of the thing,

you know—^that, and leaving the business to take cure of itself, as

it seems to have made up its mind not to take care of me.” With
this explanation of the phenomenon of the shutters, Mr. Bob Sawyer
pointed to the shop, and relapsed into an ecstacy of mirth.

“Bless me, you are surely not mad enough to think of leaving

your patients wotlnmt anybody to attend them !
” remonstrated

Mr. Pickwick in a very serious tr le.

“Why not asked Bob, in reply. “I shall save by it, you

know. None of them ever pay. Besides,” said Bob, lowering

his voice to a con ^iclentia^ whisper, “they will be all the better for

it, for being nearly out of drugs and not able to increase my ac-

count just now, T should have been obliged to give them calomel

all round, and it w^ould have been certain to have disagreed with

some of them—so it’s all for the best.”

There was a philosopliy and a strength of reasoning about this

reply, which Mr. Pickwick was not prepared for. He paused a

few moments, and added, less firmly than before

—
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“ But this chaise, my young friend—this chaise will only hold

two
i
and I am pledged to Mr. Allen.”

“ Don’t think of me for a minute,” replied Bob. “ I’ve arranged

it all
;
Sam and I will share the dickey between us. Look here.

This little bill is to be wafered on the shop-door :
‘ Sawyer, late

Nockemorf. Enquire of Mrs. Cripps over the w’ay.'—Mrs. Cripps

is my boy’s mother.—‘Mr. Sawyer’s very sorry,’ says ]\lrs. Cripps,

‘ couldn’t help it—fetched away early this morning to a consulta-

tion of the veiy first surgeons in the country—couldn’t do without

him—would have him at any price—tremendous operation.’ The
fact is,” said Bob, in conclusion— ‘'It’ll do me more good than

otherwise, I expect. If it gets into one of the local papers, it will

be the making of me. Here’s Ben—now then, jump in.”

With these hurried words, Mr. Bob Sawyer pushed the postboy

on one side, jerked his friend into the vehicle, slammed the door,

put up the steps, wafered the biU on the street-door, locked it, put

the key in his pocket, jumped into the dickey, gave the word for

starting
;
and did the whole with such extraordinary precipitation,

that before ^Ir. Pickwick had well begun to consider whether Mr.

Bob Sawyer ought to go or not, they were rolling away with Mr.

Bob Sawyer, thoroughly established as part and parcel of the

eejuipage.

So long as their progress was confined to the streets of Bristol,

the facetious Bob kejit his professional green Bi)ectacles on, and

conducted himself with becoming steadiness and gravity of de-

meanour, merely giving utterance to divers verbal witticisms for

the exclusive behoof and entertainment of Mr. Samuel Weller, but

when they emerged upon the open road, he threw off his green

spectacles and his gravity together, and performed a great variety

of practical jokes, which were rather calculated perhaps to attiact

the attention of the passers-by, and to render the carriage and

thosi! it contained, objects of more than ordinary curiosity; the

least conspicuous among these feats being a most vociferous imita-

tion of a key-bugle, and the ostentatious display of a crimson silk

pocket-luindkerchief attached to a walking stick, which was occa-

sionally waved in the air with various gestures indicative of

supremacy and defiance. •

“ I wonder,” said Mr. Pickwick, stopping in the midst of a

most sedate conversation with Ben Allen, bearing reference to the

numerous good qualities of Mr. Winkle and his sister
—“I wonder

what all the people we pass, can see in us to make them stare so.”

“It’s a neat turn-out,” replied Ben Allen, with something of

pride in his tone. “ They’re not used to see this sort of thing

every day, I dare say.”
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“ Possibly/’ replied Mr. Pickwick. “ It may be bo. Perhaps

it is.”
,

Pickwick might very probably have reasoned himself into

the belief that it really was, had he not, just then happening to

look out of the coach wimlow, observed that the looks of the

passengers betokened anything but respectful astonishment, and
that various telegraphic communications appeared to be passing

between them and some persons outside the vehicle, whereupon it

all at once occurred to him that these deiiunstrations might be, in

some remote degi’ec, referable to the humorous deportment of Mr.

Robert Sawyer.
“ I hope,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ that our volatile friend is com-

mitting no absurdities in that dickey behind.”
“ Oh dear, no,” replied Ben Allen. “ Except when he’s elevated,

Bob’s the quietest creature breathing.”

Here a prolonged imitation of a key-bugle broke upon the ear,

succeeded by cheers and screams, all of which evidently proceeded

from the throat and lungs of the quietest creature breathing, or in

gainer designation, of Mr. Bob Sawyer himself.

Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Ben Allen looked expressively at each

other, and the former gentleman taking off his hat, and leaning

out of the coach window till nearly the whole of his waistcoat was
outside it, was at length enabled to catch a glimpse of his facetious

friend.

Mr. Bob Sawyer was seated, not in the dickey, but on the roof

of the chaise, with his legs as far asunder as they would con-

veniently go, wearing Mr. Samuel Weller’s hat on one side of his

head, and bearing in one hand a moat enormous sandwich, while

in the other he supported a goodly-sized case-bottle, to both of

which he applied himselfwith intense relish, varying the monotony
of the occupation by an occasional howl, or the interchange of some
lively badinage with any passing stranger. The crimson flag was

carefully tied in an erect position to the rail of the dickey, and

Mr. Samuel Weller, decorated wit*. Bob Sawyer’s hat, was scatetl

in the centre thereof, discussing a twin sandwich with an animated

countenance, the expression of which betokened his entire and

perfect approval of the whole arrangement.

This was enough to irritate a gentleman with Mr. Pickwick’s

sense of propriety, but it was n'^t the whole extent of the aggrava-

tion, for a stage-coach full, inside and out, was meeting them at

the moment, and the astonishment of the passengers was very

palpably evinced. The congratulations of an Irish family, too,

who Were keeping up with the chaise, and begging all the time,

were of rather a boisterous description
;
especially those of its male
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head, who appeared to consider the display as part and parcel of

some political, or other procession of triumph.
,

“ Mr. Sawyer,” cried Mr. Pickwick, in a state of great excite-

ment. “ Mr. Sawyer, Sir 1

”

“ Hallo !
” responded that gentleman, looking over the side of

the chaise with all the coolness in life.

“ Are you mad. Sir ? ” demanded Mr. Pickwick.

“Not a bit of it,” replied Bob, “ only cheerful.”

“ Cheerful, Sir !
” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick “ Take down that

scandalous red haudkerchief. I beg—I insist, Sir. Sam, take it

down.”

Before Sam could interpose, Mr. Bob Sawyer gracefully struck

his colours, and having put them in his pocket, nodded in a court-

eous manner to Mr. Pickwick, wiped the mouth of the case-bottle,

and applied it to his own
;
thereby informing him, without any

unnecessary waste of words, that he devoted that draught to wish-

ing him all manner of happiness and prosperity. Having done this,

Bob replaced the cork with great care, and looking benignantly down
on Mr. Pickwick, took a large bite out of the sandwich, and smiled

“Come," said Mr. Pickwick, whose momentary anger was not

quite proof against Bob’s immoveable self-possession, “ pray let us

have no more of this absurdity. Sir.”

“No, no,” replie«l Bob, once more exenanging hats with Mr.

Weller
;

“ I didn’t mean to do it, only I got so enlivened with the

ride that I couldn’t help it.”

“ Think of the look of the thing,” expostulated Mr. Pickwick
;

“ have some regard to appejirances.”

“Oh, certainly,” said Bob, “it’s not the sort of thing at all

All over, governor.”

Satisfied with this assurance, Mr. Pickwick once more drew his

head into the chaise and pulled up the glass
;
but he had scarcely

resumed the conversation which Mr. Bob Sawyer had interruf^ted,

when he was somewhat startled by the apparition of a small dark

body, of an oblong form, on the ou side of the window, which gave

sundry taps against it, as if impatient of admission.

“ What’s this !
” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

“ It looks like a case-bottle ;
” remarked Ben Allen, eyeing the

object in question through his spectacles with some interest ;
“ I

rather think it belongs to Bob.”

The impression was perfectly accurate, for Mr. Bob Sawyer

having attached the case-bottle to the end of the walking-stick,

was battering the window with it, in token of his wish that his

friends inside would partake of its contents, in all good fellowship

and harmony.
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‘‘ What’s to be done ?
” said Mr. Pickwick, looking at the bottle,

“This proceeding is more absurd than the other.”

I think it would be best to take it in,” replied Mr. Ben
Allen

;
“ it would serve him right to take it in and keep it,

wouldn’t it ?
”

“It would,” said Mr. Pickwick : “shall I?”
“ I think it the moat proper course we could possibly adopt,”

replied Ben.

This advice quite coinciding with his own opinion, Mr. Pickwick

gently let down the window and disengaged the bottle from the

stick
;
upon which the latter was drawn up, and Mr. Bob Sawyer

was heard to laugh heartily.

“ What a merry dog it is,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking round

at his companion with the bottle in his hand.

“He is,” sai(i IMr. Allen.

“You cannot possibly be angry with him,” remarked Mr.

Pickwick.

“ Quite out of the question,” observed Benjamin Allen.

During this short interchange of sentiments, Mr. Pickwick had,

in an abstracted mood, uncorked the bottle.

“ What is it ?” enquired Ben Allen, carelessly.

“ I don’t know,” replied Mr. Pickwick, with equal carelessness.

“ It smells, I think, like milk-punch.”

“Oh, indeed !
” said Ben.

“ I think so,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, very pjoperly guarding

himself against the possibility of stating an untruth: “mind, I

could not undertake to say for certain, without tasting it.”

“You had better do so,” said Ben; “we may as well know
what it is.”

“ Do you think so 1” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Well, if you are

curious to know, of course I have no objection.”

IJver willing to sacrifice his own feelings to the wishes of his

friend, Mr. Pickwick at once took a pretty long taste.

“ What is it ? ” enquired Ben Allen, interrupting him with some
impatience.

“ Curious,” said Mr. Pickwick, smacking his lips, “ I hardly

know, now. Oh, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, after a second taste,

“ it is punch.” '

Mr. Ben Allen looked at Mr. Pickwick
;
Mr. Pickwick looked

at Mr. Ben Allen. Mr. Ben Allen smiled
;
Mr. Pickwick did not.

“It would serve him right,” said the last-named gentleman

with some severity, “ it would serve him right to drink it every

drop.”
“ The very thing that occurred to me,” said Ben Allen.
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“ Is it indeed ? ” rejoined Mr. Pickwick. “ Then here’s hia

health.” ^Vith these words, that excellent person took a most
energetic pull at the bottle, and handed it to Ben Allen, who was
not slow to imitate his example. The smiles became m\itual, and
the milk-punch was gradually and cheerfully disposed of.

“ After all,” said Mr. Pickwick, as he drained the last drcp,
“ his j)raiiks are really very amusing—very entertaining indeed.”

“You may say that,” rejoined Mr. Ben Allen. And in proof

of Bob Sawyer’s being one of the funiucst fellows alive, he pro-

ceeded to entertain Mr. Pickwick with a long dud circumstantial

account how that gentleman once drank himself into a fever and
got his head shaved

;
the relation of which pleasant and agreeable

history was only stopped by the stoppage of the chaise at the Bell

at Berkeley Heath, to change horses.

“ I say, we’re going to dine here, aren’t we ? ” said Bob, looking

in at the window.
“ Dine !

” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Why, wo have only come
nineteen miles, and have got eighty-seven and a half to go.”

“Just the reason why we should take something to enable us

to bear up against the fatigue,” remonstrated Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ Oh, it’s quite impossible to dine at half-past eleven o’clock in

the day,” replied Mr, Pickwick, looking at his watch.
“ So it is,” rejoined Bob, “ lunch is the very thing. Hallo, you

Sir I Lunch for three directly
;
and keep the hoises back for a

quarter of an hour. Tell them to put every thing they have got

cold, on the table, and some bottled ale,—and let us taste your

very best Madeira.” Issuing these orders with monstrous import-

ance and bustle, Mr. Bob Sawyer at once hurried into the house

to superintend the arrangements
;

in less than five minutes he

returned and declared them to be excellent.

The quality of the lunch fully justified the eulogium which Bob
had pronounced, and very great justice was done to it, not onlo by

that gentleman, but Mr. Ben Allen and Mr. Pickwick also. Under
the auspices of the three, the bottled ale and the Madeira were

promptly disposed of
;
and when (the horses being once more put

to) they resumed their seats, with the case -bottle full of the best

substitute for milk -punch* that could be procured on so short a

notice, the key -bugle sounded and the red flag waVed without the

slightest opposition on Mr. 1 ickwick’s part.

At the Hop Pole at Tewkesbury they stopped to dine
;
upon

which occasion there was more bottled ale, with some more

Madeira, and some Port besides
;
and here the case -bottle was

replenished for the fourth time. Under the influence of these

combined stimulants, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Ben Allen fell fast
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asleep for thirty miles, while Bob and Mr. Weller sang duets in

the dickey.

Il wiis quite dark when Mr. Pickwick roused himself sufficiently

to look out of the window. The straggling cottages by the road-

side, the dingy hue of every object visible, the murky atmosphere,

the paths of cinders and brick dust, the deep red glow of furnace

fires in the distance, the volumes of dense smoke issuing heavily

forth from high toppling chimneys, blackening and obscuring

every thing around
;
the glare of distant lights, the ponderous

waggons which toiled along the road, laden with clashing rods

of iron, or piled with heavy goods— all betokened their rapid

approach to the great working town of Birmingliam.

As they rattled through the narrow thoroughfares leading to

the heart of the turmoil, the sights and sounds of earnest

occupation struck more forcibly on the senses. The streets were

thronged witli working -people. The hum of labour resounded

from every house
;

lights gleamed from the long easement

windows in the attic stories, and the whirl of wheels and noise

of machinery shook the trembling walls. The fires, whose lurid

sullen light had been visible for miles, blazed fiercely up in the

great works and factories of the town. The din of hammers, the

rushing of steam, and the dead heavy clanking of the engines, wan
the harsh music which arose from every quarter.

The postboy was driving briskly through the open streets and

past the handsome and well-lighted shoj>8 which intervene between

the outskirts of the town and the old Royal Hotel, before Mr.

Pickwick had begun to consider the very difficult and delicate

nature of the commission which had carried him thither.

The delicate nature of this commission, and the difficulty of

executing it in a satisfactory manner, were by no means lessened

by the voluntary companionship of Mr. Bob Sawyer : truth to tell,

Mr. Pickwick felt that his presence on the occasion, however

considerate and gratifying, was by no means an honour he would

willingly have sought
;

in fact he would cheerfully have given a

reasonable sum of money to have had Mr. Bob Sawyer removed to

any plaee of not less than fifty miles’ distance without delay.

Mr. Pickwick had never held any personal communication with

Mr. Winkle, Senior, although he had once or twice corresponded

.with him by letter, and returned satisfactory answers to his

enquiries concerning the moral character and behaviour of his

son
;
he felt nervously sensible that to wait upon him for the first

time attended by Bob Sawyer and Ben Allen, both slightly fuddled,

was not the most ingenious and likely means that could have been

hit upon to prepossess him in his favour.



672 t'OSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ However,” said Mr. Pickwick, endeavouring to re -assure

himself, “I must do the best I can: I must see him to-night,

for I faithfully promised to Jo so
;
and if they persist in atcom-

panying me, I must make the interview as brief as p(>ssible, and

be content to hope that, for their own sakes, they will not expose

themselves.”

As he comforted himself with these reflections, the chaise

stopped at the door of the Old Royal. Ben Allen having been

partially awakened from a stupendous sleep, and dragged out by
the collar by Mr. Samuel Weller, Mr. Pickwick was enabled to

alight. They were shown to a comfortable apartment, and Mr.

Pickwick at once propounded a question to the waiter concerning

the whereabout of Mr. Winkle’s residence.

“Close by, Sir,” said the waiter, “not above five hundred

yards, Sir. Mr. Winkle is a wharfinger, Sir, at the canal, Sir.

Private residence is not— oli dear no, Sir, not five hundred yards,

Sir.” Here the waiter blew a camlle out and made a feint of

lighting it again, in order to afford Mr. Pickwick an opportunity

of asking any further questions, if he felt so disposed.

“Take anything now, Sirl” said the waiter, lighting tlie

candle in desperation at Mr. Pickwick’s silence. “ Tea or coffee.

Sirl dinner, Sirl”
“ Nothing now.”

^‘Very good. Sir. Like to order supper, Sir?”

“Not just now.”
“ Very good. Sir.” Here he walked softly to the door, and

then stopping short, turned round and said with great suavity

—

“ Shall I send the chambermaid, gentlemen 1 ”

“You may if you please,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“If you please, Sir.”

“ And bring some soda water,” said Bob Sawyer.

“Soda water, Sirl Yes, Sir.” And with his mind appa,^ently

relieved from an overwhelming wmight, by having at last got an

order for something, the waiter imperceptibly melted away.

Waiters never walk or run. They have a peculiar and mysterious

power of skimming out of rooms, which other mortals possess not.

Some slight symptoms of vitality having been awakened in Mr.

Ben Allen by the soda water, he suffered himself to be prevailed

upon to wash his face and hands, and to submit to be brushed by

Sam. Mr. Pickwick and Bob Sawyer having also repaired the

disorder which the journey had made in their apparel, the three

started forth, arm in arm, to Mr. Winkle’s
;
Bob Sawyer impreg-

nating the atmosphere with tobacco smoke as he walked along.

About a quarter of a mile off, in a quiet, substantial -looking
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street, stood an old red -brick house with three steps before the

door, and a brass plate upon it, bearing, in fat Koman cajutals the

woras, “Mr. Winkle.” The steps were very white, and the bricks

were very red, and the house wia very clean
;
and here stood Mr.

Pickwick, Mr. Benjamin Allen, and Mr. Bob Sawyer, as the clock

struck ten.

A smart servant girl answered the knock, and started on

beholding the three strangers.

“Is Mr. Winkle at home, my dear?” ciujuired Mr. Pickwick.
“ He is just goiug to supper. Sir,” replied the girl.

“Give him that card if you please,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick.
“ Say I am sorry to trouble him at so late an hour

;
but I am

anxious to see him to-night, and have only just arrived.”

The girl looked timidly at Mr. Bob Sawyer, wdio was exjiressing

his admiration of her {personal charms by a variety of wonderful

grimaces, and casting an eye at the hats and great -coats which

hung in the passage, called another girl to mind the door while

she went up stairs. The sentinel was speedily relieved, for the

girl returned immediately, and begging pardon of the gentlemen

for leaving them in the street, ushered them into a floor -clothed

back parlour, half oflice and half dressing room, in which the

principal useful and ornamental articles of furniture were a desk,

a wash-hand stand and shaving glass, a boot-raerk and boot -jack,

a high stool, four chairs, a table, and an old eight -day clock.

Over the mantel -piece were the sunken doors of an iron safe,

while a couple of hanging shelves for books, an almanack, and
several files of dusty papers, decorated the walls.

“ Very sorry to leave you standing at the door. Sir.” said the

girl, lighting a lamp, and addressing Mr. Pickwick with a winning

smile, “ but you was quite strangers to me
;
and we have such a

many trampers that only come to see what they can lay their

hand^iion, that really
—

”

“There is not the least occa.sion for any apology, my dear,”

said Mr. Pickwdek good humouredly.
“ Not the slightest, my love,” said Bob Saw^yer, playfully

stretching forth his arms, and skipping from side to side, as if to

prevent the young lady’s leaving the room.

The young lady was not at all softened by these allurements,

^or she at once expressed her opinion that Mr. Bob Sawyer was
an “ odous creetur

;
” and, on his becoming rather more pressing

in his attentions, imprinted her fair fingers upon his face, and
bounced out of the room with many expressions of aversion and

contempt.

Deprived of the young lady’o Rociety, Mr. Bob Sawyer proceeded

z
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to divert himself by peeping into the desk, looking into all tha

table -drawers, feigning to pick the lock of the iron s;ife, turning

the almanack with its face to the wall, trying Mr. Winkle senior’s

boots on, over his own, and making several other humorous
experiments upon the furniture, all of which afforded Mr. Pick-

wick unspeakable horror and agony, and yielded Mr. Bob Sawyer
proportionate delight.

At length the door opened, and a little old gentleman in

a snuflf-coloured suit, with a head and face the precise counterpart

of those belonging to Mr. Winkle junior, excepting that he was
rather bald, trotted into the room with Mr. Pickwick’s card in one

hand, and a silver candlestick in the other.

“ Mr. Pickwick, Sir, how do you do 1 ” said Winkle the elder,

putting down the candlestick and proffering his hand. “ Hope I

see you well. Sir. Glad to see you. Be seated, Mr. Pickwick, I

beg Sir. This gentleman is
—

”

“My friend Mr. Sawyer,” interposed Mr. Pickwick, “your
son’s friend.”

“ Oh,” said Mr. Winkle the elder, looking rather grimly at Bob.
“ I hope you are well, Sir.”

“ Right as a trivet,” replied Bob Sawyer.

“This other gentleman,” cried Mr. Pickwick, “is, as you will

see when you have read the letter with which I am entrusted, a

very near relative, or I should rather say a very particular friend

of your son’s. His name is Allen.”

“ 7^/Lat gentleman 1
” enquired Mr. Winkle, pointing with the

card towards Ben Allen, who had fallen asleep in an attitude

which left nothing of him visible but his spine and his coat collar.

Mr. Pickwick was on the point of replying to the question, and

reciting Mr. Benjamin Allen’s name and honourable distinctions at

full length, when the sprightly Mr. Bob Sawyer, with the view of

rousing his friend to a sense of his situation, inflicted a s^^-tling

pindi upon the fleshy part of his arm, which caused him to jump
up with a loud shriek. Suddenly aware that he was in the

presence of a stranger, Mr. Ben Allen advanced and, shaking Mr.

Winkle most affectionately by both hands for about five minutes,

murmured in some half- intelligible fragments of sentences the

great delight he felt in seeing him, and a hospitable enquiry,

whether he felt disposed to take anything after his walk, or would

prefer waiting “till dinner-time;” which done, he sat down and

gazed about him with a petrified stare as if he had not the remotest

idea where he was, which indeed he had not.

All this was most embarrassing to Mr. Pickwick, the more

especially as Mr. Winkle, senior, evinced palpable astonishment at
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the eccentric—not to say extraordinary—brhaviour of hie two com-

panions. To bring the matter to an issue at once, he drew a letter

from his pocket, and presenting it to Mr. Winkle, senior, said

—

“This letter. Sir, is from your son. You will see by its

contents that on your favourable and fatherly consideration of it,

depend his future happiness and welfare. Will you oblige me by

giving it the calmest and coolest perusal, and by discussing the

subject afterwards, with me, in the tone and spirit in which alone

it ought to be discussed ? You may judge of the importance your

decision is of, to your son, and his intense anxiety upon the subject,

by my waiting upon you without any previous warning at so late

an hour
;
and,” added Mr. Pickwick, glancing slightly at his two

companions, “and under such unfavourable circumstances.”

With this prelude, Mr. Pickwick placed four closely written

sides of extra superfine wire -wove penitence in the hands of the

astounded Mr. Winkle, senior; and reseating himself in his chair,

watched his looks and manner, anxiously it is true, but with the

open front of a gentleman who feels he has taken no j)art which

he need excuse or palliate.

The old wharfinger turned the letter over
;
looked at the front,

back, and sides
;
made a microscopic examination of the fiit little

boy on the seal
;

raised his eyes to Mr. Pickwick's face
;
and then,

seating himself on the high stool and drawing the lamp closer to

him, broke the wax, unfolded the epistle, and lifting it to the light,

prepared to read.

Just at this moment, Mr. Bob Sawyer, whose wit had lain

dormant for some minutes, placed his hands upon his knees and

made a face after the })ortraits of the late ]\[r. Grimaldi, as clown.

It so happened that Mr. Winkle, senior, instead of bfung deeply

engaged in reading the letter, as Mr. Bob Sawyer thought, chanced

to l)e looking over the top of it at no less a person than Mr. Bob
Sawyir himself; and rightly conjecturing that the face aforesaid

was made in ridicule and derision of his own person, he fixed liis

eyes on Bob with such expressive sternness, that the late Mr.

Grimaldi's lineaments gradually resolved themselves into a very

fine expression of humility and confusion.

“Did you speak. Sir?” enquired Mr.y Winkle, senior, after an

awful silence.
• “No, Sir,” replied Bob, with no remains of the clown about

him, save and except the extreme redness of his cheeks.

“You are sure you did not, Sir?” said Mr. Winkle, senior.

“ Oh dear I yes. Sir, quite,” replied Bob.
“ I thought you did. Sir,” rejoined the old gentleman, with

Indignant emphasis. “ Perhaps you looked at me, Sir ?
”
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“ Oh, no I Sir, not at all,” replied Bob, with extreme civility.

“I am very glad to hear it. Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, senior.

Having frowned upon the abashed Bob with great magnificence,

the old gentleman again brought the letter to the light, and began

to read it seriously.

Mr. Pickwick eyed him intently as he turned from the bottom
line of the first page to the top line of the second, and from the

bottom of the second to the top of tliC ^hird, and from the bottom

of the third to the top of the fourth
;
hut not the slightest

alteration of countenance afforded a clue to ihe feelings with

which he received the announcement of his son’s marriage, which

Mr. Pickwick knew was in the very first half-dozen lines.

He read the letter to the last word, folded it again with

all the carefulness and precision of a man of business
;
and, just

when Mr. Pickwick expected some great outbreak of feeling, dipped

a pen in the inkstand, and said aa quietly as if he were speaking

on the most ordinary counting-house topic

—

“What is Nathaniel’s address, Mr. Pickwick?”

“The George and Vulture, at present,” replied that gentle-

man.

“George and Vulture. Where is that?’
“ George Yard, Lombard Street.”

“In the City?”
“ Yes.”

The old gentleman methodically indorsed the address on the

back of the letter
;
and then placing it in the desk, which he

locked, said as he got ofi’ the stool and put the bunch of keys in

his pocket

—

“ I 8upj)Ose there is nothing else v/hich need detain us, Mr.

Pickwick ?
”

“Nothing else, my dear Sir!” observed that warm-hearted

person in indignant amazement. “ Nothing else ! Have yin no

opinion to express on this momentous event in our young friend’s

life
;
no assurance to convey to him, through me, of the continuance

of yomr affection and protection
;
nothing to say which will cheer

and sustain him, and the anxious girl who looks to him for com-

fort and support? My dear Sir, consider.”

“ I will consider,” replied the old gentleman. “ I have nothing

to say just now. I am a man of business, Mr. Pickwick
;

I never

commit myself hastily in any affair, and from what I see of this,

I by no means like the appearance of it. A thousand pounds is

not much, Mr. Pickwick.”
“ You’re very right. Sir,” interposed Ben Allen, just awake

enough to know that he bad spent his thousand pounds without
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the smallest difficulty. “You’re an intelligent man
;
Bob, he’s a

very knowing fellow this,”

“*1 am very happy to find that you do me the justice to make
the admission, Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, senior, looking contemptu-

ously at Ben Allen, who was shaking his head profoundly. “ The
fact is, Mr. Pickwick, that when I gave my son a roving license

for a year or so to see something of men and manners (which he

has done under your auspices), so that he might not enter into

life a mere boarding-school milk-sop to be gulled by every body,

I never bargained for this. He knows that very well, so if I with-

draw my countenance from him on this account, he has no call to

be surprised. He shall hear from me, Mr. Pickvick. Good
night, Sir. Margaret, open the door.”

All this time Bob Sawyer had been niulging Mr. Ben Allen to

say something on the right side
;
and Ben accordingly now burst

out, without the slightest preliminary notice, into a brief but im-

passioned piece of eloquence.

“ Sir,” said Mr. Ben Allen, staring at the old gentleman, through

a pair of veiy <liiu and languid eyes, and wn>rking his right arm
vehemently up and down, “you—^you ought to be ashamed of

yourself.”

“ As the lady's brother, of course you are an excellent judge of

the queatio]!,” retorted Mr. Winkle, senior. “ There
)
that’s enough.

Pray say no more, Mr. Pickwick. Good night, gentlemen.”

With these words the old gentleman took u[) the candlestick,

and opening the room door, politely motioned towards the passage.

“You will regret this, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, setting his teeth

close together to keep down his cholcr ; for he felt how important

the effort might prove to his young friend.

“I am at present of a different opinion,” calmly replied Mr.

Winkle, senior. “ Once again, gentlemen, I wish you a good

nightV’

Mr. Pickwick w\alkcd with angry stiides into the street. Mr.

Bob Sawyer, completely quelled by the decision of the old gentle-

man’s manner, took the same course
;
Mr. Ben Allen’s hat rolled

down the steps immediately afterwards, and Mr. Ben Allen’s body

followed it directly. The whole party went silent and supperless to

bed
;
and Mr. Pickwick thought, just before he fell asleep, that if

•he had known Mr. Winkle, senior, had been quite so much of a man
of business, it was extremely probable he might never have waited

upon him, on such an errand.
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CHAPTER L.

IN WHICH MR. PICKWICK ENCOUNTERS AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE,

TO WHICH FORTUNATE CIRCUMSTANCE THE READER IS MAINLY

INDEBTED FOR MATTER OF THRILLINO INTEREST HEREIN SET

DOWN, CONCERNING TWO GREAT 1 JBLIC MEN OF MIGHT AND

POWER.

The morniug which broke upon Mr. Pickwick’s sight at eight

o’clock was not at all calculated to elevate his spirits, or to lessen

the depression which the unlooked-for result of his embassy
inspired. The sky was dark and gloomy, the air damp and raw,

the streets wet and sloppy. The smoke hung sluggishly above

the chimney-tops as if it lacked the courage to rise, and the rain

came slowly and doggedly down as if it had not even the spirit to

pour. A game-cock in the stabic-yard, deprived of every spark of

his accustomed animation, balanced himself dismally on one leg in

a comer : and a donkey, moping with drooping head under the

narrow roof of an outhouse, appeared from his meditative and

miserable countenance to be contemplating suicide. In the street,

umbrellas were the only things to be seen, and the clicking of

pattens and splashing of rain-drops, the only sounds to be heard.

The breakfast was interrupted by very little conversation

;

even Mr. Bob Sawyer felt the influence of the weather, and the

previous day’s excitement. In his own most expressive language,

he was “ floored.” So was Mr. Ben Allen. So was Mr. Pickwick.

In protracted expectation of the weather clearing up, the last

evening paper from London was read and re-read with an intensity

of interest only known in cases of extreme destitution
;
every incli

of the carpet was walked over with similar perseverance, the win dows

were looked out of often eno’ gh to justify the imposition of an

additional duty upon them, all kinds of topics of conversation were

started, and failed
;
and at length Mr. Pickwick when noon had

arrived without a change for the better, rang the bell resolutely

and ordered out the chaise.

Although the roads were miry, and the drizzling rain came
down harder than it bad done yet, and although the mud and wet-

splashed in at the open windows of the carriage to such an extent

that the discomfort was almost as great to the pair of insides as

to' the pair of outsides, still there was something in the very

motion, and the sense of being up and doing, which was so

infinitely superior to being pent in a dull room, looking at the
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dull rain dripping into a dull street, that they all agreed, on

starting, that the change was a great improvement, and wondered

how they could possibly have delayed making it as long as they

had done.

When they stopped to change at Coventry, the steam ascended

from the horses in such clouds as wholly to obscure the hostler,

whose voice was however heard to declare from the mist, that he

expected the first Gold Medal from the Humane Society on their

next distribution of rewards, for taking the postboy’s hat off
;
the

water descending from the brim of which, the invisible gentleman

declared must inevitably have drowmed him (the postboy), but for

his great presence of mind in tearing it promptly from his head,

and drying the gasping man’s countenance with a wisp of straw.

“This is pleasant,” said Bob Sawyer, turning up his coat

collar, anti pulling the shawl over his mouth to concentrate the

fumes of a glass of brandy just swallowed.
“ Wery,” replied Sam, composedly.

“You don’t seem to mind it,” observed Bob.
“ Vy, I don’t exactly see no gootl my mindin’ on it ’ud do, Sir,”

replied Sam.
“ That’s an unanswerable reason, anyhow,” said Bob.
“ Yes, Sir,” rejoined Mr. Weller. “ Wotever is, is right, as the

young nobleman sveetly remarked ven they put him down in the

pension list ’cos his mother’s uncle’s vife’s grandfather vunce lit

the king’s pipe vith a portable tinder box.”

“Not a bad notion that, Sam,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer ap-

provingly.

“Just wot the young nobleman said ev’ry quarter-Jay arter-

wards for the rest of his life,” replied Mr. Weller.

“ Wos you ever called in,” enquired Sam, glancing at the

driver, after a short .silence, and lowering his voice to a mysterious

whis^r, “ wos you ever called in, ven you wos 'prentice to a saw-

bones, to wisit a postboy ?
”

“ I don’t remember that I ever was,” replied Bob Sawyer.

“You never see a postboy in that ’ere hospital as you walked

(as they says o’ the gliosts), did you 1 ” demanded Sam.

“No,” replied Bob Sawyer. “I don’t think I ever did.”

“ Never know’d a churchyard vere there wos a postboy’s tomb-

•stoue, or see a dead postboy, did youl” enquired Sam, pursuing

his catechism.

“ No,” rejoined Bob, “ I never did.”

“No,” rejoined Sam, triumphantly. “Nor never vill; and

there’s another thing that no man never see, and that’s a dead

donkey—no man never see a dead donkey, ’cept the gen’l’m’n in
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the black silk smalls as kDow’d the young ’ooman as kept a goat

,

and that wos a French donkey, so wery likely he warn’t vun o* the

regular breed.”
‘

“Well, what has that got to do with the postboys?” asked

Bob Sawyer.

“This here,” replied Sam. “Vithout goin* so far as to as-sert,

as some wery sensible people do, that postboys and donkeys is both

immortal, wot I say is this; that vcnever they feels theirselvea

gettiu* stiff and past their work, they just rides off together, vim
postboy to a pair, in the usual vay

;
wot becomes on ’em nobody

knows, but it's wery probable as they starts avay to take their

pleasime in some other vorld, for there ain’t a man alive as ever

see either a donkey or a postboy a takin’ his pleasure in this !

”

Expatiating upon this learned and remarkable theory, and

citing many curious statistical and other facts in its support, Sam
Weller beguiled the time until they reached Dunchurch, where a

dry postboy and fresh horses were procured
;
the next stage was

Daventry, and the next Towcester
;
and at the end of each stage

it rained harder than it had done at the beginning.
“ I say,” remonstrated Bob Sawyer, looking in at the coach

window, as they pulled up before the door of the Saracen’s Head,

Towcester, “ this won’t do you know.”

“Bless me!” said Mr. Pickwick, just awaking from a nap,

“ I’m afraid you are wet.”

“Oh you are, are you?” returned Bob. “Ye.s, I am, a little

that way. Uncomfortably damp, perhaps.”

Bob did look dampish, inasiimch as the rain was streaming from

his neck, elbows, cuffs, skirts, and knees; and his whole apparel

shone so with the wet, that it might have been mistaken for a

full suit of prepared oilskin.

“I am rather wet,” said Bob, giving himself a shake, and

casting a little hydraulic snower around in so doing, like a^New-
foundland dog just emerged fr m the winter.

“ I think it’s quite impossible to go on to-night,” interposed

Ben.

“Out of the question, Sir,” remarked Sam Weller, coming to

assist in the conference
; c“ it’s cruelty to animals, Sir, to ask ’em

to do it. There’s beds here. Sir,” said Sam, addre.ssing his master,

“everything clean and comfortable. Wery good little dinner, Sir,*

they can get ready in half an hour—pair of fowls, Sir, and a weal

cutlet
;
French beans, 'taturs, tart, and tidiness. You’d better

stop vere you are, Sir, if I might recommend. Take adwice. Sir,

as the doctor said.”

The host of the Saracen’s Head opportunely appeared at this
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moment, to confirm Mr. Weller's statement relative to the accom-

modations of the establishment, and to back his entreaties with a

vari^y of dismal conjectures regarding the state of the roads, the

doubt of fresh horses being to be had at the next stage, the dead

certainty of its raining all night, the equally mortal certainty of its

clearing up in the morning, and other topics of inducement familiar

to innkeepers.
“ Well,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ but I must send a letter to

London by some conveyance, so that it may be delivered the very

first thing in the morning, or I must go forward at all hazards.”

The landlord smiled his delight. Nothing could be easier

than for the gentleman to inclose a letter in a sheet of brown
paper and send it on either by the mail or the night coach from

Birmingham. If the gentleman w^as particularly anxious to have

it left as soon as possible, he might write outside, ** To be delivered

immediately,” which was sure to be attended to
;
or “ pay the

bearer half-a-crown extra for instant delivery,” which was surer

still.

“Very well,” said Mr. Pickwick, “then we will stop here.”

“ Lights in the Sun, John
;
make up the fire—the gentlemen

arc wet,” cried the landlord. “This way, gentlemen; don't

trouble yourselves about the postboy now. Sir. I'll send him to

you when you ring for him. Sir. Now John, the candles.”

The candles were brought, the fire was stirred up, and a fresh

log of wood thrown on. In ten minutes' time a waiter was laying

the cloth for dinner, the curtains were drawn, the fire was blazing

brightly, and everything looked (as everything al^vays does in all

decent English inns) as if the travellers had been expected and

their comforts prepared, for days beforehand.

Mr. Pickwdek sat down at a side table and hastily indited a note

to Mr. Winkle, merely informing him that he was detained by

stress of weather, but would certainly be in London next day
;

until when he deferred any further account of his proceedings.

This note was hastily made up into a parcel and despatched to

the bar per Mr. Samuel Weller.

Sam left it with the landlady, and was returning to pull his

master’s boots off, after drying himself by the kitchen fire, when,

glancing casually through a half-opened door, he was arrested by

»the eight of a gentleman with a sandy head who had a large

bundle of news})apers lying on the table before him, and was

perusing the leading article of one with a settled sneer which

curled up his nose and all his other features into a majestic expres-

sion of haughty contempt.

“Hallo!” said Sam, “1 ought to know that 'ere head and

'/2
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them features
;
the eye-glass, too, and the broad-brimmed tile 1

Eatansvill to vit, or I’m a Homan.”
Sam was taken with a troublesome cough at once, for' the

purpose of attracting the gentleman’s attention : and the gentleman

starting at the sound, raised his head and his eye-glass, and dis-

closed to view the profound and thoughtful features of Mr. Pott,

of the Eatanswill Gazette.
“ Beggin’ your pardon, Sir,” said Sam, advancing with a bow,

“my master’s here, Mr. Pott.”

“ Hush, hush !
” cried Pott, drawing Sam ini') the room, and

closing the door, with a countenance of mysterious dread and
apprehension.

“Wot’s the matter, Sirl” enquired Sam, looking vacantly

about him.
“ Not a whisper of my name,” replied Pott—“ this is a buf!

neighbourhood. If the excited and irritable populace knew I was
here, I should be torn to pieces.”

“ No
;
vould you. Sir 1 ” enquired Sam.

“I should be the victim of their fury,” replied Pott. “Now,
young man, what of your master 1

”

“ He’s a stoppin’ here to-night on his vay to town, vith a couple

of friends,” replied Sam.
“ Is Mr. Winkle one of them 1 ” enquired Pott, with a slight

frown.

“No, Sir; Mr. Vinkle stops at home now,” rejoined Sam.
“ He’s married.”

“ Married !
” exclaimed Pott, with frightful vehemence. He

stopped, smiled darkly, and added, in a low, vindictive tone, “ It

serves him right !

”

Having given vent to this cruel ebullition of deadly malice and

cold-blooded triumph over a fallen enemy, Mr. Pott enquired

whether Mr. Pickwick’s friends were “blue;” receiving almost
satisfactory answer in the al^rmative from Sam, who knew as

much about the matter as Pott himself, he consented to accompany
him to Mr. Pickwick’s room, where a hearty welcome awaited him,

and an agreement to club their dinners together was at once made
and ratified. ^

“And how are matters going on in EatanswilU” enquired Mr.

Pickwick, when Pott had taken a seat near the fire, and the whole-

party had got their wet boots off, and dry slippers on. “ Is the

Independent still in being ?
”

“The Independent, Sir,” replied Pott, “is still dragging on a

wretched and lingering career, abhorred and despised by even the

few who are cognizant of its miserable and disgraceful existence

;
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stifled by the very filth it bo profusely scatters : rendered deaf and

blind by the exhalations of its own slime, the obscene journal,

hapjJily unconscious of its degraded state, is rapidly sinking beneath

that treacherous mud which, while it seems to give it a firm stand-

ing with the low and debased classes of society, is, nevertheless,

rising above its detested head, and will speedily engulf it for ever.”

Having delivered this manifesto (which formed a portion of his

last week’s leader) with vehement articulation, the editor paused

to take breath, and looked majestically at Bob Sawyer.

“You are a young man. Sir,” said Pott.

Mr. Bob Sawyer nodded.
“ So are you. Sir,” said Pott, addressing Mr. Ben Allen.

Ben admitted the soft impeachment.

“And are both deeply imbued with those blue principles, which

so long as I live, I have pledged myself to the people of these

kingdoms to support and to maintain 1
” suggested Pott.

“ Why, I don’t exactly know about that,” replied Bob Sawyer,

“I am—

”

“Not buff, Mr. Pickwick,” interrupted Pott, drawing back his

chair, “your friend is not buff, Sir?”

“No, no,” rejoined Bob, “I’m a kind of plaid at present; a

compound of all sorts of colours.”

“A waverer,” said Pott solemnly, “a waverer. I should like

to show you a series of eight articles. Sir, that have appeared in

the Eatanswill Gazette. I think I may venture to say that you
would not be long in establishing your opinions on a firm and

solid basis. Sir.”

“ I dare say I should turn very blue, long before I got to the

end of them,” re.sponded Bob.

]\Ir. Pott looked dubiously at Bob Sawyer for some seconds,

and, turning to Mr. Pickwick, said

—

ou have seen the literary articles which have appeared at

intervals in the Eatanswill Gazette in the course of the last three

months, and which have excited such general—I may say such

universal attention and admiration]”
“ Why,” rei)lied Mr. Ihekwick, slightly embarrassed by the

question, “the fact is, I have been s'? much engaged in other

ways, that I really have not had an opportunity of perusing them.”
“ You should do so. Sir,” said Pott, with a severe countenance.
“ I will,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ They appeared in the form of a copious review of a work on

Chinese metaphysics, Sir,” said Pott.

“ Oh,” observed Mr. Pickv/ick—“ from your pen I hope ?
”

“ From the pen of my critic, Sir,” rejoined Pott with dignity.
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“ An abstruse subject I should conceive,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ Very, Sir,” responded Pott, looking intensely sage. “ He

crammed for it, to use a technical but expressive term
;
he reid up

for the subject, at my desire, in the Encyclopcedia Britannica,^'

“ Indeed !
” said Mr. Pickwick

;
“ I waa not aware that that

valuable work contained any information respecting Chinese

metaphysics.”
“ He read, Sir,” rejoined Pott, laying his hand on Mr. Pick-

wick^s knee, and looking round with a smile of intellectual

superiority, “he read for metaphysics under the letter M, and for

China under the letter C
;
and combined his information. Sir !

”

Mr. Pott’s features assumed so much additional grandeur at

the recollection of the power and research displayed in the learned

effusions in question, that some minutes elapsed b(dbre Mr. Pick-

wick felt emboldened to renew the conversation
;
at length, aa the

Editor’s countenance gradually relapsed into its customary expres-

sion of moral supremacy, he ventured to resume the discourse by

asking

—

“Is it fair to enquire what great object has brought you so far

from homer’
“That object which actuates and animates me in all my

gigantic labours. Sir,” replied Pott, with a calm smile—“ my
country’s good.”

“ I supposed it was some public mission,” observed Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes, Sir,” resumed Pott, “it is.” Here, bending towards

Mr. Pickwick, he whispered in a deep hollow voice, “ A buff ball.

Sir, will take place in Biriningham to-morrow evening,”
“ God bless me !

” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.
“ Yes, Sir, and supper,” added Pott.

“You don’t say so !
” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick.

Pott nodded portentously.

Now, although Mr. Pickwick feigned to stand aghast at> this

disclosure, he was so little v'^rsed in local politics that he was

unable to form an adequate comprehension of the importance of

the dire conspiracy it referred to
;
observing which, Mr. Pott,

drawing forth the last number of the Eatanswill Gazette, and refer-

ring to the same, delivered himself of the following paragraph :

—

“ H0LK-A.ND-C0KNER Bufpeky.

“ A reptile contemporary has recently sweltered forth his black

venom in the vain and hopeless attempt of sullying the fair name
of our distinguished and excellent representative, the Honourable

Mr. Slumkey—that Slumkey whom we, long before he gained his
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present noble and exalted position, predicted would one day be,

as he now is, at once his country's brightest honour, and her

proudest boast : alike her bold defender and her honest pride—our

reptile contemporary, we say, has made himself merry at the

expense of a superbly embossed plated coal-scuttle, which has

been presented to that glorious man by his enraptured constituents,

and towards the purchase of which, the nameless wretch insinuates,

tiie Honourable Mr. Slumkey himself contributed, through a con-

fidential friend of his butler’s, more than three-fourths of the

whole sum subscribed. Why, does not the crawling creature see

that even if this be the fact, the Honourable Mr. Slumkey only

appears in a still more amiable and radiant light than before, il

that be possible ? Hoes not even his obtuseness perceive that this

amiable and touching desire to carry out the wishes of the con-

stituent body must for ever endear him to the hearts and souls of

such of his fellow townsmen as are not worse than swine
;

or, in

other words, who are not as debased as our contemporary himself 1

Hut such is tlie wretched trickery of hole-and-corner Buffery

!

These are not its only artifices. Treason is abroad. We boldly

state, now that we are goaded to the disclosure, and we throw

ourselves on the country and its constables for protection :—we
boldly state that secret preparations are at this moment in progress

for a Butf ball, 'which is to be held in a Buff town, in the very

licart and centre of a Buflf population
;
which is to be conducted

by a Buff master of the ceremonies
;
which is to be attended by

four ultra Bufi' members of })arliament, and the admission to which
is to be by Buff tickets I Does our fiendish conlcmj)orary wince 1

Let him writhe in impotent malice as we pen the wonls, We wii.t.

BE THEKE.”
“ Tiiere, Sir,” said Pott, folding up the paper quite exhausted,

“ that is the state of the case.”

TSie landlord and waiter entering at the moment with dinner,

caused Mr. Pott to lay his finger on his lijjs in token that he con-

sidered his life in Mr. Pickwick’s hands, and depended on his

secrecy. Messrs. Bob Sawder and Benjamin Allen, who had

irreverently fallen asleep during the rea<ling of the quotation from

the Eatanswill Gazette and the discussion which follow'ed it, wer#*

roused by the mere whispering of the talismunic word “Dinner’’

in their ears
;
and to dinner they went with good digestion W'ait-

ing on appetite, and health on both, and a waiter upon all three.

In the course of the dinner and the sitting which succeeded ii;,

Mr. Pott descending for a few moments to domestic topics,

informed Mr. Pickwick that the air of Eatanswill not agreeing

with his lady, she was then engaged in making a tour of diflferent
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fashionable watering-places with a view to the recovery of her

wonted health and spirits
;

this was a delicate veiling of the fact

that Mrs. Pott, acting upon her often repeated threat of separafion,

had, in virtue of an arrangement negociated by her brother, the

Lieutenant, and concluded by Mr. Pott, permanently retired with

the faithful body-guard upon one moiety or half-part of the annual

income and profits arising from the editorship and sale of the

Eatanswill Gazette.

While the great Mr. Pott was dwelling upon this and other

matters, enlivening the conversation from time to time with

various extracts from his own lucubrations, a stern stranger,

calling from the window of a stage-coach, outward bound, which

halted at the inn to deliver packages, requested to know whether

if he stopped short on his journey and remained there for the

night he could be fiu-nished with the necessary accommodation of a

bed and bedstead,

“ Certainly, Sir,” replied the landlord.

“ I can, can I ] ” enquired the stranger, who seemed habitually

suspicious in look and manner.

“No doubt of it, Sir,” replied the landlord.

“Good,” said the stranger. “Coachman, I get down here.

Guard, my carpet-bag.”

Bidding the other passengers good night in a rather snappish

manner, the stranger alighted. lie was a shortish gentleman,

with very stiff black hair, cut in the porcupine or blacking-brush

style, and standing stiff and straight all over his head
;

his aspect

was pompous and threatening
;

hi.s manner was peremptory
;

his

eyes sharp and restless
;
and his whole bearing bespoke a feeling

of great confidence in himself, and a consciousness of immeasurable

superiority over all other people.

This gentleman was shown into the room originally as.sigried

to the patriotic Mr. Pott
;
and the waiter remarked, in (kimb

astonishment at the singular f incidence, that he had no sooner

lighted the candles than the gentleman, diving into his hat, drew

forth a newspaper, and began to read it with the very same expres-

sion of indignant scorn which upon the majestic features of Pott

had paralysed his energies 'an hour before. The man observed too,

that whereas Mr. Pott’s 8co»*n had been roused by a newspaper

headed The Eatanswill Independent, this gentleman’s withering

contempt was awakened by a newspaper entitled The Eatanswill

Gazette.
“ Send the landlord,” said the stranger.

“ Yes, Sir,” rejoined the waiter.

The landlord was sent, and came.
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*' Are you the landlord ? ” enquired the ^^entleman.

“ I am, Sir,” replied the landlord.

Do you know me ?
” demanded the gentleman.

“ I have not that pleasure, Sir,” rejoined the landlord.

“ My name is Slurk,” said the gentleman.

The landlord slightly inclined his head.

“Slurk, Sir,” repeated the gentleman, haughtily. “Do you

know mo now, man ”

The landlord scratched his head, looked at the ceiling, and at

the stranger, and 8mil(3d feebly.

“ Do you know me, man 1 ” enquired the stranger, angrily.

The landlord made a strong effort, and at length replied, “ Well,

Sir, I do not know you.”
“ Good God !

” said the stranger, dashing his clenched fist upon

the table. “ And this is popularity !

”

The landlord took a step or two towards the door, and the

stranger fixing his eyes upon him, resumed.
“ This,” said the stranger, “ this is gratitude for years of labour

and study in behalf of the masses. I alight wet and weary
;
no

enthusiastic crowds press forward to greet their champion, the

church-bells are silent
;
the very name elicits no responsive feeling

in their torpid bosoms. It is enough,” said the agitated Mr.

Shirk, pacing to and fro, “ to curdle the ink in one’s pen, and

induce one to abandon their cause for ever.”

“Did you say brandy and water, Sirl” said the landlord,

venturing a hint.

“Rum,” said Mr. Slurk, turning fiercely upon him. “Have
you got a fire anywhere 1

”

“ We can light one directly. Sir,” said the landlord.

“ Which will throw out no heat until it is bed time,” intciTupted

Mr. Slurk. “ Is there anybody in the kitchen ]
”

fJot a soul. There was a beautiful fire. Everybody had gone,

and the door was closed for the night.

“ I will drink my nim and water,” said Mr. Shirk, “ by the

kitchen fire.” So, gathering up his hat and newspaper, he stalked

solemnly behind the landlord to that humble apartment, and

throwing himself on a settle by the fir'jside, resumed his counte-

nance of scorn, and began to read and drink in silent dignity.

Now some demon of discord, flying over the Saracen’s Head
at that moment, on casting down his eyes in mere idle curiosity,

happened to behold Slurk established comfortably by the kitchen

fire, and Pott slightly elevated with wine in another room
;
upon

which the malicious demon darting down into the last-mentioned

apartment with inconceivable rapidity, passed at once into the
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head of Mr. Bob Sawyer, and prompted him for his (the demon’s)

own evil purposes to speak as follows.

“ I say, 'we’ve let the fire out. It’s uncommonly cold after* the

rain, isn’t it 1
”

“It really is,” replied Mr. Pickwick, shivering.

“ It wouldn’t be a bad notion to have a cigar by the kitchen

fire, would it 1 ” said Bob Sawyer, still prompted by the demon
aforesaid.

“ It would be particularly comfortable, 1 think,” replied Mr.

Pickwick. ‘^Mr. l^tt, what do you say ?”

Mr. Pott yielded a ready assent
;
and all four travellers, each

with his glass in his hand, at once betook themselves to the

kitchen, with Sara Weller heading the procession to shew them
the way.

The stranger was still reading
; he looked up and started.

Mr. Pott started.

“ What’s the matter]” whispered Mr. Pickwick,

“That reptile !
” replied Pott.

“What reptile]” said Mr. Pickwick, looking about him for

fear he should tread on some overgrown black beetle, or dropsical

spider.

“ That reptile,” whispered Pott, catching Mr. Pickwick by the

arm, and pointing toAvarda the sti anger. “ That reptile—Shuk, of

the Iiidopciideiit !

”

“ Perhaps we had better retire,” whispered Mr. Pickwick.
“ Never, Sir,” rejoined Pott,—pot-valiant in a double sense

—

“ never.” With these words, Mr. Pott took up his i)ositioii on an

opposite settle, and selecting one from a little bundle of news-

papers, began to read against his enemy.

Mr. l^jtt, of course, read the Independent, and Mr. Slurk, of

course, read the Gazette
;
and each gentleman audibly expressed

his contempt of the other’s compositions by bitter laughsi and

sarcastic sniffs
;
whence they proc 'jded to more o])en expressions

of opinion, such as “absurd,”— “wretched,”— “atrocity,”—
“ humbug,”—“ knavery,”—“dirt,”— “ filth,”

—“slime,”—“ditch

water,” and other critical remarks of the like nature.

Both Mr. Bob Sawycf and Mr. Ben Allen had beheld these

symptoms of rivalry and hatred with a degree of delight which

imparted great additional relish to the cigars at which they were*
pulfing most vigorously. The moment they began to flag, the

mischievous Mr. Bob Sawyer, addressing Slurk with great polite-

ness, said

—

“Will you allow me to look at your paper, Sir, when you have

quite done with it ]
”
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“You’ll fiDii very little to rcpriy you for your trouble in this

contemptible Sir,” replied Sliuk, bestowiiij' a Siitanie frown

on J?ott.

“You shall have this presently,” said Pott, looking up, palt

with rage, and quivering in his speech from the same cause.

“ Ha ! ha
!
you will be amused with this /c/ZoicV audacity.”

Terrific emphasis was laid upon “ thing ” and “ fellow
;

” and

the faces of both editors begiin to glow with defiance.

“The ribaldry of this mi.serable man is despicably disgusting,”

said Pott, pretending to address Bob Sawyer, and scowling upim

Shirk.

Here Mr. Slurk laughed very heartily, and folding the yviyier

BO as to get at a fresh column convetdently, said, that the block-

head really amused him.
“ What an impudent blunderer this fellow is,” said Pott,

turning from pink to crimson.

“Did you ever read any of this man’s foolery, Sir]” enquired

Slurk, of Bob Sawyer.
“ Never,” replied Bob

;
“ is it very bad ]

”

“ Oh, shocking 1 shocking !
” rejoined Slurk.

“ Really, dear me, tliis is too atrocious !
” e.\claimcd Pott, at

this juncture
;

still feigning to be absorbed in his reading.

“If you can wade through a few sentences of malice, meanness,

falsehood, perjury, treachery, and cant,” said Slurk, hainling the

paper to Bob, “you will, perhaps, be somewhat rcj)aid by a laugh

at the style of this ungrammatical tw'addler.”

“What’s that you said, Sir?” enquired Putt, looking up,

trembling all over with passion.

“What’s that to you. Sir?” replied Slink.

“Ungrammatical twaddler, was it. Sir?” said Pott.

“Yes, Sir, it was,” replied Slurk; “and 6o?r, Sir, if ycni

like that better
;
ha ! ha !

”

Mr. Pott retorted not a word to this jocose insult, but

deliberately folding up his copy of the Independent, flattened it

carefully down, crushed it beneath his boot, spat upon it witli great

ceremony, and flung it into the fire.

“There, Sir,” said Pott, retreating from the stove, “and that’s

the way I would serve the vi})er who produces it, if I were not,

fortunately for him, restrained by the law^s of my country.”

“Serve him so. Sir!” cried Slurk, starting up: “those law's sliall

never be appealed to by him, Sir, in such a case. Serve him so. Sir !

”

“ Hear I hear I
” said Bob Sav yer.

“ Nothing can l)c fairer,” observed Mr. Ben Allen.

“ Serve him bo, Sir !
” reiterated Slurk, in a loud voice.
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Mr. Pott <l;iit(‘(l a look of (•oriteiiij)t, wlii(;]i niiglP have
5111 anchor.

“S(“rvc liiin so^ Sir ! reiterated Slurk, in a louder voice than

Before.

“I will not, Sir,” rejoined T’ott.

“Oil, you wwn’t ! won’t you. Sir?” said Mr. Slurk, in a

tMuntin^f manner; “you liear this, ^uuitlmnen ! lie won’t; not

that he’s afiaid
,

oli, no ! he woti'L Ha . ha !”

“1 con.sid(*r you. Sir,” said Mr. Pott, movc<l By this sarcasm,
“ 1 consider you a, viper. 1 look upon, Sir, you as a man who
has jilac.ed himsc'lf btyond the ])al(i of socaety, by his most
audacious, disi^i aceful, and aBominable public conduct. 1 view
you. Sir, jieisonally- or jiolitically, in no other li^ht but as a most
impa,ralleh‘d and unmitii^eited viper.”

The indignant Independent did not wait to hear the end of this

jjcrsonal dcnunciatioii
;

for, catchin;; up bis carjiet ba^,^ which was
W(‘ll stidl’ed with moveables, he swun<; it in the air as J^)tt turned

away, and lettin,i( it fall with a circular sweep on his head just at

that jiaiticular ani'le of the ba^ where a good thick hair-brush

liappeneil to be jiacked, caused a shaip crash to be heard through-

out the kitchen, an<I bi ought him at once to the ground.
“ (lentlemcm,” cried Mr. l^ickwick, as Pott starttal up and

seized the liic-shovel, “ geiitleinen, consider for Heaven’s sake—
help-' S<mi—here- pray, gentlemen—interfen', somebody.”

Littering these incoheKuit exclamations, Mr. Ihc.kwick rushed

Between the infuriated combatants just in time to rei^eive the

caiiiet-bag on one side of his body, and the lire-sliovel on tlie

othei
;

whether the rejiresentatives of the jaiblic feeling of

Eatanswull wTre blinded by animosity, or, being both acute

reasoners, saw' the advantage of having a third party betw'ceii

them to bear all the BIoavs, certain it is that they paid not the

slightest attention to Mr. Pickwick, but defying eacli othertwith

great sjiiiit, jilied the carpet-bag and the fire-shovad most fijar-

lessly Mr. Pickwick w'ould uiKpK'stionaldy have sutiered severely

fiom his humane interference, if Mr. Weller, attracted by his

inastei’s cries, had not rushed in at the moment and, snatching up
a meal-sack, etfectually stD})peil the contiict by drawing it over the

head and slioulders of the mighty Pott, and clasping him tight

round the elbow's,
"

“ Take avay that ’ere bag from the t’other madman,” said Sam
to Hen Allen and Blob S.nvyer, who had done nothing but dodge

round the group, each with a tortoise-shell lancet in his hand,

ready to bleed the first man stunned. “ Give it up, you wretched

little creetur, or I’ll smother you in it.”
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Awed l>y these threats, and quite out of breath, the Inde])endeiit

suffered himself to be disarmed
;
and ]\Ir. Weller, removing the

extinguisher from Pott, sot him free with a caution.
*

“You take yourselves off to bed quietly,’^ said Sam, “or PU
put you both in it, and let you fight it out vith the mouth tied, aa

I vould a dozen sich, if they played these games. And you have

tlie goodness to oome this here vay. Sir, if you please.”

Thus addressing his master, Sam took him by the arm and led

him off, while tlie rival editors were eovcrally removed to their

beds by the landlord, under the inspection of Mr. Bob Sawyer and

Mr. Benjamin Allen
;

breathing, as they went away, many
sanguinary threats, and making vague appointments for mortal

combat next day. When they came to think it over, however,

it occurred to them that they could do it much better in print,

so they rcciiminenced deadly hostilities without delay; and all

Eatan.swill rung with their boldness—on pap(!r.

They had takum themselves off in separate coaches, early next

morning, b»‘lbro the other travellers were stirring; and the

weather having now cleared up, the chaise companions once more

turned their faces to London.

CHAPTER LL

INVOLVING A SERIOUS CHANGK IN Til K WELLER FAMILY, AM'
THE UNTIMELY DOWNFALL OF THE RED-NOSED MR. STIOGINS.

CoNsi DURING it a matter of delicacy to abstain from introduc-

ing either Pub Sawyer or Ben Allen to the young couple, until

they wei c fully prepared to expect them
;
and w ishing to Bj)are

Arabella's feelings as much as possible, Mr. Pickwick proposed

that he and Sam should alight in the neighbourhood of the Ciiorge

and Vulture, and that the two yo”rig men should for the present

take u}) their quarters elsewhere
;

to this they very readily agreed,

and the projiosition was accordingly acted upon : Mr. Ben Allen

and Mr. Bob Sawyer betaking themselves to a seejuestered pot-

shop on the remotest confines of the Borough, behind the bar-door

of which their names had in other days very often appeared, at

the head of long and complex calculations "worked in wliite chalk. •

“Dear me, Mr. Weller,” said the pretty housemaid, meeting

Sam at the door.

“ Dear me I vish it wos, my dear,” replied Sam, dropping

behind, to let his master get out of heaiing. “Wot a sweet

lookin’ creetur you are, Mary 1

*
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“Lor, Mr. Weller, what nonsense you do talk !” said Mary
“Oh! dcm% Mr. Weller.”

Don’t what, my dear?” said Sam.
“ Why, that,” replied the pretty housemaid. “ Lor, do get

along with you.” Thus admonishing him, the pretty housemaid

smilingly pushed Sam against the wall, dcelaring that he had

tumbled her cap, and put her hair quite out of curl.

“And prevented what I was going to say, besides,” added

Mary. “ There’s a letter been waiting here for you four days
;

you hadn’t been gone aw'ay half an hour when it came
;
and more

than that, it’s got, immediate, on the outside.”

Vere is it, my love ?
” enquired Sam.

“I took care of it for you, or I dare say it would have been

lost long before this,” replied IMary. “ There, take it
;

it’s more

than you deserve.”

WTth these words, after many pretty little coipicttish doubts

and fears, and wishes that she might not have lost it, Mary
produced the letter from behind the nicest little muslin tiuiker

possible, and handed it to Sam, who thereupon kissed it wdth

much gallantry and devotion.

“ My goodness me !
” said Mary, adjusting the tucker, and

feigning unconsciousness, “you seem to have grown very fond oi

it all at once.”

To this Mr. Weller only replied by a wink, the intense meaning

of which no description could convey the faintest idea of
;
and,

setting himself down beside Mary on a window-seat, opeiu'd the

letter and glanced at the contents.

“ Hallo !
” exclaimed Sam, “ wot’s all this ?

”

“Nothing the matter, 1 hopel” said Mary, peeping over his

shoulder.

“ Bless them eyes o’ yourn,” said Sam, looking up.

“iiNfever mind my eyes
;
you had much better read your letter,”

said the pretty housemaid, and as she said this, she made the eyes

twinkle with such slyness and beauty that they were perfectly

irresistible.

Sam refreshed himself with a kiss, and read as follows :

—

“ Marki!^ Gran

I

“ Hy darken
“ f'y'ens'^*

“ My dear Sammle,

“ I am wery sorry to have the pleasure of bein a Bear of

ill news your Mother in law cort cold consekens of imprudently

settin too long on the damp grass in the rain a hearin of a shepherd
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who warnt able to leave off till late at night owen to his havin

vouiid his-self up vith brandy and vater and not being able to stop

hifi-seli* till he got a little sober which took a many hours to do the

doctor says that if sliekl svallo’d varm brandy and vater artcrvarda

insted of afore she mightn’t have been no vus her veels woa

immedetly greased and cverythink done to set her a goin as could

be inwented your farther had hojies as she vould have vorked

round as usual but just as she woa a turin n the corner my boy she

took the wrong road and vent down hill vith a »velocity you never

sec and notvithstandin that the drag was put on uJectly by the

medikel man it wornt of no use at all for she paid the last pike at

tventy minutes afore six o’clock yesterday evenin havin done the

jouney wery much under the reglar time vich praps was partly

owen to her haven taken in wery little luggage by the vay your

fatlicr says that if you vill come and see me Sammy he vill take

it as a wery great favor for I am wery lonely Samivel. N. L* he

viLl have it Bjiclt that vay vich I say ant right and as there is sich

a many things to settle he is sure your guvner wont object of

course he vill not Sammy for I knows him better so he sends his

dooty in vhich I join and am Samivel infernally yours

“Tony Vkller.”

“Wot a incomprehensible letter,” said Sam; “who’s to know
wot it means, vith all this hc-ing and I-ing ! It ain’t my father’s

writin’ ’ct‘])t this here signater in print letters; that’s his.”

“ Pcrliajis he got Somebody to write it for him, and signed it

himself afterwards,” said the pretty housemaid.
“ Stop a minit,” replied Sam, running over the letter again, and

I)ausing here and there to reflect as he did so. “ You’ve hit it.

The gen’lm’n as wrote it, wos a tellin’ all about the misfortun’ in a

proj)er vay, and then my father comes a lookin’ over him, and

complicates the whole concern by puttin’ his oar in. Tihat’s

just the wery sort o’ thing he’d do. You’re right, Mary, my
dear.”

Having satisfied himself on this point, Sam read the letter all

over, once more, and, appearing to form a elear notion of its con-

tents for the first time, ^ejaculated thoughtfully, as he folded it

up
“ And so the poor creature s dead ! I’m sorry for it. She*

waru’t a bad-disposed ’ooman if them shepherds had let her alone.

I’m wery sorry for it.”

Mr. Weller uttered these words in so serious a manner, that

the pretty housemaid cast down her eyes and looked very grave.

“Hows’ever,” said Sam, putting the letter in his pocket, with
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a gentle sigh, “it wos to be—and woa, as the Id lady said alter

she’d married the footman, can’t be helped now, e:in it, I\Iary ?
”

Mary shook her head, and sighed too.

“ I must apply to the hemperor f)r leave of absence,” said Sam.
Mary sighed again,—the letter was so very afleeting,

“ Good bye !
” said Sam.

“ Good bye,” rejoined the pretty housemaid, turning her head

away.

“Well, shake hands, won’t you?” said Sam.
The pretty housemaid jmt out a hand which, although it was a

housemaid’s, was a very small one, and lose to go.

“ I shan’t be wery long avay,” said Sam.
“You’re always away,” said Mary, giving her head the slightest

possible toss in the air. “You no sooner come, Mr. Weller, than

you go again.”

Mr! Weller drew the household beauty closer to him, and

entered upon a whispering conversation, which had not proceeded

fjir when she turned her face round and condescended to look at

him again. When they parted it was somehow or other indispeiifl-

ably necessary for her to go to her room, and arrange the cap and

curls before she could think of presenting herself to her mistress
;

which preparatory ceremony she went off to perform, bestowing

many nods and smiles on Sam over the bannisters as she tripped

up stairs.

“I shan’t be avay more than a day,—or hvo. Sir, at farthest,”

said Sam, when he had communicated to Mr. Pickwick the intelli-

gence of his father’s loss

“As long as may be necessary, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“ You have my full permission to remain.”

Sam bowed.

“You will tell your father, Sam, that if T can be of any assist-

ance ^Jbo him in his present situation, I shall be most willing and

ready to lend him any aid in my power,” said Mr. I’ickwick.

“ Thankee, Sir,” rejoined Sam. “ I’ll mention it, Sir.”

And with some expressions of mutual good-will and interest,

master and man separated.

It was just seven o’clock when Samuel Weller, alighting from

the box of a sbige coach which passed through Dorking, stood

-within a few hundred yards of the Marquis of Granby. It was a

cold dull evening
;
the little street looked dreary and dismal, and

the mahogany countenance of the noble and gallant Marquis

seemed to wear a more sad and melancholy expression than it was
wont to do, as it swung to and fro, creaking mournfully in the

wind. The blinds were pulled down, and the shutters partly
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closed
;
of the knot of loungers that usually collected about th«

door, not one was to be seen
;
the place was silent and desolate.

Seeing nobody of whom he could ask any preliminary questions,

Sam walked softly in, and glancing round, he quickly recognised

his parent in the distance.

'Fhe widower was seated at a small round table in the little

room behind the bar, smoking a pipe, wdth his eyes intently fixed

upon the fire. The funeral had evidently taken place that day,

for attached to his hat which he still retained on his head, was a

hat-band measuring abinit a yard and a half in length, which hung
over the toj) rail of the chair and streamed negligently down. Mr.

Weller w^as in a very abstracted and contemplative mood, for not-

withstanding that Sam called him by name several times he still

continued to smoke with the same fixed and quiet countenance,

and wiis only rous(‘d ultimately by his son’s placing the palm of his

hand on his shoulder.

“Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, “you’re velcome.”
“ I’ve been a callin’ to you half a dozen times,” said Sam, hang-

ing his hat on a peg, “but you didn’t hear me.”
“ No, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, again looking thoughtfully

at the fire, “ I wos in a referee, Sammy.”
“Wot about 1

” enquired Sam, drawing his chair up to the fire.

“In a referee, Sammy,” replied the elder Mr. Weller, “regardin’

Aer, Samivel.” Here I^Ir. Weller jerked his head in the direction

of Dorking churchyard, in mute explanation that his words referred

to the late Mrs. Weller.
“ I wos a thinkiii’, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, eyeing his son

with great earnestness, over his pipe, as if to assure him that how-

ever extraordinary and incredible the declaration might appear, it

was nevertheless calmly and deliberately uttered, “ I wos a thinkin’,

Sammy, that upon the whole I wos wery sorry she wos gone.”

“Veil, and so you ought to be,” replied Sam. ^
Mr. Weller nodded his acquiescence in the sentiment, and again

fastening his eyes on the fire, shrouded himself in a cloud, and

mused deeply.

“ Those WU3 wery sensible observations as she made, Sammy t
”

said Mr. Weller, driving jthe smoke away with his hand, after a

long silence.

“Wot observations 1 ” enquil^5d Sam. «

“Them as she made arter she was took ill,” replied the old

gentleman.
“ Wot was they 1

”

“Somethin’ to this here effect. * Veller,’ she says, ‘I’m afeard

I’ve not done by you quite wot I ought to have done ;
you’re a
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wery kind-hearted man, and I might ha’ ma'h your home more

comfortabler. I begin to see now,* she says, ‘ ven it’s too late, that

if a ‘married ’ooman vishes to be religious she should begin vith

dischargin’ her dooties at home, and makiii’ them as is about her

cheerful and happy, and that vile she goes to church, or chapel, or

wot not, at all proper times, she should be wory careful not to

con-wert this sort o’ thing into an excuse for idleness or self-

indulgence, or vurse. I have done this,’ she says, ‘and I’ve vasted

time and substance on them as has done it more than me
;
but I

hope ven I’m gone, Veller, that you’ll think on me as T wos afore

I know’d them people, and as I raly wos by natur.’ ‘Susan,’ says

I,—I wos took up very short by this, Samivel
;

I von’t deny it,

my boy—‘Susan,’ I says, ‘you’ve been a wery good vifc to me,

altogether, don’t say nothin’ at all about it, keep a good In^art my
dear, and you’ll live to see me punch that ’ere Stiggins’s head yet.’

She smiled at this, Samivel,” said the old gentleman, stilling a sigh

with his pipe, “ but she died arter all !

”

“ Veil,” said Sam, venturing to otfer a little homely consolation

after the lapse of three or four minutes, consumed by the old

gentleman in slowly shaking hia head from side to side, and

solemnly smoking
\
“ veil, gov’ner, ve must all come to it, one day

or another.”
“ So we must, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller the elder,

“ There’s a Providence in it all,” said Sam.
“ O’ course there is,” replied his father with a nod of grave

approval. “Wot ’ud become of the undertakers vithout it,

Sammy 1
”

Lost in the immense field of conjecture opened by this retlec-

tion, the elder Mr. Weller laid his pipe on the table, and stirred

the fire with a meditative visage.

While the old gentleman was thus engaged, a very buxom-

lookijig cook, dressed in mourning, who bad been hu^tHiig about in

the bar, glided into the room, and bestowing many smirks of

recognition upon Sam, silently stationed herself at the back of his

father’s chair, and announced her presence by a slight cough, the

which being disregarded, was followed by a louder one.

“Hallo !” said the elder Mr. Weller,. dropping the poker as he

looked round, and hastily drew his chair away. “ Wot’s the

‘ matter now 1
”

“ Have a cup of tea, there’s a good soul,” replied the buxom
female, coaxingly.

“ I von’t,” n‘plied Mr. Weller, in a somewhat boisterous manner,

“I’ll see you-
—

” Mr. Weller hastily checked himself, and added

in a low tone, “furder fust,”
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“Oh, dear, dear
;
how adversity does change people ! said the

lady, looking upwards.
“ It’s tlie only thing ’twixt this, and the doctor as shall ehlange

my condition,” muttered Mr. Weller.
“ J really never saw a man so cross,” said the hnxom female.

“JVever mind— it’s all for my own good; vich is the reflection

vith wi(di the penitent schoolboy comforted his feelin’s ven they

llogg(Ml him,” rejoined the old gentleman

The buxom female shook her head witn compassionate and

sympathising air; and, appealing to Snin, enrpjirtv^ whether his

father renlly ought not to make an effort to keep up, and not give

way to that lowness of spirits.

“You sec, Mr. Samuel,” said the buxom female, “as I was
telling him yesterday, he will feel lonely, he can’t expect but what
he should, Sir, biit lie should keep up a good heart, because, dear

me. I’m sure we all pity his loss, and are ready to do anything for

liiiri
;
and there’s no situation in life so bad, Mr. Samuel, that it

can’t be mended, which is what a very worthy person said to me
when my husband died.” Here the speaker, putting her hand
before her mouth, coughed again, and looked affectionately at the

elder Mr. Weller.

“As I don’t rekvire any o’ your conversation just now. Mum,
vill you have the goodness to re-tire ? ” enquired Mr. Weller in a

grave and steady voice.

“ Well, Mr. Weller,” said the buxom female, “ I’m sure I only

.spoke to you out of kindness.”
“ Wery likely, Mum,” replied Mr. Weller. “ Samivel, show the

lady out, and shut the door artcr her.”

This hint was not lost upon the buxom female, for she at once

left the room, and slammed the door behind her, upon which IMr.

Weller, senior, falling back in his chair in a violent perspiration,

said— t
“ Sammy, if I wos to stop here alone vun veek—only vun veek,

my boy—that ’ere ’oonian ’ud marry me by force and wiolence afore

it was over.”

“ Wot, is she so wery fond on you ? ” enquired Sam.
“ Fond !

” replied his /ather, “ I can’t keep her avaj from me.

If I was locked up in a fire-proof chest vith a patent Brahmin,

she’d find means to get at me, uammy.” •

“Wot a thing it is to be so sought arter !
” observed Sam,

smiling.

“ I don’t take no pride out on it, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller,

poking the fire vehemently, “ it’s a horrid sitiwation. I’m actiwally

drove out o’ house and home by it. The breath was scarcely out
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0 * your poor mother-in-law^s body, ven vun old -^oman sends me a

pot o’ jam, and another a pot o’ jelly, and another brews a blessed

large*jug o’ camomile-tea, vich she brings in vith her own hands.”

Mr Weller paused with an aspect of intense disgust, and, looking

round, added in a whisper, “They wos all widders, Sammy, all on

’em, ’cept the camomile-tea run, as wos a single young lady o’

fifty-three.”

Sam gave a comical look in reply, and the old gentleman hav-

ing broken an obstinate lump of coal, with a countenance expressive

of as much earnestness and malice as if it had been the head of

one of the widows last-mentioned, said

—

“ In short, Sammy, I feel that I ain’t safe anyvcrcs but on the

box.”
“ How are you safer there than anyveres else?” interru])ted Sam.

“’Cos a coachman’s a privileged indiwidual,” replied IMr. Weller,

looking fixedly at his son.
“ ’Cos a coachman may do vithout

suspicion wot other men may not * ’cos a coachman may be on the

very amicablest terms with eighty mile o’ females, and yet nobody

think that he ever means to marry any vun among ’em. And wot

other man can say the same, Sammy?”
“ Veil, there’s somethin’ in that,” said Sam.

“If your gov’ncr had been a coachman,” reasoned Mr. Weller,

“do you s’pose as that ’ere jury ’ud ever ha’ conwic.ted him, s’posin’

it possible as the matter could ha’ gone to that ex-tremity 1 They
dustn’t ha’ done it.”

“ Wy not ? ” said Sam, rather disparagingly.

“ Vy not !
” rejoined Mr. Weller

;

“
’cos it ’ud ha’ gone agin

their consciences. A reg’lar coachman’s a sort o’ con-ncctin’ link

betvixt singleness and matrimony, and every practiccd.lc man
knows it.”

“ Wot you mean, they’re gen’ral fav’rites, and nobody takes

adwantage on ’em, p’raps ? ” said Sam.

His father nodded.
“ How it ever come to that ’ere pas.s,” resumed the parent

Weller, “I can’t say; vy it is that long-stage coachmen possess

such insiniwations, and is alvays looked up to— a-dored I may say

—by ev’iy young ’ooman in ev’ry town he vurks througli, I tlon’t

know
;

I only know that so it is
;

it’s a reg’lation of natur—

a

dispensai*y, as your poor mother-in-law used to say.”

“ A dispensation,” said Sam, correcting the old gentleman.
“ Wery good, Sarnivcl, a dispensation if you like it better,”

returned Mr. Weller; “/call it a dispensary, and it’s alvays writ

up BO, at the places vere they gives you physic for nothin’ in your

own bottles
;

that’s all.”
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With these words Mr. Weller re-filled and re-lighted his pipe,

and once more summoning up a meditative expression of counte-

nance, continued as follows :

—

Therefore, my boy, as I do not see the adwisability o^ stoppin’

here to be married vether I vant to or not, and as at the same
time I do not vish to separate myself from them interestin’

members o’ society altogether, I have come to the dett'-rmination o’

drivin’ the Safety, and puttin’ up vunce more at the JlcU Savage,

vich is my nat’ral-born clement, Sammy.”
“And wots to become o’ the bis’ness?” enquii-ed Sam.
“The bis’ne.ss, Samivel,” replied the old gentleman, “good-vill,

stock, and fixters, vill be sold by private con-tact
;
and out o’ the

money, two hundred pound, agreeable to a rekvest o’ your mother-

in-law’s to me, a little afore she died, vill be iiiwested in your

name in—wot do you call them things again ?
”

“Wot things!” enquired Sam.
“Them things as is always a goin* up and down in the City.”

“Omnibuses!” suggested Sam.
“Nonsense,” replied Mr. Weller. “Them things as is alvays

a fluctooatin’, and gettin’ theirselvcs inwolved somehow or another

vith the national debt, and the checquers bills, and all that.”

“Oh ! the funds,” said Sara.

“Ah!” rejoined Mr. Weller, “the funs; two hundred pound

o’ the moTioy is to be inwested for you, Samivel, in the funs
;
four

and a half per cent, reduced counsels, Sammy.”
“ Wery kind o’ the old lady to think o’ me,” said Sam, “and

[’m wery mucli obliged to her.”

“ The rest vill be inwested in my name,” continued the elder

Mr. Weller
;
“an<l ven I’m took off the road, it’ll come to you, so

take care you don’t spend it all at vunst, my boy, and mind that

no widder gets a inklin’ o’ your fortun’, or you’re done.”

Having delivered this warning, Mr. Weller resumed hit pipe

with a more serene countenance
;
the disclosure of these matters

apjKjaring to Iiave eased his mind considerably.

“ Stunebody’s a tapjnn’ at the door,” said Sam.
“ Let ’em tap,” rejilied his firther, with dignity.

Sam acted uj)on the »tflirection : upon which there was another

tap, and another, and then a long row of taps
;
upon which Sam

enquired why the tapper was nut admitted.
^

“Hush,” whispered Mr. Weller, with apprehensive looks,

“don’t. take no notice on ’em, Sammy, it’s vun o’ the widders,

p’raps.”

No notice being taken of the taps, the unseen visitor, after a

short lapse, veutiued to open the d(X)r and peep in. It was no
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female head that was thnist in at the partial'} opened door, but

the long black locks and red face of Mr. Stiggius. Mr. Weller’s

Dipe'fell from his hands.

The reverend gentleman gradually opened the door by almost

imperceptible degrees, until the aperture was just wide enough to

admit of the passage of his lank body, when he glided into the

r(X)m and closed it after him with great care and gentleness

Turning towards Sam, and raising his hands and eyes in token of

the imspeakable sorrow with which he regarded the cahunity that

had befallen the family, he carried the high-backed chair to his

old comer by the fire, and sitting himself down on the very edge

of the seat, drew forth a brown pocket-handkerchief, and a})j)lied

the same to his optics.

While this was going forward, the elder Mr. Weller sat back

in his chair with his eyes wide open, his hands jdanted on his

knees, and his whole countenance expressive of absorbing and

overwhelming astonishment. Sam sat oj)p()sitc him in perfe.ct

silence, wairing with eager curiosity for the termination of t])e

scene.

Mr. Stiggiua kept the brown pocket-handkerchief before his

eyes for some minutes, moaning decently meanwhile, and then,

nnistering his feelings by a strong effort, put it in Ins fxx ket ami

buttoned it up. After this he stirred the fire
;

after tliat he

rubbed his hands and looked at Sam.

“Oh my young friend,” said Mr. Stiggins, breaking the silence

iu a very low voice, “here’s a sorrowful affliction.”

Sam nodded very slightly.

“ For the man of wrath, too I
” added Mr. Stiggins

;
“ \t makes

a vessel’s heart bleed !

”

Mr. Weller was overheard by his son to murmur auincthing

relative to making a vesseTs nose bleed; but Mr Stiggins heard

him Jiot.

“ Do you know, young man,” whispered Mr. Stiggins, drawing

his chair closer to Sam, “ whether she has left Emanuel anything ?
”

“ Who’s he 1 ” enquired Sam.

“The chapel,” replied Mr. Stiggins
;
“our chapel; our fold,

Mr. Samuel.”

“She hasn’t left the fold nothing nor the shepherd nothin’, nor

the animals nothin’,” said Sam, decisively
;

“ nor the dogs neither.”

Mr. Stiggins looked slyly at Sam, glanced at the old gentleman,

who was sitting with his eyes closed, as if asleep
;
and drawing

his chair still nearer, said,

“Nothing for me, Mr. SamueM*^
Sam shook his head.
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“ I think there’s something/’ said Stiggins, turning as pale as

he could turn. “ Consider, Mr. Samuel
;
no little token 1

”

“ Not so much as the vurth o’ that ’ere old umberella o’ }olirn,”

replied Sam.
“ Perhaps,” said Mr. Stiggins, hesitatingly, after a few moments’

deep thought, ** perhaps she recommended me to the care of the

mau of wrath, Mr. Samuel?”
“I think that’s wery likely, from what he said,” rejoined Sam;

“ he wos a speakiii’ about you, jist now.”

“Was be, though?” exclaimed Stiggins, biightening up.
“ Ah ! lie’s changed, I dare say. We might live very comfort-

ably together now, Mr. Samuel, eh? I could take care of his

property when yiju are away—good care, you see.”

Heaving a long-drawn sigh, Mr. Stiggins paused for a response.

Sam nod<led, and Mr. Weller, the elder, gave vent to an extra-

ordinary sound, which, being neither a groan, nor a grunt, nor a

gasp, nor a growl, seemed to partake in some degree of the

character of all four.

Mr. Stiggins, encouraged by this sound, 'which he understood

to betoken remorse or repentance, looked about him, rubbed his

hands, wept, smih^l, wept again, and then, walking softly across

the room to a wcll-remcmbcrcd shelf in one corner, took down a

tumbler, and, with grciit deliberation, put four lumps of sugar in

it. Having got thus far, he looked about him again and sighed

grievously
;
with that he walked softly into the bar, and presently

returning with the tumbler half ftill of pine-apjile rum, ailvanced

to the kettle which was singing gaily on the hob, mixed his grog,

stirred it, sipped it, sat down, and taking a long and hearty pull

at the rum and water, stopped for breath.

The elder Mr. Weller, who still continued to make various

strange and uncxnith attempts to appear asleep, oftered not a

single word during these proceedings, but when Mr. Stiggins

stopped for breath, he darted upon him, and snatching the

tuml)ler from his hand, threw the remainder of the rum and
water in his face, and the glass itself into the grate. Then,

seizing the reverend gentleman firmly by the collar, he suddenly

fell to kicking him most fiiriously, accompanying every application

of his top-boot to Mr. Stiggins’s person with sundry violent and

incoherent anathemas upon his jimbs, eyes, and body. •

“Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, “put my hat on tight for me.”

Sam dutifully adjusted the hat with the long hatband more
firmly on his father’s head, and the old gentleman, resuming

his kicking with greater agility than before, tumbled with Mr.
Stiggins through the bar, and through the passage, out at the
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front door, and so into the street;—the kicl%‘.ig continuing the

whole way, and increasing in vehemence, rather than diminishing,

ever> time the top-boot was lifted up.

It was a beautiful and exhilarat rig sight to see the red-nosed

man writhing in Mr. Weller’s grasp, and his whole frame quivering

with anguish as kick followed kick in rai)i(l succession
;

it was a

still more exciting spectacle to behold Mr. Weller, after a powerful

struggle, immersing ]\Ir. Stiggins’s head in a horse-trough full of

water, and holding it there, till he was all but suffueated.

“There,” said Mr. Weller, throwing all his energy into one

most complicated kick, as he at length jiermittcd Mr. Stiggins to

withdraw his liead from the trough, “send any vim o’ them lazy

shepherds here, and I’ll pound him to a jelly first, and drownd

him artervards. Sammy, help me in, and till me a small glass of

brandy. I’m out o’ breath, my boy.”

CHAPTER LII.

COMPRISING THK FINAL KXIT OF MR. JINGLE AND JOR TROTTER;

WITH A ORKAT MORNING OF BUSINESS IN GRAY’s INN SQUARK.

CONCLUDING WITH A DOUBLE KNOCK AT MR. PKUKKR’s DOOR.

When Arabella, after some gentle preparation, and many
assurances that there was not the least occ^asion for being low-

spirited, was at length made acquainted by Mr. Pickwick with the

unsatisfactory residt of his visit to Birmingham, she burst into

tears, and sobbing aloud, lamented in moving terms tiiat she

should have been the unhappy cause of any estrangement between

a father and his son.

“ My dear girl,” said Mr. Pickwick, kindly, “ it is no fault of

yours. It was impossible to foresee that the old gentleman would

be so strongly prepossessed against his son’s marriage, you know.

I am sure,” added Mr. Pickwick, glancing at her pretty face, “ he

can have very little idea of the pleasure he denies himself.”

“Oh my dear Mr. Pickwick,” said Arabella, “what shall we
do, if he continues to be angry with us 1 ”

“ Why, wait patiently, my dear, until he thinks better of it,”

replied Mr. Pickwick, cheerfully.

“ But dear Mr. Pickwick, what is to become of Nathaniel if

his father withdraws his assistance 1 ” urged Arabella.

“ In that case, my love,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, “ I will venture
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to prophecy that he will find some other friend who wiil not be

backward in lielping him to start in the world.”

The significance of this reply was not so well disguised hf Mr.

Pickwick but that Arabella understood it. So, throwing her arms
round his neck, and kissing him affectionately, she sobbed louder

than before.

“ Conic, come,” said Mr. Pickwick, taking her hand, “ we will

wait here a few days longer, and see whether he writes or takes

any other notice of your hiisband^s communicafion. If not, I have

thought of Inilf a dozen plans, any one of which Wv uld make you
liappy at once. There, my dear—there.”

With these word.s, Mr. Pickwick gently pressed Arabella’s

hand, and bade her dry her eyes, and not distress her husband.

U})on whi‘*h, Arabella, who was one of the best little creatures

alive, ])nt licr Inandkercliicif in her reticule, and by the time Mr.

Winkle joined them, exhibited in full lustre the same beaming

smiles and sparkling eyes that had originally captivated him.

“This is a distressing predicament for these young ])eople,”

thought Mr. Pickwick, as he dressed hiuivsclf next morning, “I'll

walk up to Perker’s, and consult him about the matter.”

As Mr. Pickwick was further prompted to betake himself to

Gray’s Inn Square by an anxious desire to come to a pecuniary

settlement with the kind-hearted little attorney without further

delay, he made a hurried breakfast, and executed his intention so

speedily that te[i o’clock had not struck when he reached Gray’s

Inn.

It still wanted ten minutes to the hour when he had ascended

the staircase on which l^erker’s chambers were. The clerks had

not arrived yet, and be beguiled the time by looking out of the

staircase window.

The healthy light of a fine October morning made even the

dingy old houses brighten up a little : some of the dusty wiidows
actually looking almost cheerful as the sun’s rays gleamed upon
them. Clerk after clerk hastened into the square by one or other

of the entrances, and looking up at the Hall clock, accelerated or

decreased his rate of walking according to the time at which his

office hours nominally aommenced
;

the half- past nine o’clock

(Xjople suddenly becoming very brisk, and the ten o’clock gentle-

men falling into a }»acc of inosc aristocratic slowness. The clock^

struck ten, and clerks poured in faster than ever, each one in a

greater perspiration than his predecessor. The noise of unlocking

and opening doors echoed and re-echoed on every side, heads

appeared as if by magic in every window, the porters took up
their stations for the day, the slipshod laundresses hurried off, the
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postman ran from house to house, and the whole lepal hive was in

a bustle.

^You’re early, Mr. Pickwick,” said a voice behind him.

“Ah, Mr. Lowteii,” replied that gentleman, looking round, and

recognising his old ac(iuaintance.

“ Precious warm walking, isn’t it 1 ” said Lowten, drawing a

Bramah key from his pocket, with a small plug therein, to keep

the dust out.

“You appear to feel it so,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, smiling at

the clerk, who was literally red hot.

“I’ve come along, rather, I can tell you,” rofdied Lowten.
“ It went the half hour as I came through the Polygon. I’m here

before Am, though, so I don’t mind.”

Comforting himself with this reflection, Mr. Lowten ex-

tracted the plug from the door-key
;

having opened the iloor,

replugged and repocketed his Bramah, and picked up the lettei.s

which the postman had dropped through the box, he ushered Mr.

Pickwick into the office. Here, in the twinkling of an eye, he

divested himself of his coat, put on a thread-bare garment, which

he took out of a desk, hung up his hat, pulled forth a few sheets

of cartridge and blotting-paper in alternate layers, and sticking

a pen behind his ear, rubbed his hands with an air of great

satisfaction.

“There you see, Mr. Pickwick,” hp said, “now I’m complete.

I’ve got my office coat on, and my pad out, and let him come as

soon as he likes. You haven’t got a pinch of snulf about you,

have you 1
”

“No, I have not,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“I’m sorry for it,” said Lowten. “Never mind— I'll run out

presently, and get a bottle of soda. Don’t I look rather queer

about the eyes, Mr. Pickwick ?
”

Tile individual ajipealed to, surveyed Mr. Lowten’s eyes from a

distance, and expressed his opinion that no unusual queeniess was
perceptible in those features.

“ I’m glad of it,” said Lowten, “ We were keeping it up

pretty tolerably at the Stump last night, and I’m rather out of

sorts this morning,—Perker’s been aboift that business of yours,

by the b^^e.”
• “What business?” enquired Mr. Pickwick—“Mrs. Bardell’s

costs ?
”

“No, I don’t mean that,” replied Lowten. “About getting

that customer that we paid the ten shilliDgs in the pound to the

bill discounter for, on your account—to get him out of the Fleet,

you know—about getting him to Demerara.”

2 a
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“ Oh, Mr. Jingle,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily. “ Yes. Well t

"

“ Well, it’s all arranged,” said Lowten, mending his pen. ** The
agent at Liverpool said he had been obliged to you many times

when you were in business, and he would be glad to take him on

your recommendation.”
“ That’s well,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ I am delighted to hear it.”

“ But I say,” resumed Lowten, scraping the back of the pen

preparatory to making a frc.sh split,
*'

'.vhat a soft chap that

other is !

”

“Which other?”
“ Why, that servant, or friend, or whatever he is— you know

\

Trotter.”

“ Ah !
” said ]\Ir. Pickwick, with a smile. “ I always thought

him the very reverse.”

“ Well, and so ^lid I, from what little I saw of him,” replied

Lowten, “ it only shows how one may be deceived. What do you

think of his going to Demerara, too I
”

“ What !—and giving up what was offered him here 1
” ex-

claimed Mr. Pickwick.
“ Treating Perker’s offer of eighteen bob a-week, and a rise if

he behaved himself, like dirt,” replied Lowten. “ He said he

must go along with the other one, and so they persuaded Perker

to write again, and they’ve got him something on the same estate

;

not near so good, Perker says, as a convict would get in New
South Wales, if he appeared at his trial in a new suit of clothes.”

“Foolish fellow,” said Mr. Pickwick, with glistening eyes.

“ Foolish fellow.”

“ Oh, it’s worse than foolish
;

it’s downright sneaking, you

know,” replied Lowten, nibbing the pen with a contemptuous face.

“ lie says that he’s the only friend he ever had, and he’s attached

to him, and all that. Friendship’s a very good thing in its way

;

we are all very friendly and comfortable at the Stump, for insS^ance,

over our grog, where every ma. pays for himself, but damn hurt-

ing yourself for anybody else, you know ! No man should have

more than two attachments—the first, to number one, and the

second to the ladies
;
that’s what I say—ha ! ha !

” Mr. Tjowten

concluded with a loud laugh, half in jocularity, and half in

derision, which was prematurely cut short by the sound of Perker’s

footsteps on the stairs, at the first approach of which he vaulted on

his stool with an agility most remarkable, and wrote intensely.

The greeting between Mr. Pickwick and his professional adviser

was warm and cordial
;
the client was scarcely ensconced in the

attorney’s arm chair, however, when a knock was heard at the

door, and a voice enquired whether Mr. Perker was within.
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*' Hark I " said Perker, “ that's one of our vagabond friends—

Jingle himself, my dear Sir. Will you see him 1
”

•‘What do you think 1
” enquired Mr. Pickwick, hesitating.

“Yes, I think you had better. Here, you Sir, what’s your

name, walk in, will you ?
”

In compliance w'ith this unceremonious invitation. Jingle and

Job walked into the room, but, seeing Mr. Pickwick, stopped short

in some confusion.

“ Well,” said Perker, “ don’t you know that gentleman ]
”

“ Good reason to,” replied Jingle, stepping forv'ard. “ Mr.

Pickwick—deepest obligations—life preserver—made a man of me
—you shall never repent it, Sir.”

“I am happy to hear you say so,” said Mr. Pickwick “ You
look much better.”

“ Thanks to you, Sir—great change—Majesty’s Fleet—un-

wholesome place—very,” said Jingle, shaking his head. He was

decently and cleanly dressed, and so was Job, who stood bolt

upright behind him, staring at Mr. Pickwick with a visage of iron.

“ When do they go to Liverpool ?
” enquired Mr. Pickwick, hall

aside to Perker.

“This evening, Sir, at seven o’clock,” said Job, taking one step

forward. “ By the heavy coach from the city, Sir.”

“ Are your places taken 1
”

“They are, Sir,” replied Job.
“ You have fully made up your mind to go ?

”

“I have. Sir,” answered Job.
“ With 1 egard to such an outfit as was indispensable for

Jingle,” said Perker, addressing Mr. Pickwick aloud, “ I have

taken upon myself to make an arrangement for the deduction of a

small sum from his quarterly salary, which, being made for only

one year, and regularly remitted, will provide for that expf*n.se. I

entiaely disapprove of your doing anything for him, my dear Sir,

which is not dependent on his own exertions and good conduct.”

“Certainly,” interposed Jingle, with great firmness. “Clear

head—man of the world—quite right—perfectly.”

“ By compounding with his creditor, releasing his clothes from

the pawnbroker’s, relieving him in prison, and paying for hk
passage,” continued Perker, without noticing Jingle’s observation,

• “you have already lost upwards of fifty pounds.”

“Not lost,” said Jingle, hastily. “ Pay it all—stick to business

—cash up—every farthing. Yellow fever, perhaps—can’t help that

—if not—” Here Mr. Jingle paused, and striking the crown of

his hat with great violence, passed his hand over his eyes, and sat

down.
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“ He means to say,” said Job, advancing a few paces, “ that il

he is not carried off by the fever, he will pay the mon(3y back

again. If he lives, he will, Mr. Pickwick. I will see it dune. 1

know he will, Sir,” said Job, with great energy. “ I could under-

take to swear it.”

‘‘ Well, well,” said Mr. Pickwick, who had been bestowing a

score or two of frowns upon Perker, to stop his summary of

benefits conferred, which the little attorney obstinately disregarded,

“you must be careful not to play any more desperate cricket

matches, Mr. Jingle, or to renew your acquaintance Ith Sir Thomas
Blazo, and I have little doubt of your preserving your health.”

Mr. Jingle smiled at this sally, but looked rather foolish not-

withstanding, so Mr. Pickwick changed the subject by saying,

“ You don’t happen to know, do you, what has become of

another friend of yours—a more humble one, whom I saw at

Rochester 1
”

“ Dismal Jemmy ?
” enquired Jingla

“Yes.”

Jingle shook his head.

“ Clever rascal—queer fellow, hoaxing genius—Job’s brother.”

“Job’s brother!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. “Well, now I

look at him closely, there w a likeness.”

“We were always considered like each other, Sir,” said Job,

with a cunning look just lurking in the comers of his eyes, “ only

I was really of a serious nature, and he never was. lie emigrated

to America, Sir, in consequence of being too much sought after

here, to be comfortable
;
and has never been heard of since.”

“ That accounts for my not having received the ‘ page from the

romance of real life,’ which he promised me one morning when he

appeared to be contemplating suicide on Rochester Bridge, I

suppose,” said Mr. Pickwick, smiling. “ I need not enquire whether

his dismal behaviour was natural or assumed.” i-

“ He could assume anything, said Job. “ You may con-

sider yourself very fortunate in having escaped him so easily. On
intimate terms he would have been even a more dangerous

acquaintance than—” Job looked at Jingle, hesitated, and finally

added, “ than—than—myself even.”

“A hopeful family yours, Mr. Trotter,” said Perker, sealing a

letter which he had just finished writing.

“Yes, Sir,” replied Job. “Very much so.”

“Well,” said the little man, laughing; “I hope you are

going to disgrace it. Deliver this letter to the agent when you

reach Liverpool, and let me advise you, gentlemen, not to be toe

knowing in the West Indies. If you throw away this chance, you
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will both richly deserve to be hanged, as I sincerely trust you will

be. And now you hatl better leave Mr. Pickwick and me alone,

for*we have other matters to talk over, and time is jirecious.” As
Pcrker said this, he looked towards the door with an evident

desire to render the leave-taking as brief as possible.

It was brief enough on Mr. Jingle’s part. He thanked the

little attorney in a few hurried words for the kinilness and
promptitude with which he had rendered his assistance, and, turn-

ing to his benefactor, stood for a few seconds as if irresolute what
to say or how to act. Job Trotter relieved his preplexity, for with

a humble, grateful bow to Mr. Pickwick, he took his friend gently

by the arm, and led him away.

“A worthy couple,” said Perker, as the door closed behind

them.
“ I hope they may become so,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ What

do you think 1 Is there any chance of their permanent reforma-

tion 1
”

Perker shrugged his shoulders doubtfully, but observing Mr.

Pickwick’s anxious and disappointed look, rejoined—
“ Of course there is a chance. I hope it may prove a good one.

They are unquestionably penitent now
;
but then, you know, they

have the recollection of very recent suiferiDg fresh upon them.

What they may become when that fades away, is a problem tiiat

neither you nor I can solve. However, my dear Sir,” added

Perker, laying his hand on Mr. Pickwick's shoulder, “your object

is equally honourable, whatever the result is. Whether that

species of benevolence which is so very cautious and long-sighted

that it is seldom exercised at all, lest its owner should be imposed

upon, and so wounded in his self-love, be real charity, or a worldly

counterfeit, I leave to wiser heads than mine to determine. But

if those two fellows were to commit a burglary to-rnorrow, my
opinion of this action would be equally high.”

With these remarks, which were delivered in a much more
animated and earnest manner than is usual in legal gentlemen,

Perker drew his chair to his desk, and listened to Mr. Pickwick's

recital of old Mr. Winkle’s obstinacy.

“ Give him a week,” said Perker, nodding hia head propheti-

cally.

“ Do you think he will come round 1 ” enquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ I think he will,” rejoined Perker. “ If not, we must try the

young lady’s persuasion
;
and that is what anybody but you would

have done at first.”

Mr. Perker was taking a pinch of snuff with various grotesque

contractions of countenance, eulogistic of the persuasive powers
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appertaining unto young ladies, when the murmur of enquiry and

answer was heard in the outer office, and Lowten tapped at the

door.

“ Come in,” cried the little man.

The clerk came in, and shut the door after him with great

mystery.
“ What’s the matter ? ” enquired Perker.
“ you’re wanted, Sir.”

“ Who wants me ?
”

Lowten looked at Mr. Pickwick and coughed.
“ Who wants me 1 Can’t you speak, Mr. Lowten i

”

“ Why, Sir,” replied Lowten, “it’s Mr. Dodson
;
and Mr. Fogg

is with him.”
“ Bless my life !

” said the little man, looking at his watch, “ T

appointed them to be here at half-past eleven to settle that matter

of yours, Pickwick. I gave them an undertaking on w hich they

sent down your discharge
;

it’s very awkward, my dear Sir
;
what

will you do? Would you like to step into the next room 1”

The next room lieing the identical room in which Messrs.

Dodson and Fogg were, Mr. Pickwick replied that he would

remain where he w^as, the more especially as Messrs Dodson and

f’ogg ought to be asliamed to look him in the face, instead of his

being ashamed to see them
;
which latter circumstance ho begged

Mr. Perker to note, with a glowing countenance and many marks
of indignation.

“Very well, my dear Sir, very well,” replied Perker, “ I can only

say, that if you exjiect either Dodson or Fogg to exhibit any

symptom of shame or confusion at having to look you, or any-

body else, in the face, you are the most sanguine man in your

exfiectations that / ever met with. Show them in, Mr. Lowten.”

Mr. Ijowten disappeared with a grin, and immediately returned

ushering in the firm, in due form of precedence—Dodson first,>and

Fogg afterwards,

“You have seen Mr. Pickwick, I believe?” said Perker to

Dodson, inclining his pen in the direction where that gentleman

was seated.

“How do you do, Mr. Pickwick?” said Dodson in a ioud

voice.

“ Dear me,” cried Fogg, “ now do you do, Mr. Pickwick ? I

hope you are well. Sir. I thought I knew the face,” said Fogg,

drawing up a chair, and looking round him with a smile.

Mr. Pickwick bent his head very slightly in answer to these

salutations, and, seeing F'ogg pull a bundle of papers from his coat

pocket, rose and walked to the window
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‘There’s no occasion for Mr. Pickwick lu move, Mr. Porker/

iaid Fog^, untying the red tape which encircled the little bundle,

and* smiling again, more sweetly than before. “Mr. Pickwick is

pretty well acquainted with these proceedings, there are no secrets

between us I think. He ! he ! he !

”

“ Not many, I think,” said Dodson. “ Ha ! ha ! ha !
” Then

both the partners laughed together—pleasantly and cheerfully, as

men who arc going to receive money often do.

“We shall make Mr. Pickwick pay for peeping,” said Fogg
with considerable native humour, as he unfolded his pay^ers. “ The
amount of the taxed costa is one hundred and thirty -three, six and

fourpence, Mr. Perker.”

There was a great comparing of papers and turning over of

leaves by Fogg and Perker after this statement of profit and loss,

during which Dodson said in an affable manner to Mr. Pickwick

—

“ I don’t think you are looking quite so stout as when I had

the pleasure of seeing you last, Mr. Pickwick.”
“ Possibly not, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, who had been

flashing forth looks of fierce indignation without producing the

smallest effect on either of the sharp practitioners
;

“ 1 believe 1

am not. Sir. 1 have been persecuted and annoyed by scoundrels

of late, Sir.”

Perker coughed violently, and asked Mr. Pickwick whether he

wouldn’t like to look at the morning paper, to which enquiry Mr.

Pickwick returned a most decided negative.

“ True,” said Dodson, “ I dare say you have been annoyed in

the Fleet; there are some odd gentry there. Whereabouts were

your apartments, Mr. I’ickwick?”

“My one room,” replied that much-injured gentleman, “was on

the Coffee Koom flight.”

“ Oh, indeed !” said Dodson. “I believe that is a very pleasant

pari of the establishment.”

“Very,” replied Mr. Pickwick drily.

There w;is a coolness about all this, which to a gentleman of an

excitable temperament had, under the circumstances, rather an

exasperating tendency. Mr. Pickwick restrained his wrath by

gigantic eflbrts, but when Perker wro^ a cheque for the whole

amount, and Fogg deposited it in a small pocket-book, with a

triumphant smile playing over his pimply features, which com-

municated itself likewise to the stern countenance of Dodson, he

felt the blood in his cheeks tingling with indignation.

“Now Mr. Dodson,” said Fogg, putting up the pocket-book and

drawing on his gloves, “I am at your service.”

“Very gocxl,” said Dodson, rising, “ I am quite ready,”
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“I am very happy,’* said Fogg, softened by the cheque, “to

have had the pleasure of making Mr. Pickwick's acquaintance. 1

hope you don’t think quite so badly of us, Mr. Pickwick, as when
we first had the pleasure of seeing you.”

“I hope not,” said Dodson, with the high tone of calumniated

virtue. “ Mr. Pickwick now knows us better, I trust
;
whatever

your opinion of gentlemen of our profession may be, 1 beg to assure

you, Sir, that I bear no ill-will or vindictive feeling tow'ards you

for the sentiments you thought proper to exiress in our office in

Freeman’s Court, Cornhill, on the occasion to which my partner

has referred.”

“ Oh DO, no
;
nor I,” said Fogg, in a most forgiving manner.

“ Our conduct. Sir,” said Dodson, “ will speak for itself, and

justify itself 1 liope, upon every occasion. We have been in the

profession some years, Mr. Pickwick, and have been honoured with

the confidence of many excellent clients. I wish you good morning,

Sir.”

“ Good morning, J\Ir. Pickwick,” said Fogg
;
and so saying he

put his umbrella under his arm, drew off his right glove, and

extended the hand of reconciliation to that most indignant gentle-

man, w'ho thereupon thrust his hands beneath his coat tails, and

eyed the attorney with looks of scornful amazement.

“Lowten !” cried Perker at this moment. “Open the door.”

“Wait one instant,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I’erker, I will

speak.”
“ My dear Sir, jiray let the matter rest where it is,” said the

little attorney, who had been in a state of nervous apprehension

during the whole interview; “Mr. Pickwick, 1 beg—

”

“I w’ill not be put down. Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick hastily.

“ Mr. Dodson, you have addressed some remarks to me.”

Dodson turned round, bent his head meekly, and smiled.

“ Some remarks to me,” rep ‘ated Mr. Pickwick, almost broith-

less, “ and your partner has tendered me his hand, and you have

both assumed a tone of forgiveness and high-mimledness, which

is an extent of imimdeuce that I was not prepared for, even in

you.”

“What, Sir!” exclaimiid Dodson.
“ What, Sir !” reiterated Fogg.
“ Do you know that I have been the victim of your plots and

consi)iracic8 1” continued Mr. Pickwick. “Do you know that I

am the man whom you have been imprisoning and robbing ? Do
you know that you were the attorneys for the plain tiflf in Bardell

and Pickwick 1”

‘‘Yes, Sir, we do know it,” replied Dodson.
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Of course we know it, Sir,” rejoined Fogg, slapping his pocket

—perhaps by accident.

" I see that you recollect it with satisfaction,” said Mr. Pick-

wick, attempting to call up a sneer for the first time in his life,

and failing most signally in so doing. “Although I have long

been anxious to tell you in plain tenns what my opinion of you is,

1 should have let even this opportunity pass in deference to my
friend Perker's wishes, but for the unwarrantable tone you have

assumed, and your insolent familiarity—I say insolent familiarity,

Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, turning upon Fogg with a fierceness of

gesture which caused that person to retreat towards the door with

great expedition.

“ Take care, Sir,” said Dodson, who, although he was the biggest

man of the party, had prudently intrenched himself behind Fogg,

and was speaking over his head with a very pale face. “ Let him
assault you, Mr. Fogg; don’t return it on any account.”

“No, no, I won’t return it,” said Fogg, falling back a little

more as he spoke
;

to the evident relief of his partner, who by

these means was gradually getting into the outer otlice.

“You are,” continued Mr. Pickwick, resuming the thread of his

discourse, “you are a well-matched pair of mean, rascally, petti-

fogging robbers.”

“Well,” interposed Perker, “is that all T”

“ It is all summed up in that,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick
;

“ they

are mean, rascally, pettifogging robbers.”

“There,” said Perker in a most conciliatory tone, “my dear

Sirs, he has said all he has to say : now pray go. Lowten, is

that door o])en P’

Mr. Lowten, with a distant giggle, replied in the affirmative.

“ There, there—good morning—good morning—now pray, my
dear Sirs,—Mr. Lowten, the door,” cried the little man, pushing

Dotlfion and Fogg, nothing loath, out of the office, “ this way, my
dear Sirs,—now pray don’t prolong this—dear me— Mr. Lowten

—

the door. Sir, why don’t you attend 1”

“ If there’s law in England, Sir,” said Dodson, looking towards

Mr. Pickwick, as he put on his hat, “you shall smart for this.”

“ You are a couple of mean—” •

“ Remember, Sir, you pay dearly for this,” said Fogg, shaking
*
his fist.

“—Rascally, pettifogging robbers!” continued Mr. Pickwick,

taking not the least notice of the threats that were addressed to

him.

“Robbers !” cried Mr. Pickwick, running to the stair-head, as

the two attorneys descended.
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“Robbers!” shouted Mr. Pickwick, breaking from Lowten aud

Perker, and thrusting his head out of the staircase window.

When Mr. Pickwick drew in his head again, his countenance

was smiling and placid
;
and, w’alking quietly back into the office,

he declared that he had now removed a great weight from his

mind, and that he felt perfectly comfortable and happy.

Perker said nothing at all until he had emptied his snuff-box

and sent Lowten out to fill it, when no w'as seized with a fit of

laughing, which lasted for five minutes, at the expiration of which

time he said that he supposed he ought to be ver> angry, but he

couldn’t think of the business seriously yet—when he could, he

would be.

“Well, now,” said Mr. Pickwick, “let me have a settlement

with you.”

“Of the same kind as the last!” enquired Perker, with another

laugh.

“Not exactly,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, drawing out liis pocket-

book, and shaking the little man heartily by the hand, “I only

mean a pecuniary settlement. You have done me many acts of

kindness that I can never repay, and have no wish to, for I prefer

continuing the obligation.”

With this preface the two friends dived into some very com-

plicated accounts and vouchers, which having been duly displayed

and gone through by Perker, were at once discharged by Mr.

Pickwick, with many professions of esteem and friendship.

They had no sooner arrived at this point, than a most noleut

and startling knocking was heard at the door; it was not an

ordinary double knock, but a constant and uninterrupted succession

of the loudest single raps, as if the knocker were endowed with

the pcrj^etual motion, or the person outside had forgotten to

leave oil*

“Dear me, what’s that?” exclaimed Perker, starting.

“ I think it is a knock at t' e door,” said Mr. Pickwick, as if

there could be the smallest doubt of the fact I

The knocker made a more energetic reply than words could

have yielded, for it continued to hammer with surprising force and

noise, without a moment’^ cessation.

“Dear me I” said Perker, ringing his bell, “we shall alarm the

Inn.—Mr. Lowten, don’t you hear a knock?”
“ rU answer the door in one moment, Sir,” replied the clerk.

The knocker appeared to hear the response, and to assert that

it was quite impossible he could wait so long. It made a

stupendous uproar.

“ It's quite dreadful,” said Mr. Pickwick, stopping his cars.
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** Make haste, Mr. Lowten,” Perker called out, “ we shall have

the pannelfl beaten in.”

Sir. Lowten, who was washing his hands in a dark closet,

hurried to the door, and turning the handle, beheld the appearance

which is described in the next chapter.

CHAPTER LIII.

CONTAININO SOME PARTICULARS RELATIVE TO THE DOUBLE

KNOCK, AND OTHER MATTERS, AMONG WHICH CERTAIN IN-

TERESTING DISCLOSURES RELATIVE TO MR. SNODGRASS AND A

YOUNG LADY ARE BY NO MEANS IRRELEVANT TO THIS

HISTORY.

The object that presented itself to the eyes of the astonished

clerk was a boy—a wonderfully fat boy—habited as a serving lad,

standing upright on the mat, with his eyes closed as if in sleep.

He had never seen such a fat boy in or out of a travelling c^iravan
;

and this, coupled with the utter calmness and repose of his

appearance, so very different from what was reasonably to have

been expected of the inflicter of such knocks, smote him with

wonder.
** What's the matter enquired the clerk.

The extraordinary boy replied not a word, but he nodded once,

and seemed, to the clerk’s imagination, to snore feebly.

“ Where do you come from V* enquired the clerk-

The boy made no sign. He breathed heavily, but in all other

respects w:v.s motionless.

The clerk repeated the question thrice, and receiving no answer,

prejjftred to sliut the door, when the boy suddenly opened his eyes,

winked several times, sneezed once, and raised his hand as if to

repeat the knocking. Finding the door open he stared about him
with great astonishment, and at length fixed his eyes on Mr.

Lowten’s face.

“ W^hat the devil do you knock in •that way for?” enquired

the clerk, angrily.

“What way?” said the boy in a slow, sleepy voice.

“ Why, like forty hackney coachmen,” replied the clerk,

“ Because miister said I wasn't to leave off knocking till they

opened the door, for fear I should go to sleep,” said the boy.

“Well,” said the clerk, “what message have you brought?”
“ He’s down stairs,” rejoined the boy.
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“Who!”
“ Master. He wants to know whether you’re at home.'’

Mr. Lowten bethought himself at this juncture of looking out

of the window. Seeing an open carriage with a hearty old gentle-

man in it, looking up very anxiously, he ventured to beckon him,

on which the old gentleman jumped out directly.

“That’s your master in the carriage, I suppose'}” said Low'tcn.

The boy nodded.

All further enquiries were superseded by tlie appearance of old

Wardle, who, running up stairs and just recognising Lowten, passed

at once into Mr. Porker’s room.

“Pickwick!” said the old gentleman, “your hand, my boy;

why have I never heard till the day before yesterday of your

suffering yourself to be cooped up in jail 1 And why did you let

him do it, Perker?”

“I couldn’t help it, my dear Sir,” replied Perker, with a smile

and a pinch of snuff, “you know how obstinate he is.”

“ Of course I do, of course I do,” replied the old gentleman.
“ I am heartily glad to see him, notwithstanding. I will not lose

sight of him again in a hurry.”

With these words, Wardle shook Mr. Pickwick’s hand once

more, and, having done the same to Perker, threw himself into an

arm-chair, his jolly red face shining again with smiles and health.

“Well,” said Wardle, “here are pretty goings on—a pinch of

your snuff, Perker, my boy—never were such times, eh 1”

“ What do you mean 1” enquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Mean!” replied Wardle, “why, I think the girls are all

running mad
;
that’s no news, you’ll say ? Perhaps it’s not, but

it’s true for all that.”

“ You have not come up to London, of all places in the world,

to tell us ihai^ my dear Sir, have youl” enquired Perker.

“No, not altogether,” replied Wardle; “though it wajt» the

main cause of my coming. How’" Arabella?”
“ Very well,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “ and will be delighted to

see you, I am sure.”

“ Black-eyed little jilt !” replied Wardle. “ I had a great idea

of marrying her myself, one of these odd days. But I am glad of

it too, very glad.”

“ How did the intelligence reach you ?” asked Mr. Pickwick.
“ Oh, it came to my girls, of course,” replied Wardle.

“ Arabella wrote the day before yesterday to say she had made
a stolen match without her husband’s father’s consent, and so you

had gone down to get it when his refusing it couldn’t prevent the

match, and all the rest of it I thought it a very good time tc
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My Bomcthing serious to my girls, so I said what a dreadful thing

it was that children should marry wdthout their parents’ consent,

and *180 forth
;

but, bless your hearts, I couldn’t make the least

impression upon them. They tnought it such a much more

dreadful thing that there should have been a wedding without

bridesmaids, that I might as well have preached to Joe himself.”

Here the old gentleman stopped to laugh
;
and having done so,

to his heart’s content, presently resumed.
“ But this is not the best of it, it seems. This is only half the

love-making and plotting that have been going forward. We have

been w^alking on mines for the last six months, and they’re sprung

at last.”

“What do you mean !” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, turning pale’

“ no other secret marriage, I hope 1
”

“No, no,” replied old Wardle
;
“not so bad as that—no.”

“ What then 1
” enquired Mr. Pickwick

;
“ am I interested

in it I”

“Shall I answer that question, Perker?” said Wardle.
“ If you d»)n’t commit yourself by doing so, my dear Sir.”

“Well then, you are,” said Wardle.

“How?” asked Mr. Pickwick anxiously. “In what way?”
“Really,” replied Wardle, “you’re such a fiery sort of young

fellow that I am almost afraid to tell you
;

but, however, if Perker

will sit between us to prevent mischief. I’ll venture.”

Having closed the room-door, and fortified himself with another

application to Perker’a snuff-box, the old gentleman proceeded wdth

his great disclosure in these words.

“The fact is, that my daughter Bella— Bella, that married

young Trundle, you know.”
“ Yes, yes, we know,” said Mr. Pickwick impatiently.

“ Don’t alarm me at the very beginning. My daughter Bella,

PLinily having gone to bed wdth a headache after she had read

Arabella's letter to me, set herself down by my side the other

evening, and began to talk over this marriage alfair. ‘ Well pa,’

she says, ‘what do you think of it?’ ‘Why, iny dear,’ I said, ‘1

suppose it’s all very w^ell
;

I hope it’s for the best.’ I answered

in this way because I was sitting before the fire at the time,

drinking my grog rather thoughtfully, and 1 knew my throwing in

*an undecided word now and then, would induce her to continue

talking. Both my girls are pictures of their dear mother, and as

I grow old I like to sit with only them by me
;

for their voices

and looks carry me back to the happiest period of my life, and

make me for the moment as young as I used to be then, though

not quite so light-hearted. ‘ It’s quite a marriage of affection, pa,'
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said Bella, after a short silence. ‘Yes, my dear,' said I, 'but such

marriages do not always turn out the happiest.’
”

“ I question that, mind,” interposed Mr. Pickwick warnily.*

“ Very good,’’ responded Wardle, “ question anything you like

when it’s your turn to speak, but don’t interrupt me.”
“ I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Granted,” replied Wardle. “ ‘I am sorry to hear you express

your opinion against marriages of affection, pa,* said Bella, colour-

ing a little. ‘ I was wrong
;
I ought not to have said so, my dear,

either,’ said I, patting her cheek as kindly as a ro.igh old fellow

like me could pat it, ‘ for your mother’s was one, and so was yours.’

‘It’s not that I meant, pa,‘ said Bella. ‘The fact is, pa, I wanted
to speak to you about Emily.’

”

Mr. Pickwick started.

“What’s the matter now?” inquired Wardle, stopping in his

narrative.

“ Nothing,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Pray go on.”

“ I never could spin out a story,” said Wardle abruptly. “ It

must come out sooner or later, and it’ll save us all a great deal of

time if it comes at once. The long and the short of it is, then,

that Bella at last mustered up courage to tell me that Emily was

very unhappy
;

that she and your young friend Snodgrass bad
been in constant correspondence and communication ever since last

Oliristnias
;
that she had very dutifully made up her mind to nin

away with him, in laudable imitation of her old friend and school-

fellow; but that having some compunctions of conscience on the

subject, inasmuch as I had always been rather kindly disposed to

both of them, they had thought it better in the first instance to

[)ay me the compliment of asking whether I would have any objec-

tion to their being married in the usual matter-of-fact manner.

There now, Mr. Pickwick, if you can make it convenient to reduce

your eyes to their usual size again, and to let me hear whai» you

think wc ought to do, 1 shall fee^ rather obliged to you.”

The testy manner in which the hearty old gentleman uttered

this last sentence was not w'holly unwarranted
;

for Mr. Pickwick’s

face had settled down into an expression of blank amazement and
perplexity quite curious t® behold.

“Snodgrass!— since last Christmas!” were the first broken

words that issued from the lips of the confounded gentleman.

“Since last Christmas,” replied Wardle; “that’s plain enough,

and very bad spectacles we must have worn, not to have discovered

it before.”

“ I don’t understand it,” said Mr. Pickwick, ruminating
;
“ I

really cannot understand it”
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It’s easy enough to understand,” replied the choleric old

gentleman. “If you had been a younger man, you would have

beefl in the secret long ago
;
and besides,” added Wardle after a

moment’s hesitation, “the truth is, that, knowing nothing of this

matter, I have rather pressed Emily for four or five months past

to receive favourably (if she could
;

I would never attempt to force

a girl’s inclinations) the addresses of a young gentleman down in

our neighbourhood. I have no doubt that, girl-like, to enhance

her own value and increase the ardour of Mr. Snodgnuss, she has

represented this matter in very glowing colours, and that they have

both arrived at the conclusion that they are a terribly persecuted

pair of unfortunates, and have no resource but clandestine matri-

mony or charcoal Now the question is, what’s to be done?”

“What have you done?” enquired Mr. Pickwick,
“ I !

”

“ I mean what did you do when your married daughter told

you this?”

“Oh, I made a fool of myself of course,” rejoined Wardle.
“ Just so,” interposed Perker, who had accompanied this dialogue

with sundry twitchings of his watch-chain, vindictive rubbings of

his nose, and other symptoms of impatience. “ That’s very natural

;

but how ?
”

“I wont into a great passion and frightened my mother into a

fit,” said Wardle.
“ That was judicious,” remarked Perker, “aud what else, mv

dear Sir?”
“ I fretted and fumed all next day, and raised a great disturb-

ance,” rejoined the old gentleman. “ At last I gob tired of render-

ing myself unpleasant aud making everybody miserable
;
so I hired

a carriage at Miiggleton, and, putting my own horses in it, came
up to town, under pretence of bringing Emily to see Arabella.

”

S^Miss Wardle is with you, then?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ To be sure she is,” replied Wardle. “ She is at Osborne’s

hotel in tlie Adelphi at this moment, unless your enterprising friend

has run away with her since I came out this morning.”

“You are reconciled, then?” said Perker.
“ Not a bit of it,” answered WariUe

;
“ she has been crying

and moping ever since, except last night, between tea and supper,

when she m;ule a great parade of writing a letter, that I pretended

to take no notice of.”

“You want my advice in this matter, I suppose?” said Perker,

looking from the musing face of Mr. Pickwick to the eager

countenance of Wardle, and taking several consecutive pinches of

his favourite stimulant.
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“I suppose so,” said Wardle, looking at Mr. Pickwick.

“Certainly,” replied that gentleman.

“Well then,” said Perker, rising and pushing his chair bhck,
“ my advice is, that you both walk away together, or ride away,
or get away by some means or other, for I’m tired of you, and jut>t

talk this matter over between you. If you have not settled it by
the next time I see you, I’ll tell you what to do.”

“ This is satisfactory,” said Wardle, hardly knowing whether to

smile or be offended.

“ Pooh, pooh, my dear Sir,” returned Perker, “ I know you both

a great deal better than you know yourselves. You have settled

it already, to all intents and purposes.”

Thus expressing himself, the little gentleman poked his snuff-

box, first into the chest of Mr. Pickwick, and then into the waist-

coat of Mr. Wardle, upon which they all three laughed, but

especially the two last-named gentlemen, who at once shook hands

again, without any obvious or particular reason.

“ You dine with me to-day,” said Wardle to Perker, as he

showed them out.

“ Can’t promise, my dear Sir, can’t promise,” replied Perker.
“ I’ll look in, in the evening, at all events.”

“I shall expect you at five,” said Wardle “ Now, Joe
;

” and

Joe having been at length awakened, the two friends departed in

Mr. Wardle’s carriage, which in common humanity had a dickey

behind for the fat boy, who, if there had been a foot-board instead,

would have rolled off and killed himself in his very first nap.

Driving to the George and Vulture, they found that Arabella

and her maid had sent for a hackney-coach immediately on the

receipt of a short note from Emily announcing her arrival in town,

and had proceeded straight to the Adelphi. As Wardle had busi-

ness to transact in the city, they sent the carriage and the fat boy

to his hotel, with the information that he and ]\Ir. Pickwick Vkould

return together to dinner at five oVlock.

Charged with this message, the fat boy returned, slumbering as

peaceably in his dickey over the stones as if it had been a down
bed on watch-springs, lly some extraordinary miracle he awoke

of his own accord, when the coach stoy)ped, and giving himself a

good shake to stir up hie faculties, went up stairs to execute his

commission. *

Now, whether the shake had jumbled the fat boy’s faculties

together instead of arranging them in proper order, or had roused

such a quantity of new ideas within him as to render him oblivious

of ordinary forms and ceremonies, or (which is also possible) had

proved unsuccessful in preventing bis falling asleep as he ascended
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the stairs, it is an undoubted fact that he walKed into the sitting

room without previously knocking at the door, and so beheld a

gerAleman with his ann clasping his young mistress's waist, sitting

very lovingly by her side on a sofa,, while Arabella and her pretty

handmaid feigned to be absorbed in looking out of a window at the

other end of the room. At sight of which phenomenon, the fat

boy uttered an interjection, the ladies a scream, and the gentleman

an oath, almost simultaneously.
“ Wretched creature, what do you want here?” said the gentlt*-

man, who it is needless to say was Mr. Snodgrass.

To this the fat boy, considerably terrified, briefly resjiondcd,

“ Missis.”

“What do you want me for?” enquired Emily, turning her

head aside, “you stupid creature.”

“ Master and Mr. Pickwick is a going to dine here at five,”

replied the fat boy.

“ Leave the room,” said Mr. Snodgrass, glaring upon the

bewildered youth.

“No, no, no,” added Emily hastily. “Bella, dear, advise

me,”

Upon this, Emily and Mr. Snodgrass, and Arabidla juid Mary,

crowded into a corner and conversed earnestly in hispc'rs for some

minutes, during which the fat boy dozed.

“Joe,” said Arabella, at length, looking round with a most

bewitching smile, “how do you do, Joe?”

“Joe,” said Emily, “you’re a very good boy; I won’t foigct

you, Joe.”

“Joe,” said Mr. Snodgrass, advancing to the astonishf^d youth,

and seizing his hand, “I didn’t know you before. There’s five

BljilJings for you, Joe.”

“Ell owe you five, Joe,” said Arabella, “for old ac(|uamtaiice

sakj, you know,” and another most captivating smile was bestowed

upon the corpulent intruder.

The fat buy’s perception btiing slow, he looked rather puzzled at

first to account for this sudden prepossession in his favour, and

stared about him in a very alarming manner. At length his broad

face began to show syuqitoms of a gryi of proportionately broad

dimensions, and then thrusting half a crown into each of hia

pockets, and a hand and wrist after it, he burst into a horse laugh :

being for the first and only time in his existence.

“ He understands us, I see,” said Arabella.

“ He had better have something to eat immediately,” remarked

Emily.

The fat boy almost laughed again when he heard this suggestion
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Mary, after a little more whispering, trip]

>

01! iorth from the group,

and said,

—

•‘I am going todine with you to-day, Sir, if you have noobjectioR

“This way,” said the fat boy, eagerly. “There is suc’h a jolly

meat pie.”

With those words the fat boy led tlie way down stairs, his

pretty companion captivating all the w^aiters and angering all tlie

chambermaids as she followed him to the eating room.

There was the meat pie of which the youth had sjjokcn so feel-

ingly : and there were, moreover, a steak and a dish oi potatoes,

ami a pot of poi tor.

“Sit dowuj,” said the fat boy, “Oh, my eye, how piiinc! I

am so hungry.”

Having apostrophized his eye in a species of rapture fivt* or six

times, the youth took the head of the little table, and Mary set

herself at the bottom.

“Will you have some of this?” said the fat boy, jdunging into

the pie up to the very ferules of the knife and fork.

“ A little, if you please,” replied Mary.

The fat boy assisted Mary to a little, and himself to a great

deal, and was just going to begin eating wdien he suddenly laid

down his knife and fork, leant forward in liis chair, and lotting his

hands, witli the knife and fork in them, fall on his knees, said,

very slowly,

“ I say, bow nice you do look !

”

This was said in an admiring manner, and was, so fur, gratify-

ing
;
but still there was enough of the cannibal in the young gentle-

man’s eyes to render the compliment a doubtfid one.

“Dear me, Joseph,” said Mary, affecting to blush, “what do

you mean 1
”

The fat boy, gradually recovering his formi r position, replied

witli a heavy sigh, and remaining thoughtful for a moments,

drank a long draught of the porter. Having a( liievcd this feat

he sighed again, and applied himself assiduously to the ])ic.

“ What a nice young lady Miss Emily is !
” said Mary, after a

long silence.

The fat boy had by this time finislied the pie. He Gxed his

eyes on Mary, and replied

—

“ I knows a nicercr.”

“ Indeed !
” said IMary.

“ Yes, indeed !
” replied the fat boy, with unwonted vivacity.

“ What’s her name 1 ” enquired Mary.
“ What’a youra 1

"

“ Mary."
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‘*So’b her’s,” said the fat boy. “You’re her.” The boy

grinned to add jwint to the compliment, and put his eyes into

something between a squint and a cast, which there is reasoh to

l)elieve he intended fur an ogle.

“You rausn’t talk to me in that way,” said Mary; “you
don’t mean it.”

“Don’t I though 1” replied the fat boy; “I say—

”

“Well.”

“Are you going to come here regular?’'

“No,” rejoined Mary, shaking her head, “Tm going away
again to-night. Why 1 ”

“ Oh !
” said the fat boy, in a tone of strong feeling

;

“ how we
should have enjoyed ourselves at meals, if you had been !

”

“ I might come here sometimes perhaps, to see you,” said Mary,
plaiting the table cloth in assumed coyness, “ if you would do me
a favour.”

The fat boy looked from the pie dish to the steak, as if he

thought a favour must be in a manner connected with something

to cat
;
and tlien took out one of the half-crowns and glanced at

it nervously.

“Don’t you understand me?” said Mary, looking slyly in his

fat face.

Again he looked at the half-crown, and said faintly, “No.”
“ The ladies want you not to say anything to the old gentleman

about the young gentleman having been up stairs
;
and I want

you too.”

“ Is that all ?
” said the fat boy, evidently very much relieved

as he pocketed the half-crown again. “ Of course I ain’t a going to.”

“You see,” said Mary, “Mr. Snodgrass is very fond of Miss

Emily, and Miss Emily’s very fond of him, and if you were to

tell about it, the old gentleman would carry you all away miles

into the country, where you’d .»ce nobody.” %

“No, no, I won’t tell,” said the fat boy, stoutly.

“ That’s a dear,” said Mary. Now it’s time I went up stairs,

and got my lady ready for dinner.”

“ Don’t go yet,” urged the fat boy.

“ I must,” replied Mary. “Grood bye, for the present.”

The fat boy, with elephantine playfulness, stretched out his

arms to ravish a kiss
;
but as ii required no great agility to elude

him, his fair enslaver had vanished before he closed them again
;

upon which the apathetic youth ate a pound or so of steak with

a sentimental countenance, and fell fast asleep.

There was so much to say up stairs, and there were so many
plans to concert for elopement and matrimony in the event of old



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 726

Wardle continuing to be cruel, that it wanted only half an hour

to dinner w^hen Mr. Snodgrass took his final adieu. The ladies

ran* to Emily^s bedroom to dress, and the lover, taking up his hat,

walked out of the room^ He had scarcely got outside the door,

when he heard Wardle’s voice talking loudly
;
and looking over

the bannisters, beheld him, followetl by some other gentlemen,

coming straight up stairs. Knowing nothing of the house, Mr.

Snodgrass in his confusion stepped hastily back into the room he

had just quitted, and passing from thence into an inner apartment

(Mr. Wardle’s bedchamber), closed the door softly, just as the

persons he had caught a glimpse of, entered the sitting room.

These w^ere Mr. Wardle, and Mr. Pickwick
;
Mr. Nathaniel Winkle

and Mr. Benjamin Allen, whom he had no difficulty in recognising

by their voices.

“Very lucky I had the presence of mind to avoid them,”

thought Mr. Snodgrass with a smile, and walking on tiptoe to

another door near the bedside, “ this opens into the same passage,

and I can walk quietly and comfortably auay.”

There was only one obstacle to his w^alking quietly and comfoit-

ably away, which was, that the door was locked ami the key gone.

“Let us have some of your best wine to-day, waiter,” said

old Wardle, rubbing his hands.
“ You shall have some of the very best. Sir,” replied the waiter.

“ Let the ladies know we have come in.”

“ Yes, Sir.”

Devoutly and ardently did Mr. Snodgrass wish that the ladies

could know he had come in. He ventured once to whisper
“ Waiter !

” through the keyhole, but the probability of the wrong

waiter coming to his relief fhishing upon his mind, togetlier with

a sense of the strong resemblance between his own situation and

that in which another gentleman had been recently found in a

neighbouring hotel (an account of w’hose misfortunes had appeared

under the head of “Police” in that morning’s paper), he set

himself down upon a portmanteau, and trembled violently.

“We won’t wait a minute for Perker,” said Wardle, looking

at his watch
;

“ he is always exact. He will be here in time if

he means to come
;
and if he does n«)t, it's of no use waiting.

Ha ! Arabella.”

“ My sister !
” exclaimed Mr. Benjamin Allen, folding her

in a most romantic embrace.
“ Oh, Ben, dear, how you do smell of tobacco,” said Arabella,

rather overcome by this mark of affection.

“Do 11” said Mr. Benjamin Allen, “Do I, Bella? Well,

perhaps I do.”
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Perhaps he did, having just left a pleasant little smoking party

of twelve medical students in a small back parlour with a large fire.

“ But I am delighted to see you,” said Mr. Ben Allen. “ Bie&e

you, Bella.”

“There,” said Arabella, bending forward to kiss her brother,
“ don’t take hold of me again, Ben dear, because you tumble me so.”

At this point of the reconciliation, Mr. Ben Allen allowed his

feelings and the cigars and porter to cvercoTue him
;
and looked

round upon the beholders with damp spectaclps.

“ 1b nothing to be said to mel” cried Wardle, with open arms.

“A great deal,” whispered Arabella, lis she received the old

gentleman’s hearty caress and congratulation. “You are a bard-

liearted, unh'eliiig, cruel, monster !

”

“You are a little rebel,” replied Wardle, in the same tone
,

“and I am afraid I shall be obliged to forbid you the house.

People like you, who get married in spite of everybody, ought not

to be let loose on society. But come,” added the old gentleman

aloud, “ Here’s the dinner
;
you sluill sit by me. Joe

;
why,

damn the boy, he’s awake !

”

To tlie great distress of his master, the fat boy was indeed in

a state of remarkable vigilance, bis eyes being wide open, and

looking as if they intended to remain so. There was an alacrity

in his manner too which was equally unaccountable
;
every time

his eyes met those of Emily or Arabella, he smirked and grinned
;

and once Wardle could have sworn he saw him wink.

This .ilteration in the fat boy’s demeanour originated m his

increased sense of his own importance, and the dignity he acquired

from having been taken into the confidence of the young ladies
;

and the smirks and grins, and winks, were so many condescending

assurances that they might depend upon his fidelity. Ajb these

tokens were rather calculated to awaken suspicion than allay it,

aud were somewhat embarrasuing besides, they were occasionally

answered by a frown or shake of the head from Arabella, which

the fat boy considering as hints to be on his guard, expressed his

perfect imderstaiiding of, by smirking, grinning, and winking, wdth

redoubled assiduity.

“Joe,” said Mr. Wardlt after an unsuccessful search in all his

pockets, “ is my snuff-box on the sofa ?
”

“ No, Sir,” replied the fat buy.

“ Oh, I recollect
;

I left it on my dressing table this morning,’*

said Wardle. “Run into the next room and fetch it.”

The fat boy went into the next room, and having been absent

about a minute, returned with the snuflf-box and the palest face

that ever a fat hoy wore.
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“ What’a the matter with the boy !
’’ exchumod Wanlle.

“Nothen’s the matter with me,” replied Joe, iiervouftly.

Have you been seeing any spirits 1” enquired the old gentleman
“ (Jr taking any 1

” added Hen Allen.

“ I think you’re right,” whispered Wardle across tlie table.

He is intoxicated, I’m sure.”

Hen Allen replied that he thought he was
;
and as that :?( nth;

man had seen a vast deal of the disease in question, AVariile was

coniirmed in an impression wdiich had been hovering about his

mind for half an hour, and at once arrived at the conclusion that

the fat boy was very drunk.

“Just keep your eye upon him for a few' minutes,” murmured
Wardle. “ We shall soon find out whether lie is or not.”

The unfortunate youth had only interchanged a do/cn words

wdth Mr. Snodgrass, tliat gentleman having imjilored him to

make a ])rivate aj)[>eal to some friend to release bun, and then

pushed him out wuth tlie snuff-box, lest bis prolonged absence

sliould load to a discovery. He ruminated a little wdth a nu>sr

disturbed expression of face, and left the room in search of Mary.

But Mary had gone home after dressing her mistress, and the

fat boy came back again, more disturlied tbau btTore.

Wardle and Mr. Ben Allen exchanged glances

“Joe,” said Wardle.

“Yes, sir.”

“ What did you go away for ?
”

The fat boy looked hojielessly in the face of everybody at table,

and stammered out that he didn't know.

“Oh,” said AVardle, “you don’t know, eh 1 Take th»8 clieese

to Mr. Pickwick.”

Now, Mr. Pickwick being in the very best health and sfiiiits,

had been making himself jxTfectly delightful ul! dinner-time, and
wa.f at this moment engaged in an energetic conversation with

Emily and Mr. Winkle
;

bowung his head courteously in tlie

emphasis of his discourse, gently waving his left hand to lend force

to his observations, and all glowing with placid smiles. He took

a piece of cheese from the plate, and was upon the point of turn-

ing round to renew the conversation, when the fat boy, stooping

so as to bring his head on a level with that of ]\Ir. Pickwick,

pointed with his thumb over his shoulder and made the most

horrible and hideous face that was ever seen out of a pantomime.
“ Dear me !

” said Mr. Pickwick, starting, “ what a very—eh 1
”

He stopped, for the fat boy had drawn himself up, and was, oi

pretended to lie, fast asleep.

“ What’s the matter 1
” enquired Wardla
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‘‘This is such an extremely singular lad of yours,” replied Mr.

Pickwick, looking uneasily at the boy. “It seems an odd thing

to say, but, upon my word, I am afraid that at times he is a Ifitle

deranged.”

“Uh! Mr. Pickwick, pray don't say so,” cried Emily and
Arabella, both at once.

“ I am not certain, of course,” said Mr. Pickwick, amidst pro-

found silence, and looks of general dismay
;
“ but his manner to

me this moment was really very alarming. Oh !
” ejaculated

Mr. Pickwick, suddenly jumping up with a short scream. “I
beg your pardon, ladies, but at that moment he ran some sharp

instrument into my leg. Really he is not safe.”

“He’s drunk,” roared old Wardle, pjissionately. “Ring the

bell, call the waiters ! he’s drunk.”
“ I ain’t,” said the fat boy, falling on his knees as his master

seized him by the collar. “ I ain’t drunk.”
“ Then you’re mad—that’s worse. Call the waiters,” said the

old gentleman.
“ I ain't mad

;
I’m sensible,” rejoined the fat boy, beginning

to cry.

“Then, what the devil did you nin sharp instruments into

Mr. Pickwick’s legs forV’ enquired Wardle, angrily.

“ He wouldn’t look at me,” replied the boy. “ I wanted to

speak to him.”
“ What did you want to say ?

” asked half a dozen voices

at once.

The fat boy gasped, looked at the bedroom door, gasped again,

and wiped two tears away with the knuckle of each of his fore-

fingers.

“ What did you want to say 1” demanded Wardle, shaking him.

“Stop,” said Mr, Pickwick
;
“allow me. What did you wish

to communicate to me, my poor boy 1 ”

“ I wuiut to whisper to you,” reolied the fat boy.

“You want to bite his ear off, I suppose,” said Wardle.
“ Don't come near him, he’s vicious

;
ring the bell, and let him be

taken down stairs.”

Just as Mr. Winkle caught the bell-rope in his hand, it was
arrested by a general expression of astonishment

;
the captive

lover, his face burning with confusion, suddenly walked in from
*

the bedroom, and made a comprehensive bow to the company.
“ Hallo !

” cried Wardle, releasing the fat boy’s collar, and

staggering back, “ What’s this I

”

“ I have been concealed in the next room, Sir, since you

returned,” explained Mr. Snodgrasa.
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“Emily, my girl,” eaid Wardle, reproachfully, “I detest mean-
ness and deceit

;
this is uiijiistifiahle and indelicate in the highest

degife. I don’t deserve this, at your hands Emily, indeed.”

“Dear papa,” said Emily, “Aiabella knows—everybody here

knows; Joe knows— that I was no party to this concealment.

Augustus, for Heaven’s sake, explain it.”

Mr. Snodgrass, who had only waited for a hearing, at once

recounted how he had been placed in his then distressing predica-

ment
;
how the fear of giving rise to domestic disseiiKions had

alone prom}>ted him to avoid Mr. Wardle on his entrance
;
and

how he merely meant to depart by another door, but, finding it

locked, had been compelled to stay against his will. It w'as a

painful situation to be placed in
;
but he now regretted it the less,

inasmuch as it afforded him an opportunity of acknowledging

before their mutual friends that he loved Mr. Wardle’s daughter

deeply and sincerely, that he was proud to avow that the feeling

was mutual, and that if thousands of miles were placed between

them, or oceans rolled their waters, he could never for an instant

forget those happy days when first—et cetera, et cetera.

Having delivered himself to this effect, Mr. Snodgrass bowTd
again, looked into the crown of his hat, and stepped towanls the

door.

“ Stop !
” shouted Wardle. “ Why, in the name of all

that’s
”

“ Inflammable,” mildly suggested Mr. Tickwick, who thought

something worse w'as coming.

“Well—that’s inflammable,” said Wardle, adopting the bu1>-

stitute
;
“couldn’t you say all this to me in the first instance ?”

“ Or confide in me ? ” added Mr. Pickwick.

“Dear, dear,” said Arabella, taking up the defence, “what is

the use of iisking all that now, csjjccially when you know you had

set 'fouT covetous old heart on a richer son-in-law, and are so wild

and fierce besides, that everybody is afraid of you, except me.

Shake hands with him, and order him some dinner, for goodness

gracious sake, for he looks half-starved
;
and piray have your wdne

up at once, for you’ll not be tolerable until you have taken two

bottles at least.” •

The woithy old gentleman pulled Arabella’s ear, kissed her

•without the smallest scruple, kissed his daughter also with great

affection, and shook Mr. Snodgrass warmly by the hand.

“ She is right upon one point at all events,” said the old gentle-

man, cheerfully. “ King for the wine.”

The wine came, and Perker came up stairs at the same moment.
Mr. Snodgrass had dinner at a side table, and when he had dia-
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patched it drew his chair next Emily, without the smalkst opposi

tion on the old gentleman’s part.

The evening was excellent. Little Mr. Perker came out <-.von

derfully, told various comic stories, and sang a serious song, which

was almost as funny as the anecdotes. Arabella was very charm-

ing, Mr. Wardle very jovial, Mr. Pickwick very harmonious, Mr.
Ben Allen very uproarious, the lovers very silent, Mr. Winkle very

talkative, and all of them very happy.

CHAPTER LIV.

MR. SOLOMON PELL, ASSISTED BY A SELECT COMMITTEE OF COACH-

MEN, ARRANGES THE AFFAIRS OF THE ELDER MR. WT-:LLER.

“ Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, accosting hia son on the morning

after the funeral, “ I’ve found it, Sammy. I thought it vos there.”

“ Thought wot wos vere ? ” enquired Sam.
“ Your mother-in-law’s vill, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller. “ In

wirtuc o’ vich, them arrangements is to be made as I told you on

last night respectin’ the funs.”

“Wot, didn’t she tell you vere it wos enquired Sam.

“Not a bit on it, Sammy,” replied IVlr. Weller. “Vevosa
adjostiu’ our little differences, and I vos a cheerin’ her spirits and
bearin’ her up, so that I forgot to ask anythin’ about it. I don’t

know as I should ha’ done it indeed, if I had remembered it,”

added Mr. Weller, “for it’s a rum sort o’ thing, Sammy, to go a

hankerin’ arter anybody’s property, ven you’re assistin’ ’em in UP
ness. It’s like helping an outside passenger up ven he’s been

pitclied off a coach, and puttin’ your hand in his pocket, vUe you

ask him vith a sigh how he finds his-self, Sammy.”
AVith this figurative illustration of his meaning, Mr. Weller

unclasped his pocket-book, and drew forth a dirty sheet of letter

paper, on which were inscribed various characters crowded together

in remarkable confusion. ^

“This here is the dockyment, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller. “I
found it in the little black tcap jt on the top shelf o’ the bar closets

She used to keep bank notes there ’afore she vos married, SamiveL

I’ve seen her take the lid off to pay a bill, many and many a time.

Poor creetur, she might ha’ filled all the teapots in the house vith

vills, and not have inconwenienced herself neither, for she took

very little of anythin’ in that vay lately, ’cept on the Temperance
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nighta, ven they just laid a fomidation n’ tea Lo put the spirits

a-top on.”

‘'•What does it sayl” enquired Sam.
“ Jist vot I told you, my boy,’ rejoined his parent. “ Two

hundred pounds vurth o’ reduced counsels to niy son-in-law, Samivel,

and all the rest o’ iny pro})erty of ev’ry kind and description votso-

ever to my husband, Mr. Tony Veller, who I appint as my sole

eggzekiter.”

“That’s all, is itl” said Sam.
“ That’s all,” replied Mr. Weller. “ And I s’pose as it’s all right

and satisfactory to you and me, as is the only parties interested,

ve may as veil put this bit o’ paper into the fire.”

“Wot are you a-doin* on, you lunatic]” said Sam, snatching

the paper away, as his parent, in all innocence, stirred the fire

preparatory to suiting the action to the word. “ You’re a nice

eggzekiter, you are.”

“Vynot?” enquired Mr. Weller, looking sternly round, with

the poker in his haiuL

“ Vy not !

” exclaimed Sam,—“
’cos it must be proved, and pro-

bated, and aw’-orn to, and all manner o’ formalities.”

“You don’t mean that?” said Mr. Weller, laying down the

poker,

Sam buttoned the will carefully in a side pocket, intimating

by a look meanwdiile, that he did mean it, and very seriously too.

“ Then I’ll tell you wot it is,” said Mr. Weller, after a short

meditation, “this is a case for that ’ere confidential pal o’ tlie

Chaucelloi ship’s. Pell must look into this, Sammy. He’s the

man for a difficult question at Jaw, Ve'll have tins here lirought

afore the Solvent court directly, Samivel.”
“ I never did see such a addle-headed old creetur * ” exclaimed

Sam, irritably, “ Old Baileys, and Solvent Court^^, and alleybis,

and w’ry species o’ gammon alvays a-ruiinin’ tiiiougli his brain.

You’d better get your out o’ door clothes on, and come to town

about this bisness, than st^ind a preachin’ there about wot you

don’t understand nothin’ of.”

“Wery good, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller. “I’m fiuite agree-

able to anythin’ as vill hexpedite business,* Sammy. But mind this

here, my boy, nobody but Pell — nobody but Pell as a legal

&dwiser.”
“ I don’t want anybody else,” replied Sam.—“ Now*, are you

a-comin’ ?
”

“ Vait a minit, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, who, having tied

hifl shawl with the aid of a small glass that hung in the window,

was now, by dint of the most wonderful exertions, struggling into
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his upper garments. “ Vait a minit, Sammy
;
ven you grow om

old as your father, you von^t get into your veskit quite as easy as

you do now, my boy.”
“ If I couldn’t get into it easier than that, I’m blessed if I’d

year yun at all,” rejoined his son.

“ You think so now,” said Mr. Weller, with the gravity of age,

” but you’ll find that as you get vider you’ll get viser. Vidth and
visdoiu, Sammy, alvays grows together

”

As Mr. Weller delivered this infallible maxim—the result of

many years’ personal experience and observation—he contrived, by
a dexterous twist of his body, to get the bottom button of his coat

to perform its oflice. Having paused a few seconds to recover breath,

he brushed his hat with his elbow, and declared himself ready.

“As four heads is better than two, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller,

as they drove along the London road in the chaise cart, “ and as

all this here property is a wery great temptation to a legal gen’lm’n,

ve’ll take a couple o’ friends o’ mine vith us, as '11 be wery soon

down upon him if he comes anythin’ irreg’lar
;
two o’ them as saw

you to the Fleet that day. They’re the weiy best judges,” added
Mr. Weller in a half whisper, “the wery best judges of a horse

you ever know’d.”
“ And of a lawyer too 1 ” enquired Sam.
“ The man as can form a ackerate judgment of a animal, can

form a ackerate judgment of anythin’,” replied his father
;

so dog-

matically, that Sam did not attempt to controvert the position.

In pursuance of this notable resolution, the services of the

mottled-faced gentleman and of two other veiy fat coachmen

—

selected by Mr. Weller, probably, with a view to their width and
consequent wisdom—were put into requisition

;
and this assistance

ha\'ing been secured, the party proceeded to the public-house in

Portugal-street, whence a messenger was dispatchecl to the Insol-

vent Court over the way, reqtiiring Mr. Solomon Pell’s immediate

attendance.

The messenger fortunately found Mr. Solomon Pell in coimt,

regaling himself, business being rather slack, with a cold collation

of an Abemethy biscuit and a saveloy. The message was no

sooner whispered in hia^ear than he thrust them in hia pocket

among various professional documents, and hurried over the way
with such alacrity that he reacued the parlour before the messengeT

had even emancipated himself from the court.

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Pell, touching hia hat, “ my service to

you all I don’t say it to flatter you, gentlemen, but there are not

five other men in the world that Pd have come out of that court

for, to-day.”
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“ So busy, eh ! ” said Sam.
** Busy !

” replied Pell ;
“ Pm completely sewn np, as my friend

the kite Lord Chancellor many a time used to say to me, gentlemen,

when he came out from hearing appeals in the House of Lords.

Poor fellow ! he was very susceptible of fiitigue
;
he used to feel

those appeals uncommonly. I actually thought more than once

that he’d have sunk under them, I did indeed.”

Here IVIr. Pell shook his head, and paused
;
upon which the

elder Mr. Weller, nudging his neighbour, as begging him to mark
the attorney’s high connections, asked whether the duties in ques-

tion produced any permanent ill etfects on the constitution of his

noble friend.

“ I don’t think he ever quite recovered them,” replied Pell

;

“ in fact I’m sure he never did. * Pell,’ he used to say to me many
a time, * how the blazes you can stand the head-work you do, is a

mystery to me.’
—

‘ Well,’ I used to answer, ‘ I hardly know how I

do it, upon iny life.’
—

‘ Pell,’ he’d add, sighing, and looking at me
with a little envy— friendly envy, you know, gentlemen, mere

friendly envy
;

I never minded it
—

‘ Pell, you’re a wonder
;
a

wonder.' Ah
!
you’d have liked him very much if you had known

him, gentlemen. Bring me three penn’orth of rum, my dear.”

Addressing this latter remark to the waitress in a tone of

subdued grief, Mr. Pell sighed, looked at his shoes, and the ceiling

;

and, the rum having by that time arrived, drank it up.

However,” said Pell, drawing a chair up to the table, “a pro-

fessional man has no right to think of his private friendships when
his legal assistance is wanted. By the bye, gentlemen, since I saw

you here before, we have had to weep over a very meJar.clioly

occurrence.”

Mr. Pell drew out a pocket-handkerchief when he came to the

word weep, but he made no further use of it than to wipe away a

8lig}4 tinge of rum which hung upon his upper lip.

“I saw it in the Advertiser, Mr. Weller,” continued Pell.

“Bless my soul, not more than fifty-two ! dear me—only think.”

These indications of a musing spirit were addressed to the

mottled-faced man, whose eyes Mr. Pell had accidentally caught

;

upon which the mottled-faced man, whose a])prehen8ion of matters

in general was of a foggy nature, moved une.'isily in his seat, and

•opined that indeed, so far as that went, theie was no saying how
things woi brought about; which observation involving one of

those subtle propositions which it is difficult to encounter in argu-

ment, was controverted by noliody.

“ I have heard it remarked that she was a very fine woman, Mr.

Weller,” aaid Pell in a sympatbiaing manner.
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Yea, Sir, she wos,” replied the elder Mr. Weller, not much
relishing this mode of discussing the subject, and yet thinking tliat

the attorney, from his long intimacy with the late Lord Chancellor,

must know best on all matters of polite breeding. “ She wos a

wery fine 'ooman. Sir, ven I first know'd her. She wos a widder.

Sir, at that time.’*

“Now, it’s curious,*’ said Pell, looking round with a sorrowful

smile
;
“ Mrs. Pell was a widow.”

“ That’s very extraordinary,” said the mottled-faced man.
“ Well, it is a curious coincidence,” said Pell.

“Not at all,” gi*uffly remarked the elder Mr. Weller. “More
widders is marritid than single vimin.”

“Very good, very good,” said Pell, “you’re quite right, Mr.

Weller, hirs. Pell was a very elegant and accomplished woman
;

her manners were the theme of universal admiration in our neigh-

bourhood. I was proud to see that woman dance
;

there was
something so firm and dignified and yet natural, in her motion.

Her cutting, gentlemen, was simplicity itself.—Ah ! well, well

!

Excuse my asking the question, Mr. Samuel,” continued the attor-

ney in a lower voice, “ was your mother-in-law tall 1
”

“Not wery,” replied Sam.
“ Mrs. Pell was a tall figure,*^ said Pell, “ a splendid woman,

with a noble shape, and a nose, gentlemen, formed to command
and be majestic. She was very much attached to me—very much
—highly connected, too

;
her mother’s brother, gentlemen, failed

for eight hundred pound as a Law Stationer.”

“ Veil,” said Mr. Weller, who had grown rather restless during

this discussion, “ vith regard to bis’ness.”

The word was music to Pell’s ears. He had been revolving in

his mind whether any business was to be transi\cted, or whether

he had been merely invited to partake of a glass of brandy and

water, or a bowl of punch, or any similar professional compliment,

and now the doubt was set at rest without his appearing at all

eager for its solution. His eyes glistened as he laid his hat on the

table, and said

—

“ What is the business upon which—um 1 Either of these

gentleiiien wdsh to go thiough the court 1 We require an arrest,

a friendly arrest will do, you know
;
we are all friends here, I

suppose 1
” •

“ Give me the dockyment, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, taking

the will from his sou, who appeared to enjoy the interview amaz-

ingly. “Wot we rek-vire, Sir, is a probe o’ this here.”

“ Probate, my dear Sir, probate,” said PelL

“Veil, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller sharply, “probe and probe It^
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\b wery much the same
;

if you don*t understand wot I mean, Sir,

I dessay I can find them as does.”

•No oflfence I hope, Mr. Weller,” said Pell, meekly. “You are

the executor I see,” he added, castiii>j his eyes over tlie paper.

“ I am, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“These other ^^eiitlemen, I presume, are legatees, are theyl”

enquired Pell with a congratulatory smile.

“ Sammy is a leg-at-ease,” replied Mr. Weller
;
“ these other

gen’l’men is friends o’ mine, just come to see fair ;—a kind of

umpires.”
“ Oh !

” said Pell, “very good. I have no objections. Pm sure.

I shal] want a matter of five pound of you before I begin, ha ! ha !

ha!”
It being decided by the committee that the five poiimls might

be advanced, ISlr. Weller produced that sum, after which a long

consultation, alx)ut nothing particular, took place, in the course

wluneof Mr. Pell demonstrated, to the perfect satisfaction of the

gentlemen who saw fair, that unless the management of the busi-

ness had been entrusted to him, it must all have gone wrong, for

reasons not clearly made out, but no doubt suffioient. This im-

portant point being dispatched, Mr. Pell refreshed himself with

three chops, and liquids both malt and spirituous, at the expense

of the estate, and then they all went away to Doctors’ Commons.
• The next day there was another visit to Doctors' Commons,
and a great to-do with an attesting ostler, who, being inebriated,

declined swearing anything but profane oaths, to the gieat scandal

of a proctor and surrogate. Next week there were more visits to

Doctors’ Commons, and a visit to the Legacy Duty Ofiice be.sides,

and treaties entered into for the di.sposal of the lease and business,

and ratifications of the same, and inventories to be made out, and

lunches to be taken, and dinners to be eaten, and so many profit-

able^things to be done, and such a imuss of pa))ors accumulated,

that Mr. Solomon PeU and the boy, and the blue bag to boot, all

got so stout that scarcely anybody would have known them for

the same man, boy, and bag, that had loitered about I’ortugal

Street a few days before.

At length all these weighty matters ^bcing arranged, a day was
fixed for selling out and tninsferring the stock, and of waiting

' with that view upon Wilkins Flasher, Esq., stock broker, of some-

where near the Bank, who had been recommended by Mr. Solomon

Pell for the purpose.

It was a kind of festive occasion, and the parties were attired

accordingly. Mr. Weller’s tops were newly cleaned, and bis dress

was arranged with peculiar care ; the mottled-faced gentleman wore
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at his button hole a full sized dahlia with several leaves, and the

coats of his two friends were adorned with nosegays of laiirel and
other evergreens. All three were habited in strict holiday costAne

;

that is to say, they were wrapped up to the chins, and wore as

many clothes as possible, which is, and has been, a stage-coachman^B

idea of full dress ever since stage-coaches were invented.

Mr. Pell was waiting at the usual place of meeting at the ap-

pointed time
;
and even he wore a pair of gloves and a clean shirt,

the latter much frayed at the collar and v\ ristbands by frequent

washings.
“ A quarter to two,” said Pell, looking at the parlour clock.

“If we are with Mr. Flasher at a quarter past, we shall just hit

the best time.”

“ What should you say to a drop o' beer, gen'Pmen ?” suggested

the mottled-faced man.

“And a little bit o’ cold beef,” said the second coachman.
“ Or a oyster,” added the third, who was a hoarse gentleman,

supported by very round legs.

“ Hear, hear !
” said Pell

;
“ to congratulate Mr. Weller, on his

coming into possession of his property : eh 1 ha ! ha !

”

“ I’m quite agreeable, genTmen,” answered Mr. Weller.
“ Sammy, pull the bell.”

Sam complied
;
and the porter, cold beef, and oysters being

promptly produced, the lunch was done ample justice ta Where
everybody took so active a part, it is almost invidious to make
a distinction

;
but if one individual evinced greater powers than

another, it was the coachman with the hoarse voice, who took an

imperial pint of vinegar with his oysters, without betraying the

least emotion.

“Mr. ]\dl, Sir,” said the elder Mr. Weller, stirring a glass of

brandy and water, of which one was placed before every gentleman

when the oyster shells were removed; “Mr. Pell, Sir, it wosk^my

intention to have proposed the funs on this occasion, but Samivel

has vispered to me—

”

Here Mr. Samuel Weller, who had silently ate his oysters with

tranquil smiles, cried “ Hear !
” in a very loud voice.

“—Has vispered to me,” resumed his father, “that it vould

be better to de-wote the liquor to visliin’ you success and prosperity
;

and thankin’ you for the manne. in which you’ve brought this here •

business through. Here’s your health. Sir.”

“ Hold hard there,” interposed the mottled-faced gentleman, with

sudden energy, “ your eyes on me, gen’l’men.”

Saying this, the mottled-faced gentleman rose, as did the other

gentlemen. The mottled-faced gentleman reviewed the company,
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and slowly raised his hand, upon which every man (including he

of the mottled countenance) drew a long breath, and lifted his

tumbler to his lips. In one instant the mottled-faced gentleman

depressed his hand again, and every glass was set down empty.

It is impossible to describe the thrilling effect produced by this

striking ceremony
;
at once dignified, solemn, and impressive, it

combined every element of grandeur.
“ Well, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pell, “ all I can say is, that such

marks of confidence must be very gratifying to a professional man.
I don’t wish to say anything that might appear egotistical, gentle-

men, but I’m very glad, for your own sakes, that you came to me :

that’s all. If you had gone to any low member of the profession,

it’s my firm conviction, and I assure you of it as a fact, that you
would have found yourselves in Queer Street before this. I could

have wished my noble friend had been alive to have seen my
management of this case

;
I don’t say it out of pride, but I think

—however, gentlemen, I won’t trouble you with that. I’m generally

to be found here, gentlemen, but if I’m not here, or over the way,

that’s my address. You’ll find my terms very cheap and reason-

able, and no man attends more to his clients than I do, and I

hope I know a little of my profession besides. If you have any

opportunity of recommending me to any of your friends, gentlemen,

I shall be very much obliged to you, and so will they too, when
they come to know me. Your healths, gentlemen.”

With this expression of his feelings, Mr. Solomon Pell laid

three small written cards before Mr. Weller’s friends, and, looking

at the clock again, feared it was time to be walking. Upon this

hint Mr. Weller settled the bill, and, issuing forth, the executor,

legatee, attorney, and umpires, directed their steps towards the city.

The office of Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, of the Stock Exchange,

was in a first floor up a court behind the Bank of England
;

the

house of Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, was at Brixton, Surrey; the

horse and stanhope of Wilkins Fhsher, Esquire, were at an a^acent
livery stable

;
the groom of Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, was on his

way to the West End to deliver some game
;
the clerk of Wilkins

Flasher, Esquire, had gone to his dinner
;
and so Wilkins Flasher,

Esquire, himself, cried, “-Come in,” when Mr. Pell and his com-

paniotis knocked at the counting-house door.

“Good morning. Sir,” said Pell, bowing obsequiously. “W\j
want to make a little transfer, if you please.”

“ Oh, just come in, will you ? ” said Mr. Flasher. “ Sit down
a minute; I’ll attend to you directly.”

“Thank you, Sir,” said Pell, “there’s no hurry. Take a chair,

Mr. WeUer.”
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Mr. Weller took a chair, and Sam took a box, and the umpires

took what they conld get, and looked at the almanack and one or two

pajlhrs which were wafered against the wall, with as much open>eycd

reverence as if they had been the finest efforts of the old mastera

“Well, ril bet you haif a dozen of claret on it; come,” said

Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, resuming the conversation to which Mr.

Pell’s entrance had caused a momentary interruption.

This was addressed to a very smart young gentleman who wore

his hat on his right whisker, and was lounging over the desk kill-

ing flies with a ruler. Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, was balancing

himself on two legs of an office stool, spearing a wafer-box with

a penknife, which he dropped every now and then with great

dexterity into the very centre of a smjill red wafer that was stuck

outside. Both gentlemen had very open waistcoats and very roll-

ing collars, and very small boots and very big rings, and very little

watches and very large guard chains, and symmetrical inexpressibles

and scented pocket handkerchiefs.

“ I never bet haif a dozen,” said the other gentleman. “ I’ll

take a dozen.”
“ Done, Simmery, done I

” said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire.

“ P. P., mind,” observed the other.

“Of course,” replied Wilkins Flasher, Esquire; and Wilkins

Fhisher, Esquire, entered it in a little book with a gold pencil-case,

"Hud the other gentleman entered it also, in another little book with

another gold pencil-case,

“ I see there’s a notice up this morning about Boffer,” observed

Mr. Simmery. “ Poor devil, he’s expelled the house.”

“I’ll bet you ten guineas to five he cuts his throat,” said

Wilkins Flasher, Esquire.

“Done,” replied Mr. Simmery.
“ Stop ! I bar,” said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, thoughtfully.

“ Perhaps he may hang himself.”

“Very good,” rejoined Mr. Simmery, pulling out the gold

pencil-case again. “ I’ve no objection to take you that way. Say

—makes away with himself.”

“Kills himself, in fact,” said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire.

“Just so,” replied Mr. Simmery, puHing it down. “‘Flasher

—ten guineas to five, Boffer kills himself’ Within what time

‘shall we say 1
”

“A fortnight?” suggested Wilkins Flasher, Esquire.

“ Con-found it, no
;
” rejoined Mr. Simmery, stopping for an

instant to smash a fly with the nder. “ Say a week.”
“ Split the difference,” saiil Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. “ Make

it ten days.”
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“ Well
;
ten days,” rejoined Mr. Simmery.

So, it was entered down in the little books that Boffer was to

kill himself within ten days, or Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, was to

hand over to Frank Simmery, Esquire, the sum of ten guineas; and
that if Boffer did kill himself within that time, Frank Simmery,

Esquire, would pay to Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, five guineas, instead
** I*m very sorry he has failed,” said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire.

“ Capital dinners he gave.”

“Fine port he had too,” remarked Mi. Simmery. “We are

going to send our butler to the sale to-morrow, ic pick up some ol

that sixty-four.”

“ The devil you are !
” said Wilkins Flasher, Esquire. “ My

man’s going too. Five guineas my man outbids your man.”
“ Done.”

Another entry was made in the little books, with the gold

pencil-cases
;
and Mr. Simmery having by this time killed all the

flies and taken all the bets, strolled away to the Stock Exchange
to see what was going forward.

Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, now condescended to receive Mr.

Solomon Pell’s instructions; and having filled up some printed

forms, requested the party to follow him to tho Bank, which they

did : Mr. Weller and his three friends staring at all they beheld

in unbounded astonishment, and Sam encountering every thing with

a coolness which nothing could disturb.
®

Crossing a court-yard which was all noise and bustle
;
and pass-

ing a couple of porters who seemed dressed to match the red fire-

engine which was wheeled away into a corner, they passed into an

office where their business was to be transacted, where Pell and

Mr. Flasher left them standing for a few moments, while they

went up stairs into the Will Office.

“Wot place is this here 1
” whispered the mottled-faced gentle-

man to the elder Mr. Weller.

“Counsel’s Ofiice,” replied the executor in a whisper.
“ Wot are them geii’l’men a settin’ behind the counters ? ” asked

the hoarse coachman.

“Reduced counsels, I s’pose,” replied Mr. Weller. “Ain’t they

the reduced counsels, Samivel ?
”

“ Wy, you don’t suppose the reduced counsels is alive, do you ?
”

enquired Sam, with some disdain.

“How should I know?” retorted Mr. Weller; “I thought

they looked wery like it. Wot are they, then ?
”

“ Clerks,” replied Sam.

“Wot are they all a eatin’ ham sangwidges fort” enquired his

father.
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“ *Co8 it*B in their dooty, I Biippose,” replied Sam, it’B a part

o’ the Bystem ; they’re alvayB a doin’ it here, all day long !

”

Jlr. Weller and his friends had scarcely had a moment to reflect

upon this singular regulation as connected with the monetary

system of the country, when they were rejoined by Pell and Wilkins

Flasher, Esquire, who led them to a part of the counter above

which was a round black board with a large “W ” on it.

“Wot’s that for. Sir ?” enquired Mr. Weller, directing Pell’s

attention to the target in question.

“ The first letter of the name of the deceased,” replied Pell.

“I say,” said Mr. Weller, turning round to the umpires.
“ There’s somethin’ wrong here. We’s our letter—this won’t do.”

The referees at once gave it as their decided opinion that the

business could not be legally proceeded with, under the letter W,
and in all probability it would have stood over for one day at least,

had it not been for the prompt though at first sight undutiful

behaviour of Sam, who seizing his father by the skirt of the coat,

dragged him to the counter, and pinned him there until he had

aflixed his signature to a couple of instruments, wliich from Mr.

Weller’s habit of printing, was a work of so much labour and time

that the officiating clerk peeled and cut three Ripstone pippins

while it was performing.

As the elder Mr. Weller insisted on selling out his portion

forthwith, they proceeded from the Bank to the gate of the Stock

Exchange, to which Wilkins Flasher, Esq., after a short absence,

returned with a cheque on Smith, Payne, and Smith, for five

hundred and thirty pounds, that being the sum of money to which

Mr. Weller at the market price of the day, was entitle<l, in con-

sideration of the balance of the second Mrs. Weller’s funded savings.

Sam’s two hundred pounds stood transferred to his name, and

Wilkins Flasher, Esq., having been paid his commission, dropped

the jnoney carelessly into his coat pocket, and lounged back to his

office.

Mr. Weller was at first obstinately determined upon cfishing the

cheque in nothing but sovereigns
;
but on its being represented by

the umpires that by so doing he must incur the expense of a small

sack to carry them home in, he consented to receive the amount in

five-pound notes.

, “My son,’' said Mr. Weller as they came out of the banking-

house, “my son and me has a wery partickler engagement this

artemoon, and I should like to have this here bis’ness settled out

of hand, so let’s jest go straight avay someveres, vere ve can

hordit the accounts.”

A quiet room was soon found, and the accounts were produced
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and audited. Mr. Pell’s bill was taxed by Sam, and some charges

were disallowed by the umpires
; but, notwithstanding Mr. PeU’s

declaration, accompanied with many solemn aBseverations that they

were really too hard upon him, it was by very many degrees the

beat professional job he had ever had, and one on which he boarded,

lodged, and washed, for six months afterwards.

The umpires having partaken of a dram, shook hands and de-

parted, as they had to drive out of town that night. Mr. Solomon
Pell, finding that nothing more was going forward either in the

eating or drinking way, took a most friendly leave
;
and Sam and

his father were left alone.

“There,” said Mr. Weller, thrusting his pocket-book in his

side pocket, “vith the bills for the lease and that, there’s eleven

hundred and eighty pound here. Now Samivel, my boy, turn the

horses’ heads to the George and Wulter.”

CHAPTER LV.

AN IMPORTANT CONFERENCE TAKES PLACE BETWEEN MR. PICK

WICK AND SAMUEL WELLER, AT WHICH HIS PARENT ASSISTS.

—AN OLD GENTLEMAN IN A SNUFF-COLOURED SUIT ARRIVES

UNEXPECTEDLY.

Mr. Pickwick was sitting alone, musing over many things,

and thinking, among other considerations, how he could best pro-

vide for the young couple whose present unsettled condition was

matter of constant regret and anxiety to him, when Mary stepped

lightly into the room, and, advancing to the table, said rather

hastily

—

“ Oh, if you please Sir, Samuel is down stairs, and he says may
his father see you ]

“ Surely,” replied Mr. Pickwick,
“ Thank you. Sir,” said Mary, tripping towards the door again.

“Sam has not been here long, has hel” enquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Oh no, Sir,” replied Mary eagerly. “ He has only just come

home. He is not going to ask you for any more leave, Sir, he

says.”
^

Mary might have been conscious that she had communicated

this last intelligence with more warmth than seemed actually

necessary, or she might have observed the good-humoured smile

with which Mr. Pickwick regarded her when she had finished

speaking. She certainly held down her head, and examined the
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oorner of a very smart little apron with moio closeness than there

appeared any absolute occasion for.

^‘Tell them they can come up at once, by all means,” said Mr.

Pickwick.

Mary, apparently much relieved, hurried away with her message.

Mr. Pickwick took two or three turns up and down the room
;

and, rubbing his chin with his left hand as he did so, appeared lost

in thought.

‘‘Well, well,” said Mr. Pickwick at length, in a kind but some-

what melancholy tone, “ it is the best way in which I could

reward him for his attachment and fidelity
;

let it be so, in

Heaven’s name. It is the fate of a lonely old man, that those

about him should form new and different attachments and leave

him. I have no right to expect that it should be otherwise with

me. No, no,” added Mr. Pickwick more cheerfully, “it would be

selfish and ungrateful I ought to be happy to have an opportunity

of providing for him so well. I am—of course I am.”

Mr. Pickwick had been so absorbed in these reflections, that a

knock at the door was three or four times repeated before he heard

it. Hastily seating himself, and calling up his accustomed pleasant

looks, he gave the required permission, and Sam Weller entered,

followed by his father.

“ Glad to see you back again, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ How
^do you do, Mr. Weller 1 ”

“ Wery hearty, thankee Sir,” replied the widower
;

“ hope I see

you well. Sir.”

“ Quite, I thank you,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“I wanted to have a little bit o’ couwersation with you. Sir,"

said Mr. Weller, “ if you could spare me five minits or so. Sir.”

“ Certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Sam, give your father a

chair.”

Thankee, Samivel, I’ve got a cheer here,” said Mr. Weller,

bringing one forward as he spoke
;
“ uncommon fine day it’s been,

Sir,” added the old gentleman, laying his hat on the floor as he set

himself down.
“ Remarkably so indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ Very

seasonable.”

“ Seasonableet veather I ever see. Sir,” rejoined Mr. Weller.

• Here the old gentleman was seized with a violent fit of coughing,

which being terminated, he nodded bis bead, and winked, and

made several supplicatory and threatening gestures to bis son, all

of which Sam Weller steadily abstained from seeing.

Mr. Pickwick, perceiving that there was some embarrassment

on the old gentleman’s part^ affected to be engaged in cutting the
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leaves of a book that lay beside him
;
and waited patiently until

Mr. Weller should arrive at the object of his visit.

“I never see sich a aggerawatiii* boy as you are, Samivel,’* said

Mr. Weller, looking indignantly at his son
;

“ never in all my bom
days.”

“What is he doing, Mr. Weller?” enquired Mr. Pickwick.

“He von^t begin, Sir,” rejoined Mr. Weller; “he knows I

ain’t ekal to ex-pressin’ myself ven thereV anythin’ partickler to be

done, and yet he’ll stand and see me a settin' here takin’ up your

walable time, and makin’ a reg’lar spectacle o’ myself, rayther than

help me out vith a syllable. It ain’t filial conduct, Samivel,” said

Mr. Weller, wiping his forehead; “wery far from it.”

“ You said you’d speak,” replied Sam
;

“ how should I know
you wos done up at the wery beginnin’ ?

“You might ha’ seen I warn’t able to start,” rejoined his

father
;

“ I’m on the wrong side of the road, and backin’ into the

palina and all manner of unpleasantness, and yet you von’t put out

a hand to help me. I’m ashamed on you, Samivel.”
“ The fact is. Sir,” said Sam, with a slight bow, “ the gov’ners

been a drawin’ his money.”
“ Wery good, Samivel, wery good,” said Mr. Weller, nodding his

head with a satisfied air, “ I didn’t mean to speak harsh to you,

Sammy. Wery good. That^s the vay to begin
;
come to the pint

at once. Wery good indeed, Samivel.”

Mr. Weller nodded his head an extraordinary number of times

in the excess of his gratification, and waited in a listening attitude

for Sam to resume his statement
“ You may sit down, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, apprehending

that the interview was likely to prove rather longer than he

had expected.

Sam bowed again and sat down
;

his father looking round, he

continued,

“The gov’ner. Sir, has drawn out five hundred and thirty

pound.”

“Reduced counsels,” interposed Mr. Weller, senior, in an under

tone.

“It don’t much matter vether it’s reduced counsels, or wot
not,” said Sam

;
“ five hundred and thirty pound is the sum,

ain’t it ? ” ,

“ All right, Samivel,” replied Mr. Weller.
“ To vich sum, he has added for the house and bisness

—

”

“ Lea.se, good-vill, stock, and fixters,” interposed Mr. Weller.—“ As much as makes it,” continued Sam, “ altogether, elever

hundred and eighty pound.”
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” Indeed !
” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I am delighted to hear it. I

congratulate you, Mr. Weller, on having done so well.”

Vait a minit. Sir,” said Mr. Weller, raising his hand in a

deprecatory manner. “ Get on, SamiveL”

“This here money,” said Sam, with a little hesitation, “he's

anxious to put someveres, vere he knows it'll be safe, and I'm wery

anxious too, for if he keeps it, he'll go a leadin' it to somebody, or

inwestin’ property in horses, or droppin' his pocket-book down a

airy, or makin* an Egyptian mummy of his-self iu some vay or

another."
“ Wery good, Samivel," observed Mr. Weller, in as complacent

a manner as if Sam had been passing the highest eulogiums on his

prudence and foresight. “ Wery good.”
“ For vich reasons,” continued Sam, plucking nervously at the

brim of his hat; “for vich reasons he’s drawn it out to-day,

and come here vith me to say, leastvays to offer, or in other

vords to— ”

“To say this here,” said the elder Mr. Weller, impatiently,

“ that it ain’t o’ no use to me
;
I'm a goiu' to vork a coach reg'lar,

and ha’nt got novcres to keep it in, unless I vos to pay the guard

for takin' care on it, or to put it in vun o' the coach pockets, vich

'ud be a temptation to the insides. If you'll take care on it for

me. Sir, I shall be wery much obliged to you. P’raps,” said Mr.

Weller, walking up to Mr. Pickwick and whispering in his ear,

“ p’raps it’ll go a little vay towards the expenses o’ that ’ere con-

wiction. All I say is, just you keep it till I ask you for it again.”

With these words, Mr. Weller placed the pocket-book in Mr.

Pickwick’s hands, caught up his hat, and ran out of the room with

a celerity scarcely to be expected from so corpulent a subject.

“ Stop him, Sara,” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, earnestly. “ Over-

take him
;
bring him back instantly ! Mr. Weller—here—come

bark !

”

Sam saw that his master's injunctions wore not to be disobeyed
;

and catching his father by the arm as he was descending the stairs,

dragged him back by main force.

“ My good friend,” said Mr. I'ickwick, taking the old man by

the hand
;

“ your honest confidence overpowers me.”
“ I don’t see no occasion for nothin' o’ the kind. Sir,” replied

Mr. Weller, obstinately.

“ I assure you, my good friend, I have more money than I can

ever need
;
far more than a man at my age can ever live to spend,”

said Mr. Pickwick.

“No man knows how much be can spend till he tries,” observed

Mr. Weller.

2b2
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“Perhaps not,” replied Mr. Pickwick; “but as I have no in-

tention of trying any such experiments, I am not likely to Ci)me to

want I must beg you to take this back, Mr. Weller.” c

“Wery well,” said Mr. Weller with a very discontented look.

“ Mark my vords, Sammy, I’ll do somethin’ desperate vith this

here property
;
somethin* desperate !

”

“ You’d better not,” replied Sam.
Mr. Weller reflected for a short time, and then buttoning up

his coat with great determination, said

—

“ I’ll keep a pike.”

“ Wot !
” exclaimed Sam.

“ A pike,” rejoined Mr. Weller, through his set teeth ;
“ I’ll

keep a pike. Say good b’ye to your father, Samivel
;

I dewote

the remainder o’ my days to a pike.”

This threat was such an awful one, and Mr. Weller besides

appearing fully resolved to carry it into execution, seemed so

deeply mortified by Mr. Pickwick’s refusal, that that gentleman,

after a short reflection, said

—

“Well, well, Mr. Weller, I will keep the money. I can do

more good with it, perhaps, than you can.”

“Just the wery thing, to be sure,” said Mr. Weller, brightening

up
;
“o’ course you can, Sir.”

“ Say no more about it,” said Mr. Pickwick, locking the pocket-

book in his desk; “I am heartily obliged to you, my good friend.^*

Now sit down again
;

I want to ask your advice.”

The internal laughter occasioned by the triumphant success of

his visit, which had convulsed not only Mr. Weller’s face, but his

arms, legs, and body also, during the locking up of the pocket-book,

suddenly gave place to the most dignified gravity as he heard these

words.
“ Wait outside a few minutes, Sam, will you 1

” said Mr.

Pickwick.

Sam immediately withdrew,

Mr. Weller looked uncommonly wise and very much amazed,

when Mr. Pickwick ojiened the discourse by saying

—

“You are not an advocate for matrimony, I think, Mr. Weller ?
”

Mr. Weller shook his Ijead. He was wholly unable to speak

;

for vague thoughts of some wicked widow having been successful

in her designs upon Mr. Pickwick, choked his utterance. •

“ Did you happen to see a young girl down stairs when you

came in just now with your son 1 ” enquired Mr. Pickwick.
“ Yes—I see a young gal,” replied Mr. Weller, shortly.

“What did you think of her, nowl—Candidly, Mr. Weller,

what did you think of her II

”
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**l thought she wos wery plump, and veil made,’’ said Mr.

Weller, with a critical air.

0 “So she is,” said Mr. Pickwick, “so she is. What did you

think of her manners, from wdiat you eaw of her ?
”

“ Wery pleasant,” rejoined Mr. Weller “ Wery pleasant and

conformable.”

The precise meaning which Mr. Weller attached to this last

mentioned adjective did not appear, but as it was evident from the

tone in which he used it that it w^as a favourable expression, Mr.

Pickwick was as well satisfied as if he had been thoroughly

enlightened on the subject.

“ I take a great interest in her, Mr. Weller,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Mr. Weller coughed.
“ I mean an interest in her doing well,” resumed Mr. Pickwick

;

“a desire that she may be comfortable and prosperous. You
understand ?

”

“Wery clearly,” replied Mr. Weller, who understood nothing

yet.

“That young person,” said Mr. Pickwick, “is attached to

your son.”

“ To Samivel Veller !
” exclaimed the parent.

“Yes,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ It’s nat’ral,” said Mr. Weller, after some consideration,

^ nat’ral, but rayther alarmin’. Sammy must be careful.”

“ How do you mean ? ” enquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Wery careful that he don’t say nothin’ to her,” responded Mr.

Weller. “ Wery careful that he ain’t led avay in a innocent

moment to say anythin’ as may lead to a conwiction for breach.

You’re never safe vith ’em, Mr, Pickwick, ven they vunce has

designs on you
;

there’s no knowin’ vere to have ’em, and vile

you’re a-considering of it they have you. I wos married fust, that

vay myself, Sir, and Sammy wos the consekeiis o’ the manoover.”
“ You give me no great encouragement to conclude what I have

to say,” observed Mr. Pickwick, “but 1 had better do so at once.

This young person is not only attached to your son, Mr. Weller,

but your son is attached to her.”
“ Veil,” said Mr. Weller, “ this here’s a pretty sort o' thing to

come to a father’s ears, this is I

”

“ I have observed them on several occasions,” said Mr. Pick-

wick, making no comment on Mr. Weller’s last remark; “and
entertain no doubt at all about it Supposing I were desirous of

establishing them comfortably as man and wife in some little

business or situation, where they might hope to obtain a decent

living, what should you think of it, Mr. Weller 7
”
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At first, Mr. Weller received with wry faces a proposition In-

volving the marriage of anybody in whom he took an interest, but

as Mr. Pickwick argued the point with him, and laid great strfss

upon the fact that Mary was not a widow, he gradually became
more tractable. Mr. Pickwick had great influence over him

;
and

he had been much struck with Mary^s appearance, having, in fact,

bestowed several very unfatherly winks upon her, already. At
length he said that it was not for him to oppose Mr. Pickwick’s

inclination, and that he would be very happy to yield to his

advice
;
upon which Mr. Pickwick joyfully took him at his word

and called Sam back into the room.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, clearing his throat, “your fixther

and T have been having some conversation about you.”
“ About you, Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, in a patronising and

impressive voice.

“ I am not so blind, Sam, as not to have seen, a long time since,

that you entertain something more than a friendly feeling towards

Mrs. Winkle’s maid,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ You hcfir this, Samivel ? ” said Mr. Weller in the same

judicial form of speech as before.

“ I hope. Sir,” said Sam, addressing his master, “I hope there’s

no harm in a young man takin^ notice of a young ’ooman as is

undeniably good-looking and vcll-conducted.”

“ Certainly not,” said Mr. Pickwick. t

.

“Not by no means,” acquiesced Mr. Weller, affably but

magisterially.

“ So far from thinking that there is anything wrong in conduct

so natural,” resumed Mr. Pickwick, “ it is my wish to assist and

promote your wishes in this respect. With this view I have had

a little conversation with your father, and finding that he is of my
opinion

—

”

“ The lady not bein’ a vidder,” interposed Mr. Wellers in

explanation.

“The lady not being a widow,” said Mr. Pickwick, smiling.

“ I wish to free you from the restraint which your present position

imposes upon you : and to mark my sense of your fidelity and

many excellent qualities, by enabling you to marry this girl at

once, and to earn an independent livelihood for yourself and

family. I shall be proud, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, whose voice •

had faltered a little hitherto, but now resumed its customary tone,

“ proud and happy to make your future prospects in life my
grateful and peculiar cara”

There was a profound silence for a short time, and then Sam
said in a low husky sort of voice, but firmly withal

—



TIIE PIOKWIOK CLUB. 748

“ I’m very much obliged to you for your goodness, Sir, as is

only like yourself, but it can’t be done.”

Can’t be done !
” ejaculated Mr, Pickwick in astonishment.

“ Sarnivel !
” said Mr. Weller, with dignity.

“ I say it can’t be done,” repeated Sam in a louder key
’ Wot’s to become of you, SirT’

“ My good fellow,” replie4 Mr. Pickwick, “ the recent changes

among my friends will altei my mode of life in future, entirely
;

besides I am growing older, and want repose and quiet. My
rambles, Sam, are over.”

“How do I know that ’ere. Sir?” argued Sam; “you think

so now ! S’pose you wos to change your mind, vich is not

unlikely, for you’ve the 8])irit o’ five-aud-tventy in you still,

—

what ’ud become on you vithout me 1 It can’t be done, Sir, it

can’t be done.”
“ Wery good, Samivcl, there’s a good deal in that,” said Mr.

Weller, encouragingly.

“I speak after long deliberation, Sam, and with the certainty

that I shall keep my word,” said Mr. Pickwick, shaking his head.

“New scenes have closed upon me; my rambles are at an end.”
“ Wery good,” rejoined Sam. “ Then that’s the wery best reason

wy you should alvays have somebody by you as understands you,

to keep you up and make you comfortable. If you vant a more
polished sort o’ feller, veil and good, have him

;
but vages or no

vages, notice or no notice, board or no board, lofigin’ or no lodgin’,

Sam Veller, as you took from the old inn in the Borough, sticks

by you, come what come may
;
and let ev’rythin’ and ev’rybody

do their wery fiercest, nothin’ shall ever perwent it.”

At the close of this declaration, which Sam made with great

emotion, the elder Mr. Weller rose from his chair, and forgetting

all considerations of time, place, or propriety, waved his hat above

hift^head and gave three vehement cheers.

“My good fellow,” said Mr. Pickwick, when Mr. Weller had

sat down again, rather abashed at his own enthusiasm, “you are

bound to consider the young woman also.”

“I do consider the young ’ooman, Sir,” said Sam. “I have

considered the young ’ooman, I’ve spoke to her, I’ve told her how
I’m sitivated, she’s ready to vait till I’m ready, and I believe she

vill. If she don't, she’s not the young ’ooman I take her for, and

I give her up vith readiness. You’ve know’d me afore, Sir. My
mind’s made up, and nothin’ can ever alter it.”

Who could combat this resolution f Not Mr. Pickwick. He
derived at that moment more pride and luxury of feeling from the

disinterested attachment of his humble fHcnds, than ten thousand
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protestations from the greatest men living could have awakened
in his heart.

While this conversation was passing in Mr. Pickwick’s room, a

little old gentleman in a suit of snuff-coloured clothes, followed by
a porter carrying a small portmanteau, presented himself below

;

and after securing a bed for the night, enquired of the waiter

whether one Mrs. Winkle was staying there, to which question

the waiter of course responded in the affirmative.

“ Is she alone ?
” enquired the little old gentleman.

“ I believe she is, Sir,” replied the waiter
;
“1 can call her

own maid, Sir, if you ”

“ No, I don’t want her,” said the old gentleman quickly.

“ Show me to her room without announcing me.”
“ Eh, Sir ? ” said the waiter.

“Are you deafl” enquired the little old gentleman.

“No, Sir.”

“ Then listen, if you please. Can you hear me now ?
”

“ Yes, Sir.”

“That’s well. Show me to Mrs. Winkle’s room, without

announcing me.”

As the little old gentleman uttered this command, he slipped

hve shillings into the waiter’s hand, and looked steadily at him.
“ Really, Sir,” said the waiter, “ I don’t know Sir whether ”

“ Ah
!
you’ll do it, I see,” said the little old gentleman. “ Ymiu

had better do it at once. It will save time.”

There was something so very cool and collected in the gentle-

man’s manner, that the waiter put the five shillings in his pocket,

and led him up stairs without another word.
“ This is the room, is it?” said the gentleman. “ You may go.”

The waiter complied, wondering much who the gentleman could

be, and what he wanted
;
the little old gentleman waiting till be

was out of sight, tapped at the door. «

“ Come in,” said Arabella.

“ Um, a pretty voice at any rate,” murmured the little old

gentleman; “but that’s nothing.” As he said this, he opened

the door and walked in. .Arabella, who was sitting at work, rose

on beholding a stranger— little confused, but by no means un-

gracefully so.

“ Pray don’t rise. Ma’am,” said the unknown, walking in and •

closing the door after him. “ Mrs. Winkle, I believe ?”

Arabella inclined her head.
“ Mrs. Nathaniel Winkle, who married the son of the old man

at Birmingham ?” said the stranger, eyeing Arabella with visible

curiosity.
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A^in Arabella inclined her head, and looked uneasily round,

as if uncertain whether to call for aBsistaiJce.

4
‘‘

I Burprise you, I see, Ma’am,** said the old c^entlenian.

“Rather, I confess,** replied Arabella, wondering more and

more.
“ rU take a chair, if you’ll allow me, Ma’am,” said the stranger.

He took one
;
and drawing a spectacle-case from his pocket,

leisurely pulled out a pair of spectacles, which he adjusted on his

nose.

“You don’t know me. Ma’am 1" he said, looking so intently at

Arabella that she began to feel quite alarmed.

“No, Sir,” she replied, timidly.

“ No,” said the gentleman, nursing his left leg
;

“ I don’t know
how you should. You know my name, though, Ma’am.”

“Do 11” said Arabella, trembling, though she scarcely knew
why. “ May I ask what it is ?”

“Presently, Ma’am, pre.senLly,” said the stranger, not having

yet removed his eyes from her coimtenance. “ You have been

recently married. Ma’am ?”

“I have,” replied Arabella, in a scnrcely audible tone, laying

aside her work, and becoming greatly agitated as a thought, that

had occurred to her before, struck more forcibly upon her ihind.

“ Without having represented to your husband the propriety of

lirst consulting his father, on whom he is dependent, I think 1”

said the stranger.

Arabella aiiplied her handkerchief to her eye.s.

“ Without an endeavour even to ascertain, by some indirect

appeal, what were the old man's sentiments on a point in which

he would naturally feel much interested 1” said the stranger.

“ I cannot deny it. Sir,” said Arabella.

“ And without having sufficient property of your own to afford

yo'4r husband any pennanent assistance in exchange for the worldly

advantages which you knew he woulil have gained if he had married

agreeably to his father’s wishes 1” said the old gentleman. “This

is what boys and girls call di.sinterested affection, till they have

boys and girls of their own, and then they see it in a rougher and

very different light.”

Arabella’s tears flowed fast, as she pleaded in extenuation that

she was young and inexperienced
; that her attachment had alone

induced her to take the step to which she had resorted, and that

she had been deprived of the counsel and guidance of her parents

almost from infancy.

“It was wrong,” said the old gentleman in a milder tone,

“very wrong. It was romantic, unbusiness-like, foolish.”
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“ It was my fault
;

all my fault, Sir,” replied poor Arabella,

weeping.

“Nonsense,” said the old gentleman, “it wajs not your ffult

that he fell in love with you, I suppose. Yes it was though,”

said the old gentleman, looking rather slyly at Arabella. “It
was your fault. He couldn’t help it.”

This little compliment, or the little gentleman’s odd way of

paying it, or his altered manner—so much kinder than it was at

first—or all three together, forced a smile from Arabella in the

midst of her tears.

“Where’s your husband?” enquired the old gentleman, abruptly;

stopping a smile which was just coming over his own face.

“ I expect him every instant. Sir,” said Arabella. “ I pei«uaded

him to take a walk this morning. He is very low and wretched

at not having heard from his father.”

“ Low, is he ?” said the old gentleman. “ Serve him right.’'

“ He feels it on my account, I am afraid,” said Arabella
;

“ and
indeed, Sir, I feel it deeply on his. I have been the sole means
of bringing him to his present condition.”

“Don’t mind it on his account, my dear,” said the old gentle-

man. “ It serves him right. I am glad of it—actually glad of

it, as fttr as he is cxuicerned.”

The words were scarcely out of the old gentleman’s lips, when
footsteps were heard ascending the stairs, which he and Arabelljfc.*

seemed both to recognize at the same moment. The little gentle-

man turned pale
;
and making a strong effort to appear composed,

stood up as Mr. Winkle entered the room.

“Father!” said Mr. Winkle, recoiling in amazement.

“Yes, Sir,” replied the little old gentleman. “ Well, Sir, what
have you got to say to me ?”

Mr. Winkle remained silent.

“You are ashamed of yourself, I hope, Sir,” said the «Dld

gentleman.

Still Mr. Winkle said nothing.

“Are you ashamed of yourself. Sir, or are you not?” enquired

the old gentleman.
“ No, Sir,” replied Mr. Winkle, drawing Arabella’s arm through

bis. “ I am not ashamed of myself, or of my wife either.”

“ Upon my word I” cried the Md gentleman, ironically. •

“ I am very sorry to have done anything which has lessened

your affection for me. Sir,” said Mr, Winkle
;
“ but I will say at the

same time, that I have no reason to be ashamed of having this

lady for my wife, or you for having her for a daughter.”

“Give me your hand, Nat.,” said the old gentleman in an
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altered voice. “Kiss me, my love; you art a very charming
daughter-in-law after all !

”

Jn a few UDdnutea’ time Mr. Winkle went in search of Mr.

Pickwick, and returning with that gentleman, presented him to his

father, whereupon they shook hands for five minutes incessantly.
** Mr. Pick^ck, I thank you most heartily for all your kindness

to my son,” said old Mr. Winkle, in a bluff, straightforward way.
“ I am a hasty fellow, and when I saw you last, I was vexed and

taken by surprise. I have judged for myself now, and am more
than satisfied. Shall I make any more apologies, Mr. Pickwick V*

“ Not one,” replied that gentleman. “ You have done the only

thing wanting to complete my happiness.”

Hereupon there was another shaking of hands for five minutes

longer, accompanied by a great number of complimentary speeches,

which, besides being complimentary, had the additionsd and very

novel recommendation of being sincere.

Sam had dutifully seen his father to the Belle Sauvage, when,

on returning, he encountered the fat boy in the court, who had

been charged with the delivery of a note from Emily Wardle.

“I say,” said Joe, who was unusually loquacious, “what a

pretty girl Mary is, isn^t she ? I am so fond of her, I am !

”

Mr. Weller made no verbal remark in reply, but eyeing the fat

boy for a moment, quite transfixed at his presumption, led him by

the collar to the comer, and dismissed him with a harmless but

ceremonious kick ;
after which, he walked home, whistling.

CHAPTER LVI.

IN WHICH THE PIOKWIOK CLUB IS FINALLY DISSOLVED, AND
. EVERYTHING CONCLUDED TO THE SATISFACTION OF EVERY-

BODY.

For a whole week after the happy arrival of Mr. Winkle from

Birmingham, Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller were from home all

day long, only returning just in time for dinner, and then wearing

an air of mystery and importance quite foreign to their natures.

,
It was evident that very grave and eventful proceedings were on

foot, but various surmises were afloat respecting their precise char-

acter. Some (among whom was Mr. Tupman) were disposed to

think that Mr. Pickwick contemplated a matrimonial alliance, but
this idea the ladies most strenuously repudiated

;
others rather

inclined to the belief that he had project^ some distant tour, and



764 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

was at present occupied in effecting the preliminary arrangements,

but this again was stoutly denied by Sam himself, who had un-

equivocally stated, when cross-examined by Mary, that no j^ew

journeys were to be undertaken. At length, when the brains of

the whole party had been racked for six long days by imavailing

speculation, it was unanimously resolved that Mr. Pickwick should

be called upon to explain his conduct, and to state distinctly why
ho had thus absented himself from the society of his admiring

friends.

With this view, Mr. Wardle invited the full circle to dinner at

the Adelphi, and the decanters having been twice sent round,

opened the business.
** We are all anxious to know,” said the old gentleman, what

we have done to offend you, and to induce you to desert us and

devote yourself to these solitary walks.”
“ Are you ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. “ It is singular enough that

I had intended to volunteer a full explanation this very day, so

if you will give me another glass of wine I will satisfy your

curiosity.”

The decanters passed from hand to hand with unwonted brisk-

ness, and Mr. Pickwick looking round on the faces of his friends

with a cheerful smile, proceeded

—

** All the changes that have taken place among us,” said Mr.

Pickwick, I mean the marriage that has taken place, and the mar4 ^
riage that will take place, with the changes they involve, rendered

it necessary for me to think soberly and at once upon my future

plans. I determined on retiring to some quiet, pretty neighbour-

hood in the vicinity of London; I saw a house which exactly

suited my fancy. 1 have taken it and furnished it. It is fully

prepared for my reception, and I intend entering upon it at once,

trusting that I may yet live to spend many quiet years in peaceful

retirement
;
cheered through life by the society of my friends, ^nd

followed in death by their affeetk late remembrance.”

Here Mr. Pickwick paused, and a low murmur ran round the

table.

“ The house I have taken,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ is at Dulwich

;

it has a large garden, and is situated in one of the most pleasant

spots near London. It has been fitted up with every attention to

substantial comfort
;
perhaps to a little elegance besides

;
but of •

that you shall judge for yourselves. Sam accompanies me there.

I have engaged, on PerkePs representation, a housekeeper—a very

old one—and such other servants as she thinks I shall require.

I propose to consecrate this little retreat by having a ceremony, in

which I take a great interest, performed there. I wish, if m;
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friend Wardle entertains no objection, that his daughter should be

married from my new house, on the day I take possession of it.

The happiness of young people,” said Mr. Pickwick, a little moved,
“ has ever been the chief pleasure of my life. It will warm ray

heart to witness the happiness of those friends who are dearest to

me, beneath my own roof.”

Mr. Pickwick paused again : and Emily and Arabella sobbed

audibly.

“ I have communicated, both personally and by letter, with the

club,” resumed Mr. Pickwick, “acquainting them with my inten-

tion. During our long absence it has suffered much from internal

diswsensions
;
and the withdrawal of my name, coupled with this

and other circumstances, has occasioned its dissolution. The Pick-

wick Club exists no longer.

“ I shall never regret,” said Mr. Pickwick in a low voice—“ I

shall never regret having devoted the greater part of two years to

mixing with different varieties and shades of human character,

frivolous as my pursuit of novelty may have apjieared to many.

Nearly the whole of my previous life having been devoted to busi-

ness and the pursuit of wx*alth, numerous scenes of which I had

no previous conception have dawned upon me—I hope to the

enlargement of my mind, and the improvement of my understand-

ing. If I have done but little good, I trust I have done less

harm, and that none of my adventures will bo other than a source

of amusing and pleasant recollections to me in the decline of life.

Ghxl bless you all”

With these words, Mr. Pickwick filled and drained a bumper
with a trembling hand

;
and his eyes moistened as his friends rose

with one accord and pledged him from their hearts.

There were very few preparatory arrangements to be made for

the marriage of Mr. Snodgrass. As he had neither fatlier nor

mother, and had been in his minority a ward of Mr. Pickwick’s,

that gentleman was perfectly well acquainted w^ith his possessions

and prospects. His account of both was quite satisfactory to

Wardle—as almost any other account would have been, for the

good old gentleman was overflowing with hilarity and kindness

—

and a handsome portion having been bestowed upon Emily, the

marriage was fixed to take place on the fourth day from that time

;

the suddenness of which preparations reduced three dress-makers

and a tailor to the extreme verge of insanity.

Getting post-horses to the carriage, old Wardle started off next

day, to bring his mother up to town. Communicating his intelli

gence to the old lady with characteristic impetuosity, she instantly

fainted away, but being promptly revived, ordered the brocaded



756 POSTHUMOUS PAPEKS OF

Bilk gown to be packed up forthwith, and proceeded to relate some
circumstances of a similar nature attending the marriage of the

eldest daughter of Lady Tollinglower, deceased, which occuq^ed

three hours in the recital, and were not half finished at last.

Mrs. Trundle had to be informed of all the mighty preparations

that were making in London ; and being in a delicate state of

health was informed thereof through Mr. Trundle, lest the news
should be too much for her

;
but it was not too much for her,

inasmuch as she at once wrote off to Muggletou to order a new
cap and a black satin gown, and moreover avowed her determina-

tion of being present at the ceremony. Hereupon Mr. Trundle

called in the doctor, and the doctor said Mrs. Trundle ought to

know best how she felt herself, to which Mrs. Trundle replied that

she felt herself quite equal to it, and that she had made up her

mind to go
;
upon which the doctor, who was a wise and discreet

doctor, and knew what was good for himself as well as for other

people, said, that perhaps if Mrs. Trundle stopped at home she

might hurt herself more by fretting than by going, so perhaps she

had better go. And she did go
;
the doctor with great attention

sending in half a dozen of medicine to be drunk upon the road.

In addition to these points of distraction, Wardle was entrusted

with two small letters to two small young ladies who were to act

as bridesmaids
;
upon the receipt of which, the two young ladies

were driven to despair by having no “ things ” ready for

important an occasion, and no time to make them in—a circum-

stance which appeared to afford the two worthy papas of the two

small young ladies rather a feeling of satisfaction than otherwise.

However, old frocks were trimmed and new bonnets made, and the

young ladies looked as well as could possibly have been expected

of them
;
and as they cried at the subsequent ceremony in the

proper places and trembled at the right times, they acquitted

themselves to the admiration of all beholders. «
How the two poor relations )ver reached London—whether

they walked, or got behind coaches, or procured lifts in wagons,

or carried each other— is uncertain, but there they were, before

Wardle
;
and the very first people that knocked at the door of

Mr. Pickwick's house on the bridal morning, were the two poor

relations, all smiles and shirt-c^'llar.

They were welcomed heartily though, for riches or poverty had •

no influence on Mr. Pickwick
;
the new servants were all alacrity

and readiness : Sam in a most unrivalled state of high spirits and

excitement, and Mary glowing with beauty and smart ribands.

The bridegroom, who had been staying at the house for two oi

three days previously, sallied forth gallantly to Dulwich church
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to meet the bride, attended by Mr. Pickwirk, Ben Allen, Bob
Sawyer, and Mr. Tupman, with Sam Weller outside, having at

histbuttonhole a wliite favour, the gift of hia lady love, and clad

in a new and gorgeous suit of lively invented expressly for the

occasion. They were met by the Wardles, and the Winkles, and

the bride and bridesmaids, and the Trundles
;
and the ceremony

having been ])erformed, the coaches rattled back to Mr. Pickwick's

to breaktast, where little Mr. Peiker already awaited them.

Here, all the light clouds of the more solemn part of the

proceedings passed away
; every face shone forth joyously, and

nothing was to be heard but congratulations and commendations.

Everything was so beautiful ! The lawn in front, the garden

behind, the miniature conservatory, the dining-room, the drawing-

room, the bed -rooms, the smoking-room, and above all the study

with its pictures and easy chairs, and odd cabinets, and queer

tables, and books out of number, with a large cheerful window
opening upon a pleasant lawn and commanding a pretty landscape,

just dotted here and there with little houses almost hidden by the

trees
;
and then the curtains, and the carpets, and the chairs, and

the flof;^ ! Everything was so beautiful, so compact, so neat and

in such exquisite taste, said everybody, that there really was no

deciding what to admire most.

And in the midst of all this, stood Mr. Pickwick, his counte-

mance lighted up with smiles, which the heart of no man, woman,
or child, could resist : himself the happiest of the group, shaking

hands over and over again with the same people, and when his

own were not so employed, rubbing them with pleasure
;
turning

round in a different direction at every fresh expression of gratifi-

catiun or curiosity, and inspiring everybody with his looks of

gladness and delight.

Breakfast is announced. Mr. Pickwick leads the old lady

(W^o has been very eloquent on the subject of Jiady Tollinglower),

to the top of a long table
;
Wardle takes the bottom, the friends

arrange themselves on either side, Sam takes his station behind

his master's chair, the laughter and talking cease
;
Mr. Pickwick

having said grace, pauses for an instant and looks round him. As
he does so, the tears roll down his cheeks in the fulness of his joy.

Let us leave our old frieud in one of those moments of unmixed
happiness, of which, if we seek them, there are ever some to cheer

our transitory existence here. There are dark shadows on the

earth, but its lights are stronger in the contrast. Some men, like

bats or owls, have better eyes for the darkness than for the light

;

we, who have no such optical powers, are better pleased to take

our last parting look at the visionary companions of many solitary
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hours, when the brief sunshine of the world is blazing ftill upon

them.

It is the fate of most men who mingle with the world and

attain e^en the prime of life, to make many real friends, and lose

them in the course of nature. It is the fate of all authors or

chroniclers to create imaginary friends, and lose them in the course

of art. Nor is this the full extent of their misfortunes
;

for they

are required to furnish an account of them besides.

In compliance with this custom— unquestionably a bad one

—

we subjoin a few biographical words in relation to the party at

Mr. Pickwick’s assembled.

Mr. and Mrs. Winkle being fully received into favour by the

old gentleman, were shortly afterwards installed in a newly built

house, not half a mile from Mr. Pickwick’s. Mr. Winkle being

engaged in the city as agent or town correspondent of his father,

exchanged his old costume for the ordinary dress of Englishmen,

and presented all the external appearance of a civilised Christian

ever afterwards.

Mr. and Mrs. Snodgrass settled at Dingley Dell, where they

purchased and cultivated a small farm, more for occupation than

profit. Mr. Snodgrass, being occasionally abstracted and melancholy,

is to this day reputed a great poet among his friends and acquaint«.4

ance, although we do not find that he has ever written anything

to encourage the belief. We know many celebrated characters,

literary, philosophical, and otherwise, who hold a high reputation

on a similar tenure.

Mr. Tupman, when his friends married and Mr. Pickwick

settled, took lodgings at Richmond, where he has ever since

resided. He walks constantly on the Terrace during the summer
months, with a youthful and janty air, which has rendered lr!m

the admiration of the numerous ' Merly ladies of single condition,

who reside in the vicinity. He has never proposed again.

Mr. Bob Sawyer, having previously passed through the Gazette,

passed over to Bengal, accompanied by Mr. Benjamin Allen, both

gentlemen having received surgical appointments from the East

India Company. They each bad the yellow fever fourteen times,

and then resolved to try a little al)stinence, since which period •

they have been doing well.

Mrs. Bardell let lodgings to many conversable single gentlemen

with great profit, but never brought any more actions for a breach

of promise of marriage. Her attorneys, Messrs. Dodson and Fogg,

continue in business, from which they realise a large income, and
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In which they are universally considered among the sharpest of

the sharp.

^am Weller kept his word, and remained unmarried for two

years. The old housekeeper dying at the end of that time, Mr.

Pickwick promoted Mary to the situation, on condition of her

marrying Mr. Weller at once, which she did without a murmur.

From the circumstance of two sturdy little boys having been

repeatedly seen at the gate of the back garden, we have reason to

suppose that Sam has some family.

The elder Mr. Weller ilrove a coach for twelve months, but

being afflicted with the gout, was compelled to retire. The con-

tents of the pocket-book had been so well invested for him, how-

ever, by Mr. Pickwick, that he had a handsome independence to

retire on, upon which he still lives at an excellent public-houso

near Shooter’s Hill, where he is quite reverenced a.s an oracle,

boasting very much of his intimacy with Mr. Pickwick, and

retaining a most unconquerable aversion to widows.

Mr. Pickwick himself continued to reside in his new house,

employing his leisure hours in arranging the memoranda which he

afterwards presented to the secretary of the once famous club, or

in hearing Sam Weller read aloud, with such remarks as suggested

themselves to his mind, which never failed to afford Mr. Pickwick

great amusement He was much troubled at first by the numerous

applications which were made to him by Mr. Snodgrass, IMr.

Winkle, and Mr. Trundle, to act as godfather to their offspring,

but he has become used to it now, and officiates aa a matter of

cdfersc. He never had occasion to regret his bounty to Mr. Jingle,

for%oth that person and Job Trotter became in time worthy

members of society, although they have always steadily objected

to return to the scones of their old haunts and temj)tation8. He
is somewhat infirm now, but he retains all his former juvenility of

ajlfrit, and may still be frequently seen contemplating the pictures

in the Didwich Gallery, or enjoying a walk about the pleasant

neighbourhood on a fine day. He is known by all the poor people

about, who never fail to take their hats off as he passes with great

respect; the children idolise him, and so indeed docs the whole

neighbourhood. Every year he repairs to a large fajiiily n)crry-

makiug at Mr. Wardle'a
;
on this, as on all other occasions, he is

invariably attended by the faithful Sam, between whom and his

master there exists a steady and reciprocal attachment, which

nothing but death will sever.
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